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Chapter 1 
 

 

Ethan Russell settled into the rear seat of the Mercedes 

outside the terminal at San Diego International Airport.  “The 

Marriott, please,” he directed, his accent crisp rather than 

drawling, flattened just a trifle by a year at Yale. 

“Yes, sir,” the driver responded, pulling the car away 

from the curb smoothly. 

Ethan closed his eyes and rested his head against the 

leather upholstery.  Instinctively he kicked his Sperrys off.  He 

had never enjoyed London in October.  Here, it was a balmy 

seventy-five degrees American, sunny with hardly a trace of 

wind off the bay.  He hoped devoutly he wouldn’t have to wear 

trousers at all during his stay. 

His phone buzzed against his thigh and he flipped it out 

of his pocket.  “Hey, Jess!” 

His girlfriend smiled sleepily back at him.  “Hey 

yourself.” 

“Shouldn’t you be asleep, love?” 

“Wanted to make sure you got in okay.” 

“Oh, the flight was fine.  If it had been the Abercorn jet, 

though…” 

“Don’t get spoiled.” 

“Why not?” 

“It’s not hot.” 

“You’re hot.” 
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“Is this hot?”  She tilted her phone and the view on the 

screen shifted to reveal her lean golden body, intertwined with 

another, much darker.  One that was embracing her. 

“Hi, Milan,” Ethan chuckled. 

“Hey,” grinned the Australian ballet dancer, shifting 

himself a little closer to Jess to better fill the camera’s field of 

vision.  “How’s California?” 

“This is the most interesting thing that’s happened to me 

since I landed.”  His cock was leaking into the speedo he 

habitually wore under his shorts.  He could feel it.  “And now I 

want to be back there with you two.” 

“Focus!” Jess scolded him, half teasing, half serious.  

“Remember what we talked about.” 

“What did you talk about?” Milan wanted to know. 

“I’ll tell you later,” Jess murmured as she turned and 

kissed him.  “After he does it.” 

One of Milan’s fingers slipped accidentally-on-purpose 

across her bare pussy.  “Are you sure?” 

A gasp from Jess was her only reply.  Milan looked up at 

the camera impishly.  “Sorry, mate.  I think I’m going to have to 

work this out of her.” 

“She won’t tell you,” Ethan objected with a shake of his 

head. 

“Maybe.  Maybe not.  But I’ll have fun doing it anyway.”  

He slid his finger inside her.   “Take care of yourself.” 

“Like you’re taking care of my girlfriend?” 

“Exactly like that.  Love ya!” 

“Love you guys!” Ethan called as the call ended.  Seeing 

his girlfriend clasped in Milan’s long, graceful limbs never failed 

to get him throbbing.  Except that usually both of them were 

there to take care of his arousal.  And he hated solos. 

The junior manager at the hotel who checked him in 

raised his spirits considerably.  A slender twink with gorgeous 

golden curls.  Perfect lips.  Eyes of a hazy blue, and a smile that 
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always tugged at the corners of his mouth.  In spite of his 

experience as a cocksman, Ethan felt dizzy for a moment as he 

contemplated the youth’s physical perfection.  Thirty seconds 

later, he was sure his interest was being returned. 

“How late is your pool open?” he asked as an 

afterthought. 

“Twenty-four hours a day,” the boy, whose nametag 

read “Braden,” responded promptly.  “As is the gym.” 

Ethan shook his head.  “I’d rather swim.  What about 

swimming in the bay?” 

Braden seemed to shudder almost imperceptibly at that 

idea.  “It’s already gotten cold by now.  I wouldn’t recommend it 

if you don’t feel like wearing a wetsuit.” 

“Not a chance,” Ethan grinned.  There was no one else 

waiting in line at the moment, so he decided to push his luck.  

“That’s exactly the opposite of what I like to wear.”  The 

suggestion made Braden blush slightly—the effect was 

charming—and then his irrepressible smile broke out again. 

“I’d recommend the hotel pool, in that case.  We do keep 

it heated.  I can assure you from first-hand experience that it’s 

much more comfortable than the Pacific.” 

“Personal experience?” 

“After work, usually.” 

“Former diver?” 

“How did you guess?” 

“The right size, the right golden tan, and the elegance of 

the way your body moves.”  Now Braden was really blushing, 

and Ethan leaned a little closer to him.  “And I’m guessing your 

views on swimwear are a little bit closer to mine than to San 

Diego’s.” 

Braden licked his lips.  “You would be correct.” 

“I’m glad.”  Ethan held his gaze for a few long seconds.  

“Maybe I’ll see you at the pool later on.” 

“How much later did you have in mind?” 
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“Any suggestions?” 

“I get off at eight.  How do you feel about a late dinner 

followed by a midnight swim?” 

“I feel jet-lagged to hell right now and a nap followed by 

that programme sounds amazing.  See you at five past eight?” 

“Might be ten past.” 

“I don’t mind waiting for something good.” 

“I’ll hold you to that,” Braden said with a devilish flicker 

of his eyebrows.  Ethan wanted to kiss him, but had to settle for 

a handshake as a whale of a businessman came puffing up 

behind him. 

He was naked fifteen seconds after he closed the door of 

his room.  No finesse, no tease.  He threw his shirt on a chair, 

dropped his shorts and speedo in one move, and tossed himself 

down on the bed, ignoring his fully erect cock and the precum 

smears it had left on his hip. 

His phone alarm woke him at five-thirty.  He stepped 

straight into the shower and luxuriated under the hot water, 

letting his cock get hard again.  Mindful of the look he had seen 

in Braden’s eyes, he kept his masturbation time down to a few 

minutes, focusing instead on working out the kinks in his 

muscles.  When he was thoroughly relaxed, he toweled off and 

admired himself in the mirror: five feet ten inches of preppy 

blonde boy, lean but solid, muscular without his muscles being 

too prominent.  Working muscles, not gym muscles.  Two 

appearances at the Gay Games, a regular swimming schedule, 

and an active sex life took care of his exercise needs.  A summer 

spent largely in the Mediterranean had given him a lovely even 

tan with a faded rather than a sharp speedo line, testifying to his 

hours spent nude on the beach. 

For a night dining out in San Diego, Ethan selected a 

tight-fitting pair of gray shorts in which his cock made a 

tantalizing bulge unrestrained by underwear.  A simple long-

sleeved shirt, striped in navy and teal, completed his look.  He 
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did a few pushups while he waited, getting his chest and arms to 

swell nicely in his outfit.  After that he slipped on his Sperrys 

and sat and watched the clock. 

At exactly ten minutes past the hour he opened the door 

at Braden’s knock.  The beautiful blonde was carrying a 

backpack with him. 

“Mind if I change real quick?” he asked. 

“Please do,” Ethan said, urgently feeling that he needed 

to see Braden in something more revealing than Armani 

workwear, elegant as it was.  He got his wish.  Braden emerged 

from the bathroom in a skintight maroon shirt and white shorts, 

his bare ankles showing alluringly above spotless white 

Converse. 

“I like you in this much better than in a suit,” Ethan 

smiled.  “Any ideas for dinner?” 

“I booked us a table at an Italian place here.  Is that all 

right?” 

“Perfect.”  He moved towards his date.  Braden didn’t 

hesitate for an instant in turning his lips up to meet Ethan’s kiss.  

They touched tongues gently, then parted, but in the elevator 

Braden abruptly turned and kissed Ethan on the cheek.  Ethan 

blushed in his turn and wondered how soon he would be 

dripping precum into his shorts. 

Over dinner, as their smooth legs pressed together 

beneath the table, he discovered that Braden was a Florida boy, a 

champion diver in high school, who had ended up in San Diego 

on a whim after wanting to live somewhere he could go surfing 

more often. 

“Any current boyfriend?” Ethan inquired. 

“Yeah.”  Braden’s face lit up.  “He’s an academic, and he 

teaches at SDSU.  And we’re almost carbon copies of each other, 

so if you’ve seen me, you know what he looks like, too.” 

“That must be incredible in bed.  Making love to your 

twin.” 
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“It’s everything I ever wanted.  What about you?” 

“Girlfriend.  We haven’t been together that long but it’s 

pretty serious.  We think very much alike.”  He proceeded to 

relate the incident of the video call in the car to Braden, who was 

grinning mischievously by the time he finished. 

They lingered over their meal, sensually sharing a small 

dessert, then strolled across to the Ghirardelli store for ice cream.  

After that, they took their time walking back to the hotel.  Ethan 

slipped his hand into Braden’s, and the shorter boy didn’t resist.  

Every now and then, he would pause under a streetlamp, or next 

to a well-lit storefront, and draw Braden in for a short but 

passionate kiss.  Neither of them had the least objection to 

display.  It came naturally. 

“I don’t have a speedo with me, you know,” Ethan said, 

holding back abruptly as they approached the hotel again. 

“We might not need one,” Braden smirked. 

“Are you fucking with me?” 

“I hope to be, but not at this moment, no.” 

“Surely they’re not enlightened enough to be clothing 

optional here.” 

“No, but if there’s no one around at night, you can get 

away with skinny-dipping.  I have plenty of times.  And even if 

there was anyone around, they might not notice in the dim 

lighting.” 

“You have incredible ideas,” Ethan said.  Braden 

retrieved a couple of towels from a locker and led the way to the 

pool area.  It was, as he predicted, empty. 

“Ready?” 

“Ready.”  Ethan stepped out of his shoes at the same 

moment that Braden did and whipped his shirt over his head.  

Both boys took a few moments to admire each other before 

slowly unbuttoning their shorts.  Their cocks sprang up, fully 

erect immediately.  Both were angrily red at the tip from the 

chafing of the rough fabric.  Both were wet with precum. 
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Braden held out a hand, and Ethan took it.  They stepped 

into the pool together, swam length after length with ease, 

reveled in the feel of the water pushing past their erections.  

Once Braden disappeared beneath the surface and briefly 

swallowed Ethan’s shaft to the base.  The British boy almost 

came instantaneously.  Once, as they floated on their backs, 

Ethan seized the moment and slid a toe up Braden’s arse, 

watching how his dick breached the surface of the water and 

bobbed frantically, seeking satisfaction. 

Eventually Braden steered Ethan down to the more 

remote end of the pool and pulled him into his arms.  Their 

kisses became frantic.  Half-standing, half-floating, they ground 

their deprived pricks together beneath the water until they both 

stained it with a cloud of cum.  Ethan almost lost his balance, 

overcome by the violence of his first orgasm that day.  By this 

time at night he’d usually enjoyed two or three already.  He 

shuddered and shuddered and his balls ached with the painful 

joy of release. 

When he could, he took Braden’s face in both hands and 

kissed him tenderly.  “Thank you for making my first night here 

special,” he whispered. 

“It’s been special for me, too,” Braden breathed into his 

ear. 

As they climbed the steps out of the pool, Ethan ran a 

tentative hand over Braden’s still-plump cock.  “Round two?” he 

suggested. 

Braden shook his head.  “I still have to shoot another 

load into my boyfriend tonight.  Fair is fair!” 

“Oh, no worries.  But still…” 

“Yes?” 

“I’d like to get to know both you and your boyfriend 

more intimately while I’m here.  If you would be open to that.” 

“Intimately?” 

“Intimately.” 
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“I think he would appreciate that as much I would.” 

“I’m hoping to make time for Black’s Beach.  Any chance 

you guys would be interested?” 

“We already are.” 
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Chapter 2 
 

 

Ethan woke to discover that his cock was not being 

serviced, and it was an unpleasant experience for him.  For 

years, he’d become accustomed to awakening to find it buried 

either in his girlfriend’s pussy or one of his friends’ mouths.  All 

that was required of him in that situation was a little thrusting, 

plus opening his mouth to suck whatever needed to be sucked.  

Here it wasn’t so easy.  He was forced to do things the hard way, 

which involved carefully inserting a set of anal beads into his 

hole to apply extra pressure to his prostate.  After that he 

strolled out onto the balcony and edged his oiled prick for an 

hour until he splattered half the floor with his morning load. 

Then he sat down to think his position through. 

He was an aristocrat.  He knew that.  Son of a diplomat, 

tutored privately until Balliol, a year on exchange at Yale, 

reading law afterwards at Gray’s Inn, and finally an easy step 

into a guaranteed job with the prestigious firm of Donohue 

Russell Kettering, of which his great-great-uncle had been a 

founding partner.  All his life he had rubbed shoulders—and 

other things—with the upper classes.  Now, it was his 

responsibility to introduce someone else to such a life, and he 

had reservations about how successful he would be at doing 

so—and about whether he should be doing it in the first place. 

The earldom of Corran, to which his family had been 

solicitors for a century and a half, had fallen vacant, or nearly so.  
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A month ago there had been twenty known heirs.  The unlucky 

conjunction of a family reunion and a wedding during a 

luxurious safari in Kenya had wiped them all off the map with a 

quick round of food poisoning before their lawyers had even 

become aware of the fact.  The last of them, the fourteenth earl, 

who had been just twenty-five at the time of his succession on 

his father’s death two days previously, had survived long 

enough to be airlifted to London and die at home.  The head of 

the firm, the acerbic Sir Patrick Donohue, saw to it that any 

public reports of the tragedy were withheld until he could 

produce the fifteen earl, whoever and wherever he might be.  

He’d gone as far as threatening several distant connections and 

relatives by marriage of the family with the prospect of an end to 

their comfortable incomes, which existed only at the discretion 

of the Earl of Corran, who presumably would take his advice 

from Sir Patrick and would resent too much attention being paid 

to the manner of his succession.  Mouths remained closed 

accordingly. 

Sir Patrick had next turned his efforts to finding the 

fifteenth earl and delegated the task to a leading firm of private 

investigators in the United States.  He had realized that the 

nearest heir, after the demise of the immediate family, would be 

among the descendants of a rather disreputable younger son 

who had emigrated three generations back.  A lead in Las Vegas 

had confirmed his prediction, and Ethan, as a junior and 

therefore dispensable member of the firm, had been dispatched 

to California to fetch the new Lord Corran home for a conference 

with his eminent advisor. 

The responsibility of the job was his first problem.  His 

second challenge was his apprehension of how an American 

teenager would react to the idea that he had become a British 

nobleman with four centuries’ worth of titles and fortunes 

behind him.  And there were indications that this particular 

teenager had been raised in a way that would make him object 
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strenuously to the dignity of his new position.  Third, the new 

Lord Corran just happened to be a very attractive young man 

indeed, a sophomore club diver at the University of California 

San Diego with ten thousand followers on Instagram.  He had to 

be told about his family history—and there was no way to stop 

him from telling the world in turn if he chose, which would take 

the matter out of Sir Patrick’s control and possibly embarrass 

him. 

Fourth, Ethan was ridiculously attracted to the new Lord 

Corran.  He and Jess had gotten so excited looking at the teen’s 

social media profiles a few nights before that they had pulled up 

his photos on their TV and fucked for hours, fantasizing aloud 

about the things they wanted to do to him.  Fantasies fueled by 

his implied nude shoots and his very flagrant pansexuality, 

which he flaunted.  The night had ended with Ethan promising 

Jess that he would make love to the new earl at the first 

opportunity.  So he would have to balance the needs of his own 

libido—which he had no intention of sacrificing completely—

against his legal duties. 

An older lawyer would have waited until Monday and 

then called on a senior university administrator to bring together 

a team of counselors who would break the news gently to the 

new peer while simultaneously fawning over him and trying to 

manipulate him.  Ethan had a different plan.  There was a diving 

meet at SDSU in an hour, and he wanted to see the boy in action 

before committing himself to anything.  He slipped on shorts, 

polo, and flip-flops, sent the video of his morning wank to Jess 

and Milan for them to enjoy at their leisure, and called 

downstairs for a car. 

An hour and fifteen minutes later, he knew he’d made 

the right decision.  He also knew he couldn’t wait to make his 

approach until the following week. 

Mark Hartley, though unbeknownst to himself the 

fifteenth Lord Corran, moved in a way that was so self-assured 
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as to be just short of deliberate cockiness.  He was the same 

height as Ethan, yet commanded the pool area with the way he 

had of looking at it.  Some of it was the standard macho jock 

charisma the lawyer remembered from his own college years, 

except in a different package—and an exceptionally hot one.  

Mark’s entire body glowed with a rich, deep tan that couldn’t 

have been solely the work of the sun—there were no flashes of 

bright white skin around his arse when his speedo slipped.  

Ethan remembered his mother’s name on the birth certificate.  

Something unpronounceable—Navajo, perhaps?  That would 

also account for the long, glossy black hair that fell freely to his 

shoulders and gave him the look of a vital young hero out of a 

medieval frieze.  He was lean, with muscles suggesting 

themselves under the skin rather than jumping out and crying 

for attention.  His proportions were perfect, broader at the 

shoulders and hips than at the waist.  Even the wet footprints he 

left on the pool deck were so shapely that Ethan wanted to 

throw himself down and kiss them.  And he was talented.  His 

dives were crisp, yet delivered casually.  It was borne in upon 

Ethan that this boy could have competed at the highest levels—if 

he had cared to do so.  Instead, he seemed to prefer dominating 

a smaller scene. 

The diver looked up at the bleachers, which were 

sparsely populated as always, as if checking them out for new 

meat.  “‘A young Sultan inspecting a rather unpromising 

consignment of Circassian slaves,’” Ethan thought.  Mark’s eyes 

flickered over the Brit, then swung around and came back to 

him.  Ethan deliberately didn’t look away.  He wanted Mark to 

notice him.  To make sure, he held up his phone and snapped a 

few shots of the nearly naked athlete.  Mark grinned, an 

expression mostly amused but with a hint of savagery in it, and 

turned away to return to the hot tub where the divers warmed 

themselves between plunges. 
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Ethan was waiting outside the Canyonview Aquatic 

Center when Mark emerged after the meet.  He felt his 

adrenaline build as he waited.  Combined with the testosterone 

pouring out of his balls, it was intoxicating.  He hoped that the 

teenager would turn and look at him.  And he did.  What’s more, 

he came straight towards Ethan, half-smiling, his posture 

showing superb confidence. 

“Excuse me,” Ethan said, clearing his throat with a shade 

of nervousness.  “You’re Mark Hartley, correct?” 

“That’s right.”  Mark’s face gave little away.  Polite, 

potentially interested, but capable of losing interest in two 

seconds. 

“My name is Ethan Russell.  I’m with the law firm of 

Donohue Russell Kettering, out of London.” 

Mark nodded.  “The family firm.” 

Less than a year ago, one of Ethan’s friends had 

persuaded him to try a particularly intense bondage session with 

one of her gay pornstar friends.  For six hours he’d been 

strapped to a table having his cock worked over in various ways, 

but the one thing that he remembered most was the feeling of 

getting hit with some serious e-stim for the first time.  That was 

the same sensation he experienced, albeit more briefly, as he 

absorbed what Mark had just said. 

“You know about your family’s connection to the 

earldom of Corran, then?” 

Mark’s smile broadened.  “My disreputable ancestors, 

the robber barons and industrial savages?  Of course.”  His voice 

was deep and not distinctively American, sounding more like 

that of an old actor from the Golden Age. 

“You don’t sound like you have a very high opinion of 

them.” 

“Neither as an institution nor as individuals.  Do they 

want something from me after ignoring our side of the family for 

fifty years?  Is that why you’re here?” 



14 

 

“Come, now, don’t shoot the messenger,” Ethan 

protested.  He decided to push Mark’s buttons and see what 

happened.  “You may shoot on the messenger if you find it 

necessary, however.”  That remark got a laugh out of Mark, and 

his amusement encouraged Ethan to choose an approach that 

would appeal to his sense of defiance.  “I’m actually here to offer 

you a chance to get a bit of your own back from them.  Well, not 

a bit of it.  All of it.” 

“All of it would be a lot.  They’ve got four generations of 

disdain to make up for,” Mark said dismissively. 

“Do you believe that death balances all accounts?” Ethan 

asked him.  “Whether you do or not, in this case, it does as far as 

your side of your family is concerned.  You were number 

twenty-one in the line of succession to the earldom of Corran a 

month ago.  Ordinarily, you would have never been any closer.  

But then your predecessor—the fourteenth earl who was, for a 

couple of days—decided to get married in Africa.  In a safari 

camp that happened to be in the middle of an area experiencing 

a listeria outbreak.  Today, you are Lord Corran and control the 

combined fortunes of the entire Corran family.” 

Mark stepped closer to Ethan, his face turned suddenly 

serious.  The proximity of his beautiful body, concealed only by 

a skimpy pair of nylon track shorts, sent Ethan’s cock to full 

mast immediately.  He wanted to seize the teen and tear his 

shorts in two.  Instead, he offered Mark the manila envelope 

he’d brought with him.  It contained two letters, one from Sir 

Patrick and another from the High Court of Justice confirming 

the contents of the first. 

“You don’t mind if I check this, do you?” Mark said with 

a sudden return of his brilliant smile.  His eyes lingered on the 

precum spot Ethan’s erection was creating in his shorts before 

flickering back to the screen of his phone.  “Her Majesty’s 

government is such an odd mixture of transparency and 



15 

 

censorship that I was very surprised they bothered to put 

Somerset House online.” 

“Please do,” Ethan said hoarsely.  Mark was so entirely 

in control of his reactions, and thereby betrayed such intelligence 

and power, that his confidence kept intensifying Ethan’s arousal. 

“Well, your story agrees with the official one,” Mark 

commented a minute later, his fingers moving quickly across the 

glass.  “And I have a new respect for Sir Patrick’s manipulative 

abilities.  So far he’s done a marvelous job of preventing anyone 

from noticing what is already in plain sight.  A very English 

talent.”  The diver sighed happily and put his phone away.  

“This is certainly the best morning’s work you’ve ever done.” 

“I like to think it’s the long-delayed righting of a wrong, 

from what I’ve heard about your family’s history,” Ethan agreed. 

“Oh?”  Mark licked his lips seductively and began to 

move away.  Ethan followed him.  “And yet you are with the 

family firm.” 

“It’s my family firm as well, you know.” 

“I noted the coincidence.  But more to the point, you’re 

supposed to be working for me.  Is that correct?” 

“Absolutely.  We have been solicitors to your family—” 

“For a century and a half, yes.  We’ve been over that.”  

Mark stopped and faced Ethan.  Their lips were separated by no 

more than a few inches.  Ethan found his hands clenching with 

the effort he was making at self-control.  “The real question is 

where your loyalties lie.” 

“How so?” 

“To whom are you loyal?  Sir Patrick, who as managing 

partner sent you out here?  The interests of the Corran estates in 

the abstract?  A majority or a plurality of the family as a whole?  

Or me personally?” 

“Is that important?” 

“Right now it’s more important than anything else.” 
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Ethan had never thought about his involvement with the 

Corrans in this way.  Until a month before, they had been clients 

like any others—the firm carried dozens of peers and hundreds 

of mere knights and baronets on its books.  He’d become 

fascinated with the family’s history while digging into its 

convoluted past, to be sure, but did that count as a personal 

attachment?  There was little of the family left apart from the 

young man standing before him, so any loyalty to the family as a 

whole would be consolidated into his person.  Sir Patrick had 

always been fair with him, but never especially partial; they took 

each other for granted, as distant relations who have been 

associated for a long time often do.  And the estates, through a 

quirk of bad planning on the part of the last few earls, were 

largely unencumbered.  The death duties had been large, but the 

new Lord Corran, unlike the nominally wealthier Duke of 

Westminster, would be able to exercise direct control over the 

majority of his property.  He was the estate, too.  And if these 

considerations weren’t enough, his personality was 

overwhelming.  Ethan’s ardor for him was increasing every 

minute, but not so much so as to overwhelm his assessment of 

the character of a man who knew his own mind. 

He swallowed, realizing he had been absent for a few 

moments while thinking.  “You are Lord Corran.  My loyalty is 

to you.” 

The smile that Mark gave him informed him that he had 

made the right decision.  Then Mark’s eyes flickered down over 

his body, and his smile widened. 

“Good.  Very good.”  Mark started walking again.  “Let’s 

talk the rest of this over in privacy.  I’m glad you recognize that 

my late and distant relatives were a worthless lot.” 

“I wouldn’t dismiss them that readily, perhaps.  They 

were very successful in business.” 

“To every man with an adventurous spirit there comes a 

time when sunken treasure becomes an obsession.  And sunken 
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treasure exists in abundance.  I could walk into the library right 

now and put my finger on half a dozen spots on a map where 

treasure lies beneath a few feet of water.  Why, then, do so few 

sunken treasures ever find their way back to the surface, when 

the knowledge and motivation to salvage them exists?” 

“I’ve no idea.” 

“The improper use of money.  To locate treasure and 

bring it up costs money in equipment.  The enthusiast, as a rule, 

has the motivation but no money.  The wealthy man has the 

money and could get the treasure—but hasn’t got any idea how 

to spend his money.  He starts drinking Clicquot instead of 

Coors, and passes the same gas at ten or twenty times the cost.  

My late relatives were that sort of human being.” 

“They were very generous to charity and the arts.” 

Mark threw back his head and brayed, positively brayed 

at the surrounding buildings.  It was not a nice laugh, its tone 

dominated by scorn with an undercurrent of despair.  “The 

charitable donations of my relations in their lifetimes came to 

millions of pounds.  The value of their combined estates, after 

duties, exceeds, according to Sir Patrick, five billion pounds.  

How can anyone take so small a proportion seriously?” 

“Your lordship could spend it better?” 

“My lordship intends to spend it better.  What I am 

making clear to you, so that you are not under any false 

impression, is that I have the greatest contempt for my extended 

family and that my behavior will be very different from theirs.”  

He pulled a key card out of his pocket and opened the door to 

his dorm room.  “Starting now.” 

The room was bare.  A bed, a desk, and a dresser.   A few 

papers and books sat on the desk next to an old Toughbook 

laptop, but apart from that there were no distractions of any 

kind.  No wall art, no dirty clothes on the floor, no personal 

photos.  It was a place someone would go to visit, not to live. 
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But Ethan only had a few seconds to absorb it before his 

gaze moved back to Mark, who dropped his backpack on his 

desk, then stripped his shorts off without the least sign of shame 

and turned to face Ethan again. 

“You have precum on the front of your shorts,” Mark 

said to him.  Ethan realized that there was in fact a visible wet 

spot there, and felt himself blushing like Braden had blushed the 

night before, which was not something he often did. 

“I’m—I—” 

The new Lord Corran stopped him.  His face became 

solemn, almost severe.  “First rule if we’re going to have any 

kind of relationship, working or otherwise.  I will never lie to 

you.  I will never filter myself or exercise any form of manners or 

restraint in front of you.  I will do what makes me comfortable, 

acting in complete honesty.  I expect the same from you.  Is that 

understood?” 

Ethan sensed that he was hovering on the edge of a new 

and delightful degree of freedom.  “Completely.” 

“Do you want to have sex with me?” 

“I want you so badly that before I left London, I 

promised my girlfriend I would seduce you at the first 

opportunity.” 

Mark burst out laughing.  This time it was from pure 

enjoyment.  His plump cock erected in seconds, the foreskin 

sliding back to reveal a drop of precum already wetting his 

head.  “You don’t have to.  You were the hottest thing at that 

meet.  I wanted you the second I saw you sitting there, sandals 

already off, leaning forward with your lips parted, like you 

would be willing to strip naked and jump in the pool in a 

heartbeat if I asked you to do it.” 

“I would have been,” said Ethan, and he meant it.  He 

slipped his feet free of his flip-flops and pulled his polo off in a 

smooth motion. 

“That bad?” 
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“That bad.” 

“I hope this won’t ruin you for your girlfriend.” 

“No chance.  She’s probably getting fucked by a friend of 

ours now while fantasizing about you and I.”  Ethan got rid of 

his shorts and realized their pricks were the same length, though 

his was slightly thicker than Mark’s.  He considered what he 

should do first, but Mark forestalled him by sitting down at one 

end of the bed and motioning him to sit at the other.  The diver 

wanted to tease him for a while?  Very well, he could put up 

with that.  It would only make him cum all the harder in the end.  

And a chance to admire Mark’s naked body and perfectly 

smooth cock was not something to be passed up, either.  He sat 

down.  Immediately Mark stretched out a leg and placed his foot 

against Ethan’s shaft.  The older boy decided to be brazen. 

“I could cum this way.” 

“I’ll make you cum this way.  And a variety of other 

ways.” 

Ethan raised Mark’s foot briefly to his lips and kissed it.  

“My lord.” 

“What does Sir Patrick have in mind for me?”  Lord 

Corran adjusted his position slightly to allow Ethan’s toes better 

access to his foreskin. 

“He expects me to act as a sort of guardian to you.  Like a 

young gentleman’s escort on the Grand Tour.  After an 

appropriate interval to allow you to become accustomed to your 

good fortune, I’m to bring you back to London so he can look 

you over and we can complete the formalities associated with 

the transfer of the estate.  Also so he can put the fear of God—

meaning the fear of himself—into you.  Then you’re to be taken 

the rounds of your properties—a townhouse and a couple of 

flats in London, a country house in Hampshire, another in the 

Highlands, and of course Corran itself.  After you’re suitably 

overwhelmed with responsibility, then he will start in on how 

essential it is that you transfer to a British university.  And given 
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the depleted state of the Corran family, I’m certain he’ll continue 

by stressing how vital it is that you marry and secure the 

succession.  He doesn’t fancy having to do this all over again.” 

“He should expect to be disappointed, and often.” 

“You should know that he isn’t well-disposed towards 

you.  For quite a while he doubted whether you existed at all.” 

“Why?” 

“Your father’s very public opposition to the institution of 

marriage.” 

“His own was an act of protest.” 

“I guessed there might be a story there, since we found 

his marriage record in Las Vegas.  But you were born in 

Arizona.” 

For several minutes Mark closed his eyes and enjoyed 

their foreplay.  Then he began to speak. 

“I don’t know if you’ve ever noticed this, but there is a 

strong streak of promiscuity among the Corrans.  Not mere 

virility, not passion, not fecundity.  Promiscuity.  My great-

grandfather was the younger son of a younger son who reached 

sexual maturity at the time that the world was undergoing a 

sexual revolution.  I have his diaries.  He had money enough for 

his needs and introductions to anyone he wanted, and he had 

everyone he wanted as well.  The Earl of Snowden, Christine 

Keeler, half a dozen young actors who became major figures on 

stage and screen…a procession of male and female talent that 

makes for riveting reading.  Apparently he had quite a 

reputation himself.  Until he had to skip out of the country to 

avoid a private prosecution right before buggery was 

decriminalized.  By that time he was glad to go; the older 

Corrans found him a profound embarrassment and connived at 

his disappearance at both the personal and official levels.  He 

arrived in the United States in time to fully enjoy everything the 

sixties had to offer in the way of sexual variety.  Among the 

California redwoods he found and coupled with a beautiful 
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Danish girl, practically a fairy, a fiend for nudity, who kept him 

naked and aroused in the outdoors for a blissful summer until it 

was clear that my great-grandparents were on the way to 

becoming parents. 

“Now you must understand that my great-grandfather 

was a hedonist, not a campaigner for sexual rights or a crusader 

on principle.  He was very well aware of the size of the Corran 

fortune and the power that went with the title.  The number of 

Corran heirs was dropping; they had been stricken heavily by 

the repression of the Victorian era.  They wanted sex so badly 

that they made an extra effort to avoid it.  My great-grandfather 

considered it would be a wonderful joke if one of his 

disreputable descendants should one day grab control of that 

pillar of the Establishment.  So he married the Danish girl in a 

Druidic ceremony under the stars, climaxing inside her at the 

moment the ceremony was completed.  Did you know that 

among the Mojave people, a shaman is believed to be a man who 

was orally penetrated by his father while he was still in the 

womb?   He derives his magical and spiritual power from that 

initial act of sexual intimacy.  That was the position my 

grandfather was in at the moment of his parents’ marriage.” 

“The year I turned fourteen,” Ethan said hoarsely, “my 

family and I were spending the summer in Italy.  Half the time 

we kids were nude.  Our parents were sometimes as well.  My 

father knew I was bisexual and sexually active.  He knew I was 

checking him out.  On the afternoon of my birthday, we left the 

others at the beach, went back to the villa, and he made love to 

me.  He mounted me and I came uncontrollably beneath him.” 

“Then you, too, appreciate the incredible power that 

comes with making love to those you love.  Where there is 

genuine trust and love without coercion.” 

“Why would you not offer physical love to those you 

love?” Ethan agreed.  “Love without the demonstration of that 

love is no love at all.  Faith without works is dead.” 



22 

 

“That was my great-grandfather’s philosophy.  At any 

rate, my grandfather was born legitimate.  After that my great-

grandfather was more careful, although he and his new wife 

didn’t let it cut into their sexual adventures.  They settled down 

in Sedona, Arizona, in the middle of the counterculture 

community there.  If there is a gene for promiscuity, my 

grandfather inherited a double copy of it.  When he was 

seventeen they were vacationing at a nudist resort in Palm 

Springs.  So was a very minor Colombian starlet with advanced 

sexual tastes.  She tied him down firmly, outdoors, and 

proceeded to edge and torture him in every way she could 

invent.  He came six times in one long afternoon, all inside her—

by his account she used him like a dildo—and his parents 

watched every minute of it.  A couple of months later her lawyer 

and manager were on the phone in hysterics.  My grandfather’s 

willingness to assume all responsibility led to a very brief but 

formal marriage that produced my father, again legitimate, after 

which my grandmother drifted off to Rio and married up in the 

world for her second husband. 

“My father grew up in Sedona alongside his half-brothers 

and his sister.  They are the most sexual people I have ever met.  

They always treated me and my siblings as equals, and so as our 

sexuality matured it was only natural for us to take them as 

lovers.  My dad was a reformer, too, if you will.  He declined to 

marry on the chance of passing on the title.  But he loved the 

idea of causing a scandal.  One weekend he was in Las Vegas.  

He was high.  He told some friends in the porn industry the 

story of how his grandparents had been married.  Someone 

suggested they reenact it on camera and make it a real wedding, 

the first real wedding to be part of a porn film, and market it as 

such, with a desert theme since the desert was handy.  Why not 

do it at once?  My dad was eager.  For the past two days he’d 

been inseparable from a stunning Mojave girl with whom he had 

experienced the most powerful chemistry he’d known.  He 
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wanted to make the film with her, and she wanted that even 

more than he did.  Somehow the thrill of being transgressive 

overrode his rejection of marriage.  He wouldn’t marry for his 

own sake, but he would to make a point of how lightly he 

regarded the institution. 

“So marry they did, in Red Rock State Park, with my 

dad’s prick buried inside my mother-to-be and an orgy going on 

around them.  The film was superb.  My mom’s family found 

out about it before it was released and went ballistic.  They hired 

half a dozen lawyers and threatened to sue for cultural 

exploitation and a variety of other things.  Considering the ad hoc 

nature of the production, my grandfather bought it back from 

the producer at a very low cost.  He also took in my mother, who 

by that time was pregnant with me—and still married to my 

father, who had been absent with his new bride on a very sexual 

tour of all the major landmarks of the southwest.  When their 

passion cooled enough to allow a short separation, my dad 

accepted a photography commission in Australia.  It stretched 

out, and she joined him there.  Afterwards, they returned home 

the long way around the world.  They arrived in time for my 

mom to give birth to me on the land of the Mojave, beneath the 

stars, in the same way my grandfather had been conceived.  So 

my great-grandpapa got his wish after all.  By rights I was not 

supposed to exist, and yet here I am.” 

“You’ve always known.” 

“My grandfather made no secret of it.  It was quite an 

adventure story as a boy.  Preserving the sacred bloodline and 

all that.” 

“What do you think of it now?” 

“My great-grandfather was almost pushed off the family 

tree for his love of sex.  Sex is the most beautiful and the most 

pleasurable of human activities, yet he and so many others have 

been vilified for their indulgence in it.  But now I have control of 
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the instruments of vilification, and I will use them to promote 

sex instead.” 

“You are the most beautiful man I have ever met,” Ethan 

whispered.  He was trembling all over, limp as Mark’s toes put 

just a hair less pressure on his dick than he needed to cum.  He 

looked into the diver’s eyes and saw there a desire equal to and 

greater than his own.  Whatever magic that the Corran men had 

always possessed with their lovers jumped the gap between 

them.  It promised total compatibility of mind and body in a 

mutual surrender.  Ethan knew in that instant that whoever else 

they took as lovers in the future, they would remain paired 

forever in a relationship exclusively theirs.  He also knew that 

Mark knew it too, and that he gave himself to it fully.  That was 

the secret of the Corran prowess: to treat sex not as something to 

be hoarded, but something to be endlessly given. 

As he realized this, Mark began to slide the sole of his 

foot over the length of Ethan’s cock.  That was all the extra 

stimulation the latter needed.  Cum jetted from his cocktip to 

cling between Mark’s toes.  Ethan moaned, feeling strangled by 

the intensity of his release. 

When he could, he lifted Mark’s foot again and sucked 

every drop of his own cum from it.  Abruptly, he felt Mark’s 

dick slip out from between his feet.  A moment later the diver 

was on top of him, kissing him hungrily, sharing his flavor.  His 

cock ground against Ethan’s hard abs. 

“Call Sir Patrick,” Mark gasped, breaking free.  “Call him 

and tell him we’ll be in his office on Tuesday morning.” 

“So soon?” 

“I have fantasized about this day since I was a boy.  I 

know exactly how to make the most of this chance.”  Mark slid 

to the floor and plucked Ethan’s phone from the pocket of his 

discarded shorts.  “And one other thing.  The Corran money is 

mine now.  I’ll need access to at least some of it.” 

“I can draw on the firm for expenses.” 
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“Expenses?  No.  Discretionary spending.  At my 

discretion.  See to it that Sir Patrick stands and delivers.”  Ethan 

started to object; Mark cut him off by deepthroating his still-erect 

cock, and he realized any loyalty he’d ever felt to the firm was 

long gone in the face of the passion to which he had now given 

himself.  He rang his employer at home. 

“Sir Patrick?  Sorry to disturb you at this hour.  Excellent, 

sir, and you?  I have progress to report.  I’ve met with Lord 

Corran, and he will be in your office on Tuesday morning…No, I 

don’t think it’s too soon, he appears to have a very clear 

understanding of what’s happened…Yes, I’m currently with him 

on campus.”  Ethan had to hold the phone away from himself 

for a moment, teeth gritted as Mark took first one, then the other, 

then both of his balls in his mouth, while still polishing the head 

of his cock.  “No, sir, he does not wish to speak to you.  I’m 

sorry, Sir Patrick, but Lord Corran is quite—firm—about it.  He 

will give you his instructions on Tuesday.  Yes, his instructions.  

For the moment he wishes to be sure that he has sufficient 

drawing rights on the firm to meet any expenses he incurs in the 

meantime.  How much?  I have no idea.  No, Sir Patrick, he has 

not indicated what he intends to spend.  No, Sir Patrick, I would 

not presume to instruct his lordship on the subject.  That is a task 

which you might prefer to undertake.  Very well.  I will inform 

him accordingly.  Good night.” 

Mark’s tongue traveled up the underside of Ethan’s shaft 

and probed at his leaking slit.  “Well?” 

“Sir Patrick refuses to give you any access to any funds at 

all.  He says that if you should need a new suit, or something 

similar, I may use the firm’s credit card.” 

“He intends to try to control me.” 

Twenty-four hours ago, Ethan would have admitted no 

such thing.  Now he was simply embarrassed by his own 

involvement in his boss’s paternalism.  Mark seemed to sense 

that.  He rose to his feet and took Ethan in his arms. 
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“If you had come in here,” the diver breathed, 

“attempting to dictate to me, I would have thrown you out.  

Instead you came and offered yourself to me freely, and I love 

you for that.  You have as powerful a libido as I do.  You delight 

me with your vigor, with your readiness.  Those are qualities I 

treasure.” 

“Fuck me,” Ethan whispered.  His blue eyes stared into 

Mark’s dark ones.  “Mark me.” 

“I will.”  Mark kissed him.  “Soon.  Not yet.  Are you in a 

hurry?” 

“I can wait a little longer now,” Ethan grinned 

sheepishly.  He wrapped his hand around both their pricks.  

“But you were out there displaying in front of a crowd, 

exercising almost naked.  You must be in desperate need.” 

Mark smiled back.  “Too right.  How far are you willing 

to go?” 

“I know this sounds trite, but with you, I have no fears.  

Blow my mind.” 

Mark reached into his dresser and pulled out a pair of 

handcuffs.  “Turn around.”  Ethan obeyed and found his hands 

immobilized behind him.  “Now come with me.”  Holding the 

lawyer by his still-rigid erection, Mark opened the door and led 

him out into the hall.  The door snicked closed behind them.  

Mark released Ethan and strolled a few yards down the corridor, 

then leaned back against the wall.  His cock bobbed invitingly. 

“It’s the weekend,” Ethan said as he dropped to his 

knees.  “Everyone’s at the beach.  We probably won’t get 

caught.” 

“You like an audience?” 

“I always perform best for an audience.”  His lips played 

expertly with the teenager’s foreskin.  “This morning I shot my 

load out on the balcony of my hotel, overlooking the bay.” 

“Mine went down the throat of one of my teammates.” 
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“I filmed mine and sent it to my girlfriend.”  Mark’s 

erection sank to the back of his throat and he kissed the perfect 

smooth dimple just above its base.  He came back up, slowly, 

and moved into a steady rhythm.  It was guaranteed to make 

Mark cum—and to make him wait for it. 

Down the hall, a door banged shut, loud in the silence.  A 

floppy-haired boy, looking stoned, blinked at them in the dim 

light.  “Dudes, what the fuck?”  But he didn’t stop staring.  Mark 

glanced over and locked eyes with him, his gaze saying more 

clearly than words, Yes, I’m a fucking queerboy and I’m getting head 

in the middle of this dorm and I don’t give a shit because I have more 

confidence and virility than you can ever hope to find if you think 

there’s anything wrong with what I’m doing.  Instinctively, the boy’s 

hand moved to his boardshorts. 

“Dudes…” he moaned, more quietly this time.  Ethan 

was hardly aware of him through his fixation on the panorama 

that Mark’s body presented to him.  He could feel himself 

precumming on the carpet.  He could also sense Mark’s self-

control beginning to fray.  That thrilled him to no end.  As a 

sexually powerful man himself, he knew how refreshing and 

invigorating it could be to relinquish control for a while.  And 

there was no more profound way of giving up control over 

oneself than by orgasming at the hands of another.  Quasi-

straight men didn’t fear the physical contact of sex with other 

men.  They were terrified that if they allowed other men to bring 

them to orgasm, those men would gain power over them.  In a 

world where every man was ranked and engaged in a constant 

power struggle, only those who were totally unafraid could 

participate fully in sex.  Ironically, that gave them the ultimate 

power over other males: it allowed them to display courage that 

compelled respect and imitation. 

Confidence radiated out from the pair with every ragged 

breath Mark took.  The newcomer dropped his shorts and 

flogged his prick, unable to look away.  Mark fought against 
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Ethan.  The older boy could tell his lover’s orgasm was rising 

three times before it finally overwhelmed him.  Thin rather than 

thick, and hot, it poured onto his tongue, sweet and juicy.  A 

strangled yelp came from Mark, whose body had arched and 

whose head was pressed back against the wall, eyes shut. 

There was an audible series of thumps as the stranger 

shot his load all over the carpet. 

Ethan tried to continue polishing Mark’s cock, but the 

diver snarled and jerked him to his feet.  The kiss that followed 

made Ethan tremble as he realized how strongly Mark was 

reciprocating his feelings—and how quickly those feelings were 

building beyond arousal into something stronger.  Not love in 

the usual sense.  An instinctive commonality, a sense of shared 

purpose.  A union of minds and bodies. 

“Dudes,” he heard a voice saying, “that was fucking 

awesome.” 

They both became aware of the other boy again.  He was 

still standing there, naked and tugging on his dick. 

“Thanks,” Mark said with a smile.  “Nice load.”  He 

walked over and dipped a toe in it, then smeared it on the calf of 

his other leg. 

“So fucking twisted,” the boy muttered.  But he was 

hypnotized by Mark, who took advantage of his distraction.  

“Mind if I borrow your shorts?”  He swept them up off the floor 

before turning to Ethan.  “I’ll go get the RA to unlock my door.  

I’d go naked but I’m so turned on right now that this won’t go 

down,” indicating his cock, “and naked is fine in an emergency 

but this, apparently, is not.  You can hide in the stairwell down 

at that end and I’ll come get you when the coast is clear.” 

“You didn’t bring a key?” 

“It makes it hotter to have no escape.” 

“You’re incredible.”  Mark pecked him on the cheek as he 

went by. 
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“Hey, you can hide in my room for a minute, it’s closer,” 

the other boy offered. 

“Thanks!”  Ethan trotted the few steps after him. 

“Dude, fuck…where did you learn how to do that?” 

“Practice.  Since I was twelve.” 

“Shit,” the teen murmured, admiring Ethan’s mostly-

swollen manhood.  “You’re fucking dripping.  You’re so fucking 

turned on by sucking cock.” 

He put a hand down and touched Ethan’s dick.  It 

swelled to full hardness in five seconds and left a trail of clear 

juice across his hand.  One at a time, he got down on his knees.  

He didn’t look up at Ethan.  He had to stay focused on his task 

to go through with it.  His lips slid over the cockhead.  His 

tongue tasted precum, liked it, and his head began to bob. 

As he drew back for breath, someone knocked on the 

door.  The boy jumped and scrambled to his feet, reaching for a 

pair of shorts.  Ethan grabbed for the handle on the door, 

managing to open it on the first try. 

Mark was there, dressed now in a semi-sheer white 

speedo that flattered rather than concealed his inflamed cock.  

“Thanks for the shorts!” he called, and tossed the boardies back 

to their startled owner.  He’d brought another speedo for Ethan, 

in brilliant blue, and pulled it up over his legs before unlocking 

the handcuffs.  Those he placed on the boy’s desk, along with the 

key. 

“Have some fun with those,” Ethan winked as they left. 

They paused in the hall to make out with each other for a 

while and enjoy the sensation of their spandex-clad bulges 

pressing together.  Amazingly, no one interrupted them this 

time.  Eventually they gave it up and went back to Mark’s room. 

“Did you have any plans for the rest of your trip?” Mark 

inquired as he removed first his speedo and then Ethan’s. 

“Nothing special.  I had a rather lovely encounter with a 

manager at the hotel in the pool last night, and we talked about 
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perhaps spending some time together, with his boyfriend as 

well.  Although if we’re leaving on Monday—” 

“We’re leaving tomorrow night, on the nine o’clock 

British Airways flight.  I don’t care to face Sir Patrick 

immediately after sitting on a plane for eleven hours.  We’ll 

spend the night in London and I’ll see him the following 

morning.” 

“We can stay at my girlfriend’s place if you like.  She has 

a very impressive studio on the roof of a turn-of-the-century 

block of flats.  And you can be sure of an enthusiastic reception.” 

“Perfect.” 

“You’ll need today and tomorrow to prepare, then?” 

“I can prepare in ten minutes.”  Mark pulled a couple of 

large duffel bags from the bottom drawer of his dresser.  Into 

one of them went half a dozen pairs of jeans, most of which had 

been turned into cutoffs, a few track shorts and T-shirts, about 

twenty speedos, and a couple pairs of nice shorts and polos.  The 

other swallowed books, the computer, and a collection of toys 

and restraints that made Ethan’s mouth water. 

“I’d like very much to try this one on you,” he said, 

fingering a smooth glass dildo with a fiery red spiral circling it. 

“You may.  After I finish exploring your body to my 

satisfaction this evening.” 

“Is that part of the plan?” 

“It is.  I intend to spend the afternoon enjoying your 

company and being a nuisance to Sir Patrick, and the evening in 

bed with you.” 

“And tomorrow?” 

“Will be spent at Black’s Beach with your friend and his 

boyfriend.” 

“We did talk about doing that.” 

“You’ve never been there?” 

“Not so far.” 

“You’ll love it.” 



31 

 

“Do you plan to take me in the surf?” 

“I’m considering it.” 

“And here I thought you had every minute detail 

planned.” 

“I never try to plan sex.  Spontaneous is best.”  He pulled 

on some very stylish shorts and a polo. 

“And that’s it?” Ethan said, scrambling to follow his lead.  

“No warning for the university or your professors?” 

“Email was invented in order to allow unpleasant tasks 

to be performed from a distance.  I never liked this place much.  I 

have no nostalgia for it, if that’s what you mean.”  He stepped 

into Ethan’s flip-flops instead of his own.  “Do you mind 

grabbing that bag?  Thanks.  Have you got a car for the day?” 

“Where would you like to go?” Ethan asked as they 

entered the car. 

Mark glanced at his phone and gave the address of a Jeep 

dealership downtown. 

“You’re going to buy a car when we’re leaving 

tomorrow?” 

“I told you I planned to spite Sir Patrick.  Besides, the 

Corran fortunes never trickled down to my branch of the family 

enough to allow much impulse buying.  And finally, the point 

must be made that I, not Sir Patrick, am now in charge.” 

“He won’t like that you intend to return to the United 

States.  Which buying a car clearly signals that you plan to do.” 

“Sir Patrick is not Lord Corran.” 

An hour later Ethan handed over a signed contract and 

the firm’s credit card, reflecting that there would now be nothing 

that Sir Patrick could do to prevent a forty-thousand-dollar 

charge to the firm’s expense account for a new Jeep Wrangler 

Unlimited.  Mark’s points, like his orgasms, tended to stagger 

their recipient. 

“I’ll have it stored until I come back,” Mark said. 

“So you could have bought it then just as easily.” 
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“Of course.  Lunch?” 
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Chapter 3 
 

 

“You’re turning heads,” Ethan said as they crossed the 

lobby. 

“So are you.” 

“These shorts fit me like they’re spandex.” 

Both boys were naked except for a pair apiece of Mark’s 

cutoffs and Ethan’s Havaianas.  A wet patch on Ethan’s smooth 

chest glistened where Mark had shamelessly started licking him 

in the elevator.  Anxious businessmen, local politicians, and 

Midwestern families with deeply repressed sons all turned to 

watch them in astonishment.  It wasn’t just their near-nudity, 

either.  Somehow Mark managed to convey a sense of drama by 

the way he moved and carried himself. 

The Jeep was waiting for them at the door.  “Sandals in 

the glovebox, please,” Mark instructed.  He pulled out and 

headed north into Hillcrest. 

“How’s San Diego Pride?” Ethan asked as they passed 

Balboa Park. 

Mark shrugged.  “The park is a lovely setting for a party.  

And the Helix boys are delicious.” 

“I thought the studio relocated to Las Vegas?” 

“It did, but some of the boys still live here.”  He made a 

series of sharp turns to deal with some of the idiotic one-way 

streets that cross San Diego and stopped in front of a small, old-
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fashioned apartment building.  Ethan texted their guests, then 

joined Mark on the sidewalk. 

A minute later, two boys with golden skin, curly hair, 

and bright blue eyes emerged from the doorway of the building.  

They were carrying backpacks and wearing identical brilliant 

teal speedos.  And nothing else. 

One of the boys, who might have been slightly taller than 

the other, beamed at Ethan and came right up to him, kissing 

him immediately.  His boyfriend hung back a pace, enjoying 

such a public display of enthusiasm. 

“Hi!” Braden said.  Mark grinned back.  “Thanks for 

having us!” 

“My pleasure,” Mark said, running an exploring finger 

over Braden’s bulge.  “Apparently you’re at your best in a 

marine environment?” 

“Very much so,” Braden agreed.  “This is my boyfriend, 

Jeff.” 

Ethan took the initiative this time, which involved taking 

Jeff in his arms and making out with him.  He was good at it, 

Ethan noted.  “Thank you for sharing your boyfriend with me.  

He made my first night here very memorable.” 

“Thank you for being so attractive as to bring him out of 

his shell,” Jeff answered, stroking Ethan’s cheek appreciatively.  

“Sometimes he doesn’t indulge his exhibitionist nature as often 

as he should.” 

Mark was staring at him, head cocked, no longer smiling.  

“Did you say Jeff?”   

Jeff glanced at him, then again more intently.  

“Yes…why?” 

“Jeff Harper,” Mark said.  “The sociologist.  I attended 

one of your lectures on the agricultural society at SDSU.” 

“What did you think?” Jeff returned, clearly intrigued by 

Mark. 
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“I’ve never heard anyone outside my family put the case 

for the widespread adoption of subsistence affluence so clearly.  

Thank you.”  Their kiss was sensual enough to make Braden 

start panting as he watched. 

“Jeff, this is Mark Hartley, the new Earl of Corran,” 

Ethan began, with the true British tendency to spoil any moment 

of interest with an interjection of good manners. 

“Earl of Corran and Westerton,” Jeff corrected him, his 

eyes suddenly sparkling with interest.  “Viscount Brandywine, 

Lord Storr, Baron Thornley.” 

Mark grinned, half in surprise, half in pleasure.  “You’ve 

heard of us?” 

Jeff chuckled.  “Of course.  Your grandfather made a few 

waves in London’s queer underground back in the day.  And it 

was very amusing to think of a distant heir to one of the few 

remaining major peerages growing up in the Arizona mountains 

and strolling in and out of every bedroom in San Diego.  

Reminiscent of what happened with the earldom of Essex some 

years ago.  Except that that claimant was much less interesting.  

Tracing distant heirs is an occasional hobby of mine.  I could tell 

you the current claimant to the Scottish throne from the House 

of Dunkeld, if you liked.” 

“We’ll save that for later,” Mark declared appreciatively.  

“Everyone ready to hit the beach and get to know each other 

even better?” 

“Braden and I’ll ride in the back,” Ethan put in.  Neither 

of their guests raised an objection. 

By the time Mark swung the Jeep onto I-5 and headed 

north again, Braden was naked on the back seat and sucking 

furiously on Ethan’s cock, the bigger boy atop of him as they 

69ed.  The roof and side panels were off the Jeep; it was 

practically a convertible.  None of them cared.  Up front the 

action was much more tame.  Mark had his left foot up on his 
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thigh and Jeff was casually massaging it, not even looking at 

what he was doing while they talked. 

“The ridge of your cockhead looks especially good in that 

speedo,” Mark observed, admiring Jeff’s full erection.  “Reminds 

me of that Marine sergeant who squeezed your base and made 

your tip flare out in that one scene.” 

“Sounds like you enjoyed that aspect of my work as 

well.” 

“I enjoy all your work.  It’s incredibly arousing to me 

how much you’ve varied your output, from pornography all the 

way to social research.  The seamless merger of sex and 

intellect.” 

“They have to exist in combination to exist in any 

quantity.” 

“Virility as a marker for brains.” 

“It would almost be more true to say that brains are 

likely to be accompanied by virility.  The number of highly 

intellectual or artistic individuals who were not sexually above 

average is very small.” 

A moan from the back seat interrupted him.  Jeff glanced 

at the rearview mirror. 

“Your boyfriend is fingering my boyfriend.” 

“He’s actually my lawyer.” 

“You really do have excellent taste.  Further proof of the 

argument I was just making.” 

“Taste goes with intellect and virility?” 

“Naturally.  I assume he was sent out by the family firm 

to bring you back.” 

“Correct.  But he’s my man now.” 

“Your tone implies you have other plans than your 

family firm does.” 

Mark smiled slowly.  “The Corran title comes with five 

billion pounds, the accumulated detritus of a crowd of relatives 

whom I never met, not one of whom ever had an original idea or 
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did anything useful in their lives.  I intend to spend that money 

on making a hash of all their values.” 

“Perfect,” Jeff agreed.  The university campus was 

coming up ahead of them.  “I see why you chose to come here 

from Sedona, given your tastes.” 

“Walking distance to the nude beach and a diving club.  

And a large student body, somewhat sexually curious though 

disgustingly out of shape.  It was as good a place as any.” 

Gliders were swooping in the breeze above them as they 

piled out of the vehicle.  Braden had a slightly crazed look in his 

eyes and his boner was pouring precum into one side of his 

speedo.  Jeff pushed him against the vehicle and kissed him. 

“You’re so beautiful when you’re horny, sweetheart,” he 

murmured in between kisses. 

“I have a question,” Mark said.  “How have I never had 

sex with you two before?” 

“Not sure,” Jeff replied, starting down the path.  “We’ve 

fantasized about you often enough.  Never got around to seeking 

you out for some reason, though.” 

“Sometimes we tend to get caught up in each other,” 

Braden added. 

“I’m not surprised.  Watching you must be like seeing 

twins in action.  Perfect compatibility.” 

“It’s amazingly fulfilling to be half of something,” Jeff 

reflected.  He put an arm around his lover as they walked.  Then 

he realized they were out of sight from the parking lot.  He 

stopped, slipped his speedo off, and put it in his bag.  “Yours, 

too,” he said to Braden, holding out his hand. 

“We’re not down on the beach yet,” Braden demurred.  

“And I’m still hard.” 

“Which makes you all the more desirable.  Hand it over.” 

“Let’s get down a little farther first.” 

Jeff sighed.  “Guys?”  The two bigger boys stepped up 

behind Braden and grabbed his arms before he could resist. 
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“Come on, Jeff,” Braden struggled, but gave it up as his 

cock emerged from his speedo, pointing towards the sky. 

“He’s a bit overexcited,” Ethan observed.  “Did you 

relieve him this morning?” 

“I did not.  I thought it would be nice for him to have a 

couple of loads for each of you to taste.  We also slept head to toe 

last night, so he’s extra frustrated.” 

“How thoughtful,” Mark grinned.  He and Ethan were 

naked by now, too.  “Let’s get down there and get Braden more 

comfortable in his erection.”  The blonde winked back at him 

and started down the cliff again. 

“He’s shy when he thinks someone could be watching,” 

Jeff explained. 

“You’re a good influence on him.  Head to toe?  I wish I’d 

thought to do that with Ethan last night.” 

“I was tied up for part of it,” Ethan pointed out while 

caressing Braden’s butt.  “There was very little sleeping.” 

“He’s a swimmer and he has excellent stamina,” Mark 

put in. 

“Jeff has a swimmer fetish!” Braden giggled. 

“Is that true?” Ethan asked, with a speculative look. 

“Oh, yes.  Also divers, gymnasts, and dancers.”  Jeff’s 

dick visibly thickened at the mention. 

“We look forward to helping you fulfill it,” Mark said, 

pausing to kiss him.  The others pulled ahead a few yards.  “Am 

I right in assuming that you’re the more sexually adventurous 

one in this relationship?” 

“Completely.  Braden is naturally horny and the most 

skilled lover I’ve ever had, but he was raised in an environment 

where he was bombarded with the ideas that you’re born either 

gay or straight, and that while teasing is acceptable in public, full 

display and coitus is not.” 

“The bourgeois attitude.  At least you have him casually 

barefooting.” 
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“I’ve had to work on that.  He grew up in Florida and 

was used to hotter beaches.” 

“Thank you for making sure he’s completely stripped.  

He looks incredible, especially next to Ethan.” 

“Humans should be naked and barefoot whenever 

possible.  It’s how we were designed to function.” 

“My mother was Mojave.  Her people were traditionally 

renowned for their nudity, and that was their attitude.” 

“Also for their sexuality.  Any festival among them 

would turn into a community orgy.  Sex was bound up with the 

fabric of their lives, and the most sexual individuals were those 

most honored by their community.” 

Mark shivered.  His shaft was fully erect and twitching. 

“You like that idea,” Jeff said, observing him closely. 

“That is the society I want to live in,” Mark said with 

desperate earnestness.  “In one of his novels, John Buchan wrote 

of a man who created an island of dreams within his mind to 

which he could retreat, a place in which all his desires were 

accomplished.  The ancient Mojave culture, improved and 

perfected, is my version of such a place.” 

“Then recreate it and improve it.” 

“I may,” Mark said under his breath as they jumped off 

the path onto the beach.  The day was cloudless and the wind 

calm; the waves broke steadily on the shore without purposeful 

violence.  A trail of footprints led off across the largely 

unmarked sand to an alcove in the cliffs. 

Within the alcove Ethan and Braden had already spread 

out a blanket, upon which they were lying side by side.  Their 

cocks were buried in each other’s mouths, and their bodies were 

trembling all over.  It was a question of only moments until they 

began to cum. 

“I left Ethan unsatisfied as well,” Mark observed. 
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“Shall we distract them?” Jeff suggested.  He knelt down, 

brushed the sand off one of Ethan’s feet, and began sucking his 

toes. 

“Good idea.”  Mark did the same at Braden’s feet.  “If we 

break their rhythm they’ll take longer.” 

And it did.  Another five minutes elapsed before the two 

aquatic athletes howled into each other’s pricks and juiced in one 

another’s mouths.  Braden sagged into the blanket and closed his 

eyes, limp all over—except for his lingering erection. 

“Uh-oh,” Ethan said.  “A sleeper?” 

“Afraid so,” Jeff confirmed. 

“I’ll wake him up with a little play in the surf,” Ethan 

decided, and scooped up the very relaxed Braden.  He carried 

the twink off towards the waves over his mild protests. 

Mark slid closer to Jeff until their cocks and lips touched.  

They cradled each other, kissing while their hands ministered to 

two hardons at once. 

“Do you know what’s really hot?” Mark eventually 

whispered into Jeff’s ear.  “Not just that we’re flaunting our 

sexuality in public like this.” 

“What, then?” 

“That someone would walk by here and think we’re just 

two kids getting off.  They wouldn’t realize who we are and 

what we represent.” 

“Explain.” 

Mark stared into his eyes, his sexual hunger for the hot 

blonde multiplied by the fact that the hot blonde happened to be 

one of the very few people he admired for his brains.  “I have a 

position and a fortune that will take a while to exhaust.  You 

have an insight into the future—and the past.” 

Jeff rubbed some of his precum onto Mark’s knob.  “Are 

you propositioning me?” 

“I’m proposing a collaboration.” 

“Your plan for a society like the Mojave, but better.” 
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“Inspired by your work in agrarian sociology.  When I 

was a kid I fantasized about accidentally coming into the title 

and using a seat in the Lords to launch a reform campaign in the 

UK.  But that isn’t what I want anymore.  Britain is meaningless 

to me.” 

He leaned forward and began to speak in a low tone. 

When Ethan and Braden came back, dripping wet and 

sleek and shiny, their lovers were still in the same position, 

joined at the lips and working their shafts as one. 

“I’m a little envious,” Braden said.  “Usually I’m in that 

position with him.” 

“You will be tonight, though.  And Mark and I will be 

somewhere in the air.” 

“Where will you be the next night?” 

“London.  Almost certainly in my girlfriend’s bed.  And 

in my girlfriend, too.” 

“You said earlier that Mark is also Lord Corran?” 

Ethan explained the circumstances, much to Braden’s 

astonishment.  And definite interest. 

“I’ve never had a peer of the realm before.” 

“You should start now.”  Ethan knelt and slid his head 

between Jeff and Mark, taking both their dicks in his mouth at 

once.  They kept right on kissing, but Braden could tell by the 

way that Ethan suddenly stiffened that both erections had 

swollen in unison.  Suddenly he wanted them with a desperate 

need.  The moment Ethan came up for air, Braden pushed in and 

took his place blowing both boys. 

They were close.  He tasted his boyfriend’s cum first, 

followed by Mark’s, one load thick and creamy and the other 

thin and copious.  The flavors mingled in his mouth.  His tongue 

darted in and out between the softening cocks, lubing them with 

both their juices.  All those years of giving blowjobs underwater 

in Florida pools had prepared him for this.  He didn’t release 

them until both their shafts had shrunk to merely average size. 
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When he did, he saw Mark’s eyes staring into his, and 

immediately felt Mark’s lips on his own, giving him a taste of 

himself.  At his touch Braden was fully erect again.  He was 

vaguely aware that on the other side, Jeff was making out with 

the British boy. 

Mark and Jeff broke away from their embrace and 

pushed their respective lovers back on the blanket before kissing 

their way down the smooth torsos to the freshly aroused cocks 

that awaited them. 

“I’m going to enjoy playing with you for a while,” Jeff 

informed Ethan before beginning a blowjob that lasted the better 

part of an hour. 

Braden and Ethan gave up their loads again after nearly 

screaming from the denial their partners inflicted on them.  After 

that, the four of them began making out indiscriminately with 

one another, ignoring their dicks, which leaked trails of silvery 

precum onto their bodies as they kissed.  When they were 

panting from their exertion, Jeff took Braden by his erection and 

proceeded to lead him up and down the beach.  After a few 

minutes of that, Braden turned the tables and took control of Jeff. 

Ethan and Mark had come out from the alcove to watch 

them.  They stood on the hard-packed sand above the surfline, 

statuesque in the autumn sun. 

“I’m enjoying California so far,” Ethan said. 

“Would you like to enjoy it more?”  There was a note in 

Mark’s voice that made him turn around. 

Mark had a bottle of coconut oil in one hand.  With the 

other, he was lubing his shaft. 

Ethan knelt, facing the waves.  He spread his knees and 

arched his back to ensure his bubble butt was fully exposed.  He 

turned his toes inward to give Mark the best possible view of his 

soles.  Finally, he bowed his head.  Before leaving the hotel this 

morning, he had lubed himself too, just in case. 
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Mark pressed into him.  It stung slightly.  His athlete’s 

muscles struggled to adjust.  It had been a month or more since 

he had allowed anyone to do this to him.  Getting fucked was 

not a usual part of his playbook.  But he had to submit to Mark.  

He wanted it, needed it with a rare desperation.  More so from 

all the stimulation Jeff and Braden had provided him.  It was 

rare for him to find another person on his sexual level.  In the 

last two days, he’d found three, and the nonstop sexual high was 

overwhelming him.  He rode it until the strangeness of the 

penetration subsided and his body began to respond to Mark 

filling him.  Mark’s oiled hands slid over his body, caressing and 

highlighting his muscles, reaching down to his prick, squeezing 

it, polishing it. 

Ethan knew he would cum.  He could already anticipate 

the racking tension as his nervous system went into overload.  

At the same time, his slight discomfort with bottoming, and the 

two orgasms he’d already experienced that day, kept his release 

at a distance.  For the moment, it was enough to feel Mark’s 

muscled torso pressed into the curve of his back, and to savor 

the firmness of his hands, which gripped Ethan’s throat and dick 

with equal power. 

He knew instinctively that Lord Corran would continue 

to take him in this way for a long time to come.  That was as it 

should be.  His lord, his master and commander…and together 

they would ride out of the dark night of boredom and routine 

into the dawn of a brilliant future.  He would serve Lord Corran 

totally, professionally and sexually.  Braden, he could sense, 

would serve Jeff Harper in the same way.  And the two other 

boys would in turn serve an ideal, one that they could uniquely 

understand and convey to their lovers, who at times would turn 

the tables on them and help them to feel the joy of giving oneself 

without limit.  Sexual abandonment, Ethan knew, must go hand 

in hand with truth. 
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The swollen helmet of Mark’s cock rubbed him the right 

way and made him wince.  His strong young body seemed weak 

and soft now compared to the hardness within him and the 

hardness that sprang from him.  Pleasure filled him and his 

thoughts vanished.  He dreamed phallic dreams in the 

detachment of his surrender.  His shaft seemed more swollen 

than ever, and yet orgasm remained elusive.   

“Open your eyes,” breathed Mark’s voice in his ear. 

Ethan obeyed.  Hazily, he saw Braden seated a few yards 

away, fellating himself with his eyes fixed on the rutting pair.  A 

flash of movement in the other direction proved to be Jeff, 

circling the three of them with a camera.  Every bit of his 

surrender was being recorded.  His girlfriend would see it.  His 

friends would see it.  It might even turn up on Xvideos one day 

for everyone to see. 

Groaning, he came from the arousal that thought 

produced, his dick spitting a few last drops of cream onto the 

sand and his lover’s clutching fingers.  Mark thrust into him and 

held that position.  Ethan shook all over at the pressure that 

filled him.  He was Lord Corran’s man forever now. 

“Thank you, my lord,” he whispered when he could.  

Mark kissed him. 

He remained in position, crouching on the sand, until 

Mark returned and slid a plug into him, sealing his load in place 

inside Ethan’s arse.  Between the pressure on his prostate and 

the constant desire he was experiencing, his erection never fell 

below three-quarters.  He moved gingerly, experimentally at 

first, then with the smoothness born from much practice with 

butt play. 

Braden reluctantly pulled off his own cock and rose to his 

feet.  Mark walked into the surf and began lathering himself up 

with a bar of soap.  Jeff was still filming, indifferent to his own 

erection’s having been untouched for a couple of hours, and 
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Ethan decided that had to change.  Besides, he hadn’t tasted 

Jeff’s cock by itself yet, so he did. 

Braden took over the filming at that point, stepping back 

to pan the camera across the beach in order to fully capture the 

recklessness of what they were doing.  To add to the picture, 

Mark was openly masturbating in the surf.  He noticed Braden 

zooming in on him, and made a point of putting on a show for 

the camera, concluding with him kneeling in the waves and 

finger-fucking himself with one hand while the other pushed his 

hardon back for full display.  It made for a stunning visual.  

Over his shoulder, he could see that Braden’s dick was dripping 

a strand of precum two feet long.  He’d had hundreds of lovers, 

but very few, male or female, had been as juicy as this little 

blonde was turning out to be. 

Their attention gradually shifted back to their partners.  

Ethan was holding Jeff’s wrists behind his back, leaving him 

unable to alter the treatment his prick was receiving.  Mark 

observed that Jeff’s body was jerking.  He beckoned to Braden.  

They reached the boys in time to watch Jeff’s hips buck as he 

unloaded in Ethan’s mouth.  He had barely stopped quivering 

when Ethan pulled off his shaft and displayed the pool of cum 

on his tongue to the camera. 

“Cum in my mouth again,” he begged Braden.  Before 

the little diver could agree, he lunged forward and swallowed 

his dripping rod.  Braden went limp in Mark’s arms and Mark 

showered him with kisses.  Jeff circled the tableau, looking for an 

opening.  He grinned mischievously.  Lying down on the beach, 

he wrapped his sandy feet around Ethan’s cock and began 

chafing it gently.  His efforts produced a marvelously attractive 

twitching of Ethan’s butt plug, as well as encouraging him in his 

attentions to Braden.  Neither effect was prolonged.  Braden had 

a very short fuse when surrounded by constant sexplay, and the 

first thing that Ethan did after swallowing Braden’s load was to 

twist his own very hard dick out of Jeff’s grasp.  He rolled over 
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and lay on the sand, panting.  Mark took the camera and slowly 

zoomed in on him for the final shot. 

“And I was afraid San Diego was going to be boring,” 

Ethan finally gasped. 

“It is, if you don’t know the right boys,” Jeff disagreed.  

“You got fantastically lucky.  I did not when I first moved here.”  

He offered Ethan a hand to stand up, and the four of them 

wandered back to their blanket. 

Braden passed around sandwiches, after which Jeff 

produced an elegant silver cigarette case straight out of a 

Victorian novel.  The joints it contained were unlike anything 

either Ethan or Mark had seen before, narrow and metallic gold. 

“A blend of Acapulco Gold and Nymphaea caerulea,” Jeff 

explained.  “The best combination I’ve found to enhance both 

arousal and sensuality.”  He handed one to Mark and lit another 

for himself.  Braden and Ethan took occasional draws, but 

mostly accepted the smoke that their lovers shotgunned into 

their mouths.  It was a remarkably intimate experience, made 

more so by the rapid effects of the herbs.  Warmth washed over 

the boys, their bodies tingled, their desire to touch one another 

became a desperate need—but once they lay together in a heap, 

kissing eagerly, that was all they needed.  Their genitals seemed 

secondary to the urgent importance of being in physical contact 

with others.  To touch and be touched was to love and be loved.  

They immersed themselves in one another, and that was enough. 

The sunset was beginning to light up the clouds on the 

horizon by the time that Ethan reluctantly detached himself from 

the heap of naked limbs.  He stroked Mark’s shoulder. 

“We’ll need to be getting to the airport soon.” 

“Another grievance I can take up with Sir Patrick,” Mark 

observed. 

The four boys climbed the path to the parking lot nude, 

as they had descended.  They resumed their clothes grudgingly 
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at the last possible moment—and in one case, removed them 

immediately thereafter. 

“Climb up on the hood,” Mark said to Braden, pointing 

to his Jeep.  Braden thought he wanted a picture and coyly 

obliged, only to be thrown into a panic when Mark abruptly 

stripped his speedo off and tossed it to Jeff. 

“Hey!  What—” 

“Your boyfriend told me you were saving a couple loads 

for each of us today.  I haven’t had my second one.  I want it on 

the hood of my Jeep.” 

“I can’t jerk off here!” Braden said. 

“You’re not going to.  I’m going to get it out of you 

myself.  Slide back, please.” 

“We’ll get caught!” 

“There’s no one around.  If you cum quickly, no one will 

notice.” 

Braden was breathing fast.  He glanced over at Jeff 

pleadingly, hoping that his boyfriend would rescue him.  Jeff in 

turn glanced down at Braden’s cock, which was standing out 

straight again.  His body wanted it in spite of his mind.  Jeff 

shook his head. 

“I’d love to see you make him cum on your Jeep,” he said 

to Mark. 

Braden sighed and Mark smiled.  “You heard him.  Up 

on your knees!” 

The blonde’s smooth erection was red and swollen.  

Mark added a trifle of oil and began to work it steadily.  Ethan 

was snapping pictures already, while Jeff climbed up on the 

bumper and began to toy with Braden’s nipples.  It made Braden 

whimper, but it didn’t push him any closer to cumming.  And 

they were beginning to attract notice, after all.  Late beachgoers 

were coming up the path.  A few stopped to admire the show. 
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“Oh, God, please let me cum,” Braden begged.  He was 

blushing scarlet.  He looked utterly adorable and the picture of 

youthful arousal. 

“Cum for him, sweet boy,” Jeff encouraged his lover.  

“You were made to cum.  You were made to display yourself 

proudly.  You were made to give love.”  He kissed his boyfriend, 

stifling his groans as Mark increased the pressure on the latter’s 

dick.  From experience he could judge the right point at which to 

interfere.  He sensed it coming and let a finger slide into 

Braden’s hole. 

The resulting load drew scattered applause from the 

spectators.  Braden was exhausted enough that he had to be 

helped into the rear seat, and didn’t even complain that Jeff was 

hanging on to his speedo.  That, too, turned out to be a 

temporary situation. 

“I’d like you to have these,” Jeff said, handing Mark both 

Braden’s suit and his own, which he stripped off as Mark 

brought the Jeep to a stop outside their building.  “We can take 

the risk of walking a few yards naked after everything we did 

today.” 

Mark drew him in for a goodbye kiss.  “You’re both 

extraordinary.  And I can’t wait to see what you come up with 

for me.” 

“You are somebody I dreamed might one day exist, but 

who I never knew for sure would,” Jeff said.  The sexual desire 

in his gaze jostled for place with a mix of fascination and awe.  “I 

would hate to let your unique combination of gifts go to waste.” 

“Help me, then.” 

“I will.”  Jeff smiled at him.  “Come on, sweetheart, time 

to clean up.”  Ethan clambered over the top of the Jeep to get 

into the front seat, staring hungrily at the nude boys as they 

walked off. 

“You didn’t get enough of them, did you?” 
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“This is the sort of thing that never happens to me in the 

United States.  It didn’t even happen at Yale, where finding 

heterosexuals requires a support group.” 

Mark threw the Jeep into gear.  “We’re going to change 

that.” 



50 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4 
 

 

Heads turned as Lord Corran strode through passport 

control at Heathrow.  In a nation that received one of the lowest 

amounts of sunlight on earth, where two out of every three 

people were overweight, often grossly, he glowed like 

Alexander among the Macedonian rank-and-file.  Among a 

people who were cowed by the heaviest level of state 

surveillance on earth, he carried himself with the dignity of an 

ambassador from another planet.  Amidst cheap polyester and 

overpriced wool, his denim jacket and jeans and moccasins set 

him instantly apart.  A beautiful pair of teenage German girls, 

who turned out to be fans of Karl May, demanded to know if he 

was an Apache and insisted on taking a picture with him. 

“Perhaps we can get a better picture while you’re here,” 

Mark said with a wink, typing his number into one of the girls’ 

phones. 

“You never quit,” Ethan remarked as they moved off. 

“What would be the fun in that?” 

Ethan just chuckled and led the way out of the terminal.  

A gray drizzle was falling as they emerged into the open.  “Be 

welcome unto thine heritage, my lord; let these presents bear 

witness of that which awaits you.” 

“It only awaits those foolish enough to tolerate it,” Mark 

replied imperturbably.  “The Sioux had the common sense to 
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pack up and move south every winter.  Only the Scandinavians 

were dumb enough to overwinter on the Great Plains.” 

Whether Ethan was paying attention to the analogy was 

uncertain.  He was hurrying in the direction of an elegant green 

Jaguar S-Type idling at the curb.  A young woman with fine 

features and dark blonde hair was climbing out of the passenger 

seat.  Like Mark, she wore jeans and a jean jacket, paired in her 

case with a white turtleneck and matching Keds.  The kiss she 

planted on Ethan was hot enough that Mark felt his cock begin 

to grow from watching their sensual display. 

“Mark,” Ethan said, disengaging himself at last, “this is 

my girlfriend, Jessica.” 

“It’s a pleasure, Lord Corran,” Jess said.  Mark took her 

in his arms and let her rub her body against his while they made 

out.  Her tongue was as lithe as her figure promised to be.  

Immediately, he could tell why Ethan was with this girl.  She 

was almost trembling with abandonment.  Again, he felt that 

surge of pure delight that inevitably accompanied the discovery 

of someone on the same sexual level as him.  It had always been 

rare, both when he was growing up as a hedonistic nudist in 

Arizona and later when he was prowling the campuses of 

California.  And now he was finding a whole series of hedonists, 

one after the other.  He was becoming the link that joined up 

disparate individuals and clumps of individuals, their common 

sexual denominator. 

“Hello, Jessica,” Mark said.  “I hope you enjoyed the 

video from yesterday.” 

“I’ve never seen anything hotter,” Jess said.  “Well, 

nothing hotter in gay porn, anyway.”  She giggled. 

“We’ll include you next time,” Ethan promised, closing 

the trunk on his luggage. 

“My boyfriend brings me the best presents,” Jess said 

happily.  She slid into the car, followed by Mark, while Ethan 

climbed in from the other side. 
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“Mark, this is Kathleen.  She’s one of my drivers,” Jess 

said, gesturing to the girl in the front seat. 

“Hi,” Kathleen returned, flashing a smile in the mirror 

while putting the car in gear. 

“Ethan never explained your business to me,” Mark said 

to Jess.  Both boys were resting a hand on her thighs, but neither 

was actively caressing her. 

“I lease a very particular venue,” Jess said, going straight 

to the point.  “This car and two others like it.  I can provide both 

male and female drivers on request, all attractive, all open-

minded, as the saying goes.” 

“For assignations, of course.” 

“Discreet, mobile, and kinky.  And a luxury sedan with 

tinted windows is really a very comfortable place for a quickie.  

People are becoming more brazen about sex.  I encourage that 

attitude, provide a safe and convenient sexual thrill, and skim 

off some of the surplus income that Londoners waste so eagerly.  

Better me than Uber, right?” 

“How many sexual encounters would you say have 

happened on this seat?” 

“Oh, God, no, don’t ask her that!” Ethan protested, 

leaning back in his corner.  “She keeps a logbook!” 

“A woman after my own heart.  Doesn’t everyone?” 

“You, too?”  Ethan wrinkled his nose.  “I don’t have time 

to keep a sex journal.” 

“Don’t worry, you figure heavily in mine,” Jess assured 

him.  She turned back to Mark.  “I can’t speak for what 

happened when the car was with its previous owners.  But I can 

tell you that since I acquired it, it has been used for sex 

seventeen hundred and nineteen times.  Eleven of those were for 

porn shoots.” 

“And how many were for your own pleasure?” 

Jess looked down.  “Forty-five.” 
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“Your girlfriend has a wonderful mind,” Mark said to 

Ethan. 

“You’re probably sitting in a puddle of my cum right 

now,” Ethan chuckled.  “She sometimes uses my loads to 

nourish the leather.” 

“And some of his teammates’ juices, too,” Jess confided.  

“It’s wonderful how much more confident and liberated the gay 

boys are becoming.” 

“I’m told you had one in your bed this weekend.” 

“Milan?  He’s an Australian ballet dancer.  Gorgeous and 

incredibly talented.  We’re helping him on his journey towards 

the middle of the Kinsey scale.  I hope you don’t mind meeting 

him tonight.” 

“I’m looking forward to it.” 

“If you should want to—he’s available for a bedmate.  I 

don’t want to seem inhospitable, but…” 

“But you and Ethan want to share your first night back 

together.  Of course.” 

“But after that we hope to have you between us for the 

rest of the trip,” Ethan added. 

“So Milan will have to do for tonight,” Jess continued.  

“He was fidgeting with excitement when I left to meet you boys.  

He tied me up and tortured me a few days ago”—this with an 

elbow in the ribs for Ethan—“until I confessed that I’d asked 

Ethan to get you in bed.  Then he made me tell him about our 

having sex while looking at your pictures.  Next he wanted to 

see them all himself and ended up making me swallow his load 

while he stared at your digital doppelgangers.  And while he 

was still in a haze I asked him if he wanted to meet you on your 

first night here.  His prick immediately got hard again and I 

edged him until he had to go to class.  From his Snapchats I 

gather he had a very erotic weekend, inspired by the 

anticipation.” 
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“He sounds delightful,” Mark grinned.  “Anyone else 

coming?” 

“Just the three of us.” 

“Kathleen?” 

“Sorry, I have a date later,” Kathleen admitted.  “Prior 

engagement.” 

“No worries.  How do you like working for a bathhouse 

on wheels?” 

“I love it.  I’ve seen some incredible sex in this mirror.  

And had some hot moments up here.” 

“Drivers can masturbate if they choose.  It’s in the fine 

print,” Jess added. 

“I did one trip all the way from London to Edinburgh 

once,” Kathleen reflected, “for a newlywed couple who not only 

spent the entire time having sex, they paid extra for a nude 

driver, too.” 

“You’re a genius,” Mark said to Jess in admiration.  “I 

take it that bookings are all by app?” 

“Yes.  However, it’s invitation only, and you don’t get 

invited unless you’re recommended by an existing customer.  

We also have a number of blocks of time booked by steady 

clients.  There’s far less turnover than you would think, which 

keeps things safe and simple.” 

“Kathleen,” said Mark, leaning forward, “do you mind if 

I ask you a personal question?  Or rather, two?” 

“Please do.” 

“Do you and the other drivers hook up with clients at all?  

And do you use the cars for your own or each other’s hookups?” 

Kathleen grinned at his bluntness.  “First, yes, we 

sometimes do.  There are a few repeat customers, genuine 

hedonists, who book an hour or two just to have us drive off and 

park somewhere so they can get it on with the hot driver they 

met on a previous trip.  Only with clients we know and like, 

naturally.  It’s great fun.  Second, yes, absolutely.  Jess schedules 
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openings so we can enjoy a little semi-public sex with each other 

from time to time.” 

“I might have to apply for a job with you at some point,” 

Mark smiled at Jess.  “Even though I don’t always like driving 

that much, this would probably convince me otherwise.” 

“You’d enjoy the view,” Jess assured him, lightly 

squeezing his muscular thigh through his jeans.  “And you’d be 

very popular, and a great draw for the service.  Like the 

impoverished nobleman of a century ago who dropped into 

musical comedy when he could no longer survive on his own 

and immediately got star billing on the grounds of his title.” 

“He occurred more often in fiction than in real life.” 

“But the image persists.” 

“With increased sexualization under your careful 

handling, of course.” 

“I don’t think Mark could be oversexualized by you or 

anyone else,” Ethan suggested.  “It’s built-in for him.  His 

parents even got married in the middle of a porn movie.”  Jess 

demanded details, and the relation of Mark’s story, with the 

addition of elements he hadn’t previously mentioned to Ethan, 

occupied the rest of their drive into London.  

Jess’s flat turned out to be perched atop a four-story 

building in Camden Town.  Kathleen helped them unload their 

luggage, and Mark took the opportunity to examine her more 

closely.  She was well aware of it, pausing with one hand on the 

car to give him a better view. 

A slim body.  Hair pulled back in a ponytail.  Minimal 

Asics trainers on her feet, no hint of socks.  Plain black tights that 

clung to her without a wrinkle, except where the faintest hint of 

ridges between her legs indicated that nothing separated her 

pussy from the lycra.  A black and dark green fleece 

windbreaker fitted tightly to the curves of her torso, probably 

without anything beneath it, either.  Her stare was amused, 
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teasing, but not dismissive.  They both knew they would enjoy 

each other before Mark’s trip was over, so why rush it? 

“Thanks for the lift,” Mark said. 

“Thank you, my lord,” Kathleen replied, her tongue 

flickering over her lips before she climbed back into the car. 

“She’s my favorite, too,” Jess observed as they climbed 

the stairs.  “I thought I’d give her the first chance at you.” 

“This is turning out to be by far the best welcome I’ve 

ever gotten,” Mark said.  He’d not cum since the previous day 

on the beach and his cock was already extending down the leg of 

his jeans. 

“Oh, I assure you it gets better,” Jess said, and unlocked 

the door. 

Her flat had been carved out of a set of disused service 

rooms that crowned the old brick building.  Large glass 

windows that had replaced service doors made much of London 

visible to the occupants and the stretch of roof that surrounded 

the flat on two sides could have accommodated a hundred 

people.  Most of the space in the flat itself was taken up by an 

open kitchen and living area.  The tiny bedrooms were tucked 

away in the rear, almost as an afterthought. 

“Very impressive,” Mark said, taking in the view out the 

windows.  A low whistle from Ethan made him turn.  A 

beautiful boy slightly taller than either of them, lean and dark-

skinned, and clad in a pair of perfectly-moulded white tights, 

was approaching with a smile and a tray. 

“Welcome back.”  His Aussie accent made him sound 

much more mischievous than Ethan or Jess did.  “Anyone for 

espresso?” 

“Yesterday I was lying on a beach in the sun,” Ethan 

said.  “I could bathe in espresso to get that warmth back.”  He 

took one of the little cups and gave Milan a quick peck.  “Thanks 

for taking care of Jess.” 
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“She was a dear,” Milan said.  His eyes shifted back to 

Mark. 

“Mark, this is Milan,” Jess said, taking the tray from the 

latter. 

Neither boy said anything with words.  Mark wrapped 

his arms around Milan and pulled him into a kiss.  The slender 

dancer squirmed in the grip of the more powerful diver, almost 

as if trying to merge their bodies into one. 

“You’re everything they said you were,” Milan breathed 

when Mark finally released him. 

Mark swallowed a shot of espresso.  “And you haven’t 

even seen me yet.”  Milan looked puzzled.  “I can see you quite 

easily.”  His forefinger traced the outline of Milan’s erection in 

his tights, which was already dripping precum.  “And Ethan has 

seen everything I have to offer.  But you and Jess haven’t seen 

much of me at all yet.” 

“You’re right,” Jess said.  “We should fix that.”  She 

relieved Mark of his jacket.  Mark pulled off his shirt.  Milan 

slowly unzipped and lowered Mark’s jeans.  He ignored the 

hard cock that bobbed in front of him until he had pulled them 

all the way off Mark’s legs, along with his moccasins.  Only then 

did he begin to lick it. 

Mark sighed and lay back on the couch.  Between his 

legs, Milan lavished attention on his dick.  Ethan and Jess each 

took one of his feet in their mouths.  Usually he had excellent 

control over his orgasms.  Today he didn’t feel as if he would, 

and he didn’t want to, either.  He intended to screw his brains 

out before the night was over.  Besides, the treatment he was 

receiving deserved appreciation.  He blew his load in five 

minutes, nearly gagging Milan.  But the boy didn’t stop.  The 

post-orgasm treatment the dancer was giving his cock reminded 

Mark of the ministrations of his uncles, who were heavily into 

bondage and denial.  He was within an ace of screaming and 

bucking Milan off his oversensitized erection, but managed to 



58 

 

control himself long enough for the discomfort to merge into 

another wave of pleasure. 

Milan sensed this and raised the stakes.  He grabbed one 

of Mark’s moccasins and slid the head of Mark’s erection inside 

it, creating an improvised cunt of soft leather that he used to 

work the tip while still licking the shaft.  Mark groaned at the 

combination of new sensations and sights, eventually closing his 

eyes for a few moments to process them all. 

“Try this,” he heard Jess say.  He opened his eyes to see 

Milan slipping one of her Keds over his cock like a giant canvas 

condom. 

“Fuck!” he cursed briefly.  The rough canvas on his wet, 

tender prick was an exquisite torment, combined with the 

arousing warmth of Jess’s foot.  He was precumming copiously.  

The next time she wore those sneakers, her toes would be sticky 

for sure. 

“My turn,” Jess said hoarsely.  Milan removed the shoe 

and swallowed Mark’s cock again and again, slicking it with his 

spit.  A naked Jess climbed forward and sat down on it, cowgirl 

style. 

Mark fucked her with gentle undulations of his hips, 

rocking with her rather than thrusting into her.  He ran his 

hands over her arse and around her waist.  Gripping her and 

pulling her closer to him with his left hand, he caressed her 

toned stomach with his right before dropping it to her smooth 

groin, where his thumb could play with her clit.  She shuddered.  

Mark could feel her spasming around him, as close to the edge 

as he had been not long ago. 

Ethan had pressed Mark’s soles together and was now 

fucking his feet at a steady pace.  Next to him on the large sofa, 

Milan was about to writhe out of his tights.  Mark stopped him.  

“Leave them on,” he said huskily.  His eyes were fixed on 

Milan’s bulge, and he licked his lips for emphasis. 
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The dancer got the message and straddled Mark’s face.  

Mark immediately began sucking his cock right through the 

spandex.  Milan and Jess clutched at one another for support, 

moaning into each other’s mouths as they played with one 

another’s nipples.  As for Ethan, he had given up on fucking 

Mark’s soles.  He was simply leaning back, eyes glazed, allowing 

Mark to administer a superb footjob to him at his own pace.  All 

he could think about was the sheer virility of his new master.  

Three hypersexed young people had attacked him at once—and 

he was still dominating the encounter, his sexuality equal to all 

of theirs. 

Jess, never chary of her orgasms, came half a dozen times 

before Milan finally pumped out his load, saturating the front of 

his tights and coating Mark’s face.  Mark obviously liked the 

taste, because he thrust up into Jess abruptly and very hard, at 

the same time doing something with his hands that made her 

shriek with simultaneous clitoral and vaginal orgasms.  

Mesmerized by the sight of Mark’s cock plunging in and out of 

her, Ethan shot his pent-up load in a series of arcs that made a 

mess of the carpet before oozing across Mark’s tanned feet. 

Freed of his other obligations, Mark rolled over, 

practically cradling Jess in his arms as he made out with her.  A 

twist of his hips, and his cock stroked up and down within her 

pussy like a piston in its cylinder.  Ethan slid over and began to 

lick Mark’s feet clean of his load.  Milan joined him.  They felt 

the diver tense and heard a final orgasmic moan from Jess.  

When Ethan looked up, he saw Mark’s cum beginning to leak 

out of his girlfriend. 

He licked it up, hearing her coo in appreciation of his 

touch.  As Mark eased his cock, still fully hard, out of her, Ethan 

cleaned that too.  Their juices made a delicious mixture in his 

mouth, into which Milan plunged his tongue for a moment, 

scooping some out and swallowing it. 



60 

 

“How was it?” Ethan said softly to Jess, as he gave her a 

taste of his sexually-seasoned mouth. 

She was barely aware of his question, it seemed.  “You 

are the only other person who has ever fucked me like this.  I 

love him.  I love you.  And I also love you for bringing him to 

me.” 

“Your happiness is mine,” Ethan said, stroking her cheek. 

“Now we can get these off of you,” Mark observed to 

Milan, peeling him out of his tights.  His motive turned out to be 

to suck as much of the dancer’s cum out of them as possible. 

“Don’t be selfish,” Milan said, and cuddled up to Mark to 

share the tights with him, making out with him through the 

sperm-soaked spandex. 

“It’s dark out,” Ethan observed at some point. 

Jess reluctantly wiggled out from between her lovers and 

retrieved her phone from her clothes.  “Would anyone care to go 

out?” 

“That should be Mark’s call,” Ethan said. 

“I’m perfectly comfortable here, thank you,” Mark 

grinned. 

“We thought you might want to see some of London’s 

nightlife,” Milan suggested. 

“No, I don’t care for bars or clubs.” 

“I’ll order in,” Jess said.  “Pizza?  Indian?  Jamaican?” 

“Jamaican,” Ethan said.  No one else objected.  “And 

Mark and I should take a shower.” 

“I volunteer to wash you,” Milan said, getting up and 

following them into the bathroom, which consisted mostly of a 

large tiled shower.  They stood under the steam and let him 

work their muscles with oil after he scrubbed them down.  All 

their half-hard pricks danced, clearly requesting attention, but 

Milan didn’t touch them once after he’d finished with the wash 

cycle.  Then Jess arrived, her hair fetchingly concealed beneath a 

swim cap rather than a shower cap. 
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“You boys look magnificent,” she said approvingly.  

Straddling the drain, she closed her eyes and basked in the hot 

water flooding over her.  Ethan cuddled her from behind, his 

fingers carefully touching her clit as she pissed, cleaning out 

some of the cum Mark had planted in her. 

“I sense their reunion is beginning,” Mark observed to 

Milan.  He shamelessly allowed his own half-hardon to let a 

stream of piss loose over the dancer’s legs and feet.  The Aussie 

boy returned the favor.  Jess moaned. 

“I’d like another taste of Ethan,” Milan confessed, rinsing 

both of them off again, “but he’s here all the time.  You’re a very 

special occasion.” 

“He may not be here all the time soon.” 

“Why?”  They stepped out of the shower and began 

toweling each other dry. 

“I intend to make him the lead attorney for my estates.  If 

his firm wants to keep me as a client, Ethan is the price they have 

to pay.  And I have quite a few plans for him.” 

“That’s brilliant for him!  And for you.  You have 

enormous sexual chemistry together.” 

“You’d lose his company, though.” 

Milan shrugged.  “I don’t have a single doubt that we’ll 

reunite regularly no matter where any of us go.  I’ve never felt so 

free as around these two.  I was scared to death the first time Jess 

kissed me.  Really kissed me, you understand.  And then I 

realized that my dick was hard, and that if I let her, she would 

make it stay hard.  And she did.  Once I wrapped my mind 

around that…I suppose I realized it was preconceptions getting 

between me and half the sexual pleasures in the world.” 

“Some young people have the same problem with older 

lovers, who often turn out to be the most skilled of all in bed.” 

“And with kink.”  Milan dropped his eyes and chuckled 

a bit sheepishly.  “I’m a bottom…that is, I enjoy being on the 

receiving end, and I’m a bit submissive.  But Ethan had to 
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persuade me and persuade me to try even a little bit of 

bondage.” 

“And now?” 

“And now just being tied up makes my cock get 

ridiculously hard before we even start.”  He opened the 

refrigerator and poured them glasses of sparkling orange juice, 

ice-cold.  “So I have a lot to thank Ethan for, even if we’re not 

sexing on a regular basis.  I couldn’t expect to be the only partner 

for him and Jess in any case.  Nor would I want to deprive them 

of all the fun they’re going to have with you and your friends.” 

“Fun in which I promise you will share when you can,” 

Mark assured him.  He stroked the elegant curve of Milan’s 

backbone with his fingertips.  “You have a very healthy attitude 

towards life.” 

“Mens sana in corpore sano.” 

“And linguistically talented, too.” 

“I enjoy doing lots of things with my lips.” 

The doorbell rang.  “I’ll get it!” Jess called from the 

bathroom, and came racing out in a towel to let the driver in.  He 

piled the food in the kitchen, then made the mistake of turning 

around while waiting for her to count his money.  Mark and 

Milan were lying at full length on the couch, sensuously making 

out.  He spun around and practically bolted the instant Jess 

finished paying him. 

She closed the door and came back, looking thoughtful 

rather than amused.  Mark opened one eye and noticed her 

expression.  “What’s the pout for?” he asked.  Both boys sat up. 

“I saw the expression on his face,” Jess responded.  “Not 

disgust, not arousal, not contempt.  Something much rarer.  

Terror.  Pure terror.  Not on a large scale, but that was his 

primary emotion.” 

Mark waved it aside.  “People like him are the result of 

cultural problems.  Fix the problem, and you fix the people.” 
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“But we’re not fixing the problem,” Jess said.  “The four 

of us may bask in our own little oasis of sexual freedom here, but 

that only serves to deceive us.” 

“Unless we expand the oasis and make the desert 

bloom.” 

“Is that your goal as Lord Corran?” 

“Of course!  The notion of a redoubt for special people 

while civilization collapses is foolish.  You have to remember 

that as a civilization dies, new civilizations grow out of it.  If you 

think your civilization is dying or defective, you position 

yourself to help create a successor society, hopefully a better 

one.” 

“After dinner,” Ethan said firmly, removing Jess’s towel.  

“Food first!  Revolution second!” 

After dinner Milan brought out a water pipe shaped like 

a penis. 

“Very hot,” Mark noted approvingly. 

“Super Lemon Haze,” Milan said as he packed the bowl.  

“Picked it up in Amsterdam.” 

“Thank God for the Dutch,” Jess commented.  Her hand 

instinctively moved between her legs.  Ethan saw the gesture 

and laughed so hard he fell off his stool.  Milan flicked a lighter, 

held it to the pipe, and offered it to Mark.  Smoke enshrouded 

the pair of them in the still air of the flat.  It was almost a ritual 

act, a sacrament that created a temporary world for the two of 

them.  Wordlessly, Mark finished the bowl and packed another 

one for Milan.  Their horizontal cocks touched while he helped 

the dancer draw the smoke into his lungs.  Milan made quite a 

performance out of smoking.  It was all in the way he touched 

the head of the glass dick with his lips, and the look in his eyes 

that said such an act was the smallest and least perverse element 

in his repertoire. 
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Finishing, he offered the pipe to Jess, and then to Ethan.  

His dick was leaking by then.  It left a smear of precum on 

Ethan’s thigh. 

“Why don’t you do something about that?” Ethan said 

before taking his first hit.  Milan immediately stretched out on 

the floor, since Ethan had never bothered to stand up again, and 

let his tongue play over the blonde’s leg at a frustratingly slow 

rate. 

“Why don’t we go out on the terrace?” Mark suggested 

to Jess.  He held out a hand to her. 

“It’s a bit cold out there,” Jess said.  “I feel lovely and 

warm, though.” 

Beyond them the skyscrapers of the City blazed against a 

brown-gray sky.  Mark led Jess over to the parapet and lifted her 

up on it.  Her eyes widened. 

“You’re shameless,” she said quietly. 

“I am.” 

“Anyone in the street could look up and see me getting 

fucked here.” 

“They could.” 

“I don’t care.  I want you to fuck me again.”  She pulled 

him into her. 

They remained like that for some time in spite of the 

cold, his thrusts gently undulating within her.  Only when she 

had cum twice, gripping his shoulders painfully with the effort 

of not calling out, did he help her down. 

“Mark,” she said suddenly, just before they reached the 

glass doors. 

He stopped. 

“Are you serious about changing the world for the better, 

sexually?” 

“Yes.”  He put absolute conviction into that word. 

“I can’t speak for Ethan, but I want to be a part of it.” 

“Ethan has already spoken.  You both will be.” 
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She kissed him again.  “Thank you.” 

Inside, the others had started a fire and were lying 

stretched before it in a glorious sixty-nine.  Mark lay down with 

them and gently moved Milan’s cock into his own mouth.  The 

dancer shivered from the ministrations of two men at once.  But 

it didn’t last.  Ethan extracted his cock from Milan, gasping at 

how close he’d come to involuntary release. 

“Well, we have to get an early start in the morning,” he 

said.  “Sir Patrick is irascible when confronted with tardiness.  

And I’d like to catch up on making love to my girlfriend first.  So 

we should probably turn in now.  If that’s all right with you?  I 

don’t want to seem to desert you, but…” 

“Go!” Mark said with a wink.  “And lick the precum out 

of her for me.” 

Ethan kissed him around Milan’s erection.  “I will.”  He 

led Jess off to her bedroom.  The door closed, followed by a 

thump and a squeal. 

“Now I have you all to myself,” Mark whispered, teasing 

Milan’s cockhead.  “And this time I get to taste you fresh from 

the source.”  Both boys could feel the pot flowing through their 

limbs.  Every touch felt better; their pricks were veiny with the 

pressure of their arousal.  Mark reached out and picked up a 

small vibrator Jess had thoughtfully left on the side table.  With 

an expertise born of natural talent and long practice, he shot a 

few drops of almond oil onto it, then began working it into 

Milan’s arse. 

“Fuck me!” Milan begged.  His tight, muscular butt 

closed down hungrily on the toy. 

And Mark did.  He ravaged him with the vibrator while 

fisting Milan’s cock, shining with oil.  His technique was firm in 

the rear and gentle, so gentle, in the front.  His fingers brushed 

light as air over the dancer’s shaft, never giving him much 

stimulation.  It was a masterful tease.  In the glow of warmth 

and weed, the boy submitted entirely.  A continuous sound 
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came from his mouth, having no purpose except to give him an 

outlet for the emotions that were flowing through him.  At last 

Mark pressed the vibrator into him and held it there, closing his 

lips around Milan’s glans at the same time.  His tongue flicked 

and cum fountained into his mouth.  Milan sobbed, eyes 

clenched shut.  His body thrashed.  Only his erection remained 

motionless in Mark’s grip. 

“No!  Leave it in!” were his first coherent words, as Mark 

began to withdraw the vibrator.  “Leave it in me!” 

“It won’t stay,” Mark said regretfully.  “You’re very anal, 

aren’t you?” 

“I think I want to sleep with a set of beads in tonight,” 

Milan said dreamily. 

“You’re giving me an urge to do the same now.” 

Mark had risen to his knees and Milan looked up at him.  

With sudden energy, he turned over and began sucking Mark’s 

cock. 

“Good boy,” Mark sighed.  “Once more and then bed for 

us.”  He admired the view of tight buttocks pumping up and 

down as Milan humped the floor even while sucking him, of 

slender legs kicking in the air.  Not trying to hold back, as his 

orgasm built, he leaned forward and took the dancer’s toes into 

his mouth.  Beneath him, Milan jerked, and Mark realized he 

was cumming again, from pure excitement more than anything 

else.  That sent Mark over the edge, and he rolled Milan over 

again and made him snowball some of his own cum back into 

his mouth.  They kissed like that, feverishly stroking each other, 

until Milan finally slowed from exhaustion. 

“Bedtime, handsome,” Mark whispered, and carried his 

new lover off to their room in his arms. 
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Chapter 5 
 

 

“I don’t wear underwear,” Mark said. 

“Are you sure?” 

“I’m not ashamed of my cock.  If Sir Patrick sees it and 

has a fit, so much the better for me.” 

Mark had declined to shop for any formal clothing before 

leaving San Diego.  Fortunately, he and Ethan were almost 

identical in size and he could easily find something to wear in 

the latter’s closet.  Or Ethan’s section of Jess’s closet, more 

accurately.  Jess was sitting on the bed, watching them sort 

through possible fashion choices.  She was halfway dressed in 

her work uniform, meaning flawless black tights and nothing 

else.  Milan had already left for class. 

“‘A tell-tale bulge in just the right place,’” Jess suggested.  

“The effect will be electric.” 

“Except that it won’t be due to a banana, as it was in 

Yasmin’s case,” Mark replied, winking at her appreciatively.  

“Do you have any interns I can have for a snack if I feel 

hungry?” 

“You are deliberately trying to be obstructive,” Ethan 

said.  “You intend to give Sir Patrick a bad first impression.” 

“Incorrect.  I intend to give him an accurate first 

impression.  What he makes of me is his problem.  I shall be 

watching very closely to see how he responds.  If he tolerates 
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me, I will tolerate him.  If he expresses one iota of disrespect, I 

will toss him into the pit he hath digged for himself.” 

Ethan shrugged.  “He’s an obstreperous old ass.  The 

only people he’s not disrespectful towards are judges, and only 

because he has to be.” 

“How did he ever get a knighthood in these days of 

patronage?” 

“Oh, he didn’t.  It’s a baronetcy, otherwise no one would 

have gone out of their way to give him anything.  How about 

this?”  Ethan held up a medium-gray suit with the faintest hint 

of smoke blue. 

“Too foppish,” Jess offered.  “Just take his natural look 

up a notch.  Here.”  She pulled out a pair of black jeans, slim but 

not skinny.  “And this.”  A camel turtleneck, slightly ribbed, 

followed, along with an elegant black leather blazer.  Finally, she 

found a pair of slim Italian loafers to complete the look that were 

little more substantial than Mark’s moccasins. 

“Fuck me,” Ethan said simply.  Mark looked like he’d 

stepped off a runway, with his raven hair flowing to his 

shoulders.  And Jess was right, the bulge in his pants—Ethan’s 

pants—was tantalizing beyond belief. 

“I like it,” Mark said, admiring himself in the mirror.  

“Unquestionably well-dressed, yet informal enough to grate on 

Sir Patrick’s ego.”  He thanked Jess with a kiss. 

“Now I want a picture of you with Ethan,” Jess insisted.  

“Out on the roof.” 

“Why not?” Ethan said.  They followed her out.  The sun, 

miraculously, was shining. 

“Closer!” Jess insisted.  “Now one of you guys making 

out.” 

“You have the hottest girlfriend of anyone I’ve ever met,” 

Mark said to Ethan right before their lips met.  Ethan simply 

moaned an affirmative.  He thought, and Jess agreed as she 

framed the shot, that they made a stunning couple, Mark’s 
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casual continental elegance contrasting with his own preppy 

sharpness.  He was wearing a three-piece navy suit with Balliol 

tie, complete with an Adidas speedo beneath it all to control his 

stronger-than-usual urges. 

“All right, time to go, boys, before you mess up those 

nice clothes,” Jess interrupted them.  They chortled into each 

other’s mouths, which was both awkward and funny.  She put 

on a jacket and trainers, then made them follow her down and 

wait in the street while she fetched the car.  It was the safest way 

to keep them from getting handsy, she figured. 

“Jess, we’re not keeping you from your appointments, 

are we?” Mark asked as they climbed into the Jaguar, this one a 

glowing navy blue. 

“Oh, Ethan had me clear some time on the schedule 

when he knew you were coming over,” Jess said, merging into 

traffic.  “He thought you would prefer to have someone familiar 

close at hand.” 

“A very good idea,” Mark agreed, with a sly smile at 

both of them. 

The offices of Donohue Russell Kettering LLP occupied 

one of the old, narrow townhouses that faced across New Bridge 

Street towards a row of modern office blocks.  Mark tapped on 

the driver’s window as they disembarked. 

“Keep the motor running,” he advised Jess humorously. 

“You contemplate a quick exit?” Ethan asked, climbing 

the steps. 

“How are you fixed for drainpipes?” Mark asked, 

running his eyes over the exterior of the building. 

“Very poorly.” 

Once inside the front door, it quickly became apparent to 

Mark that three or four adjacent houses had been knocked into 

one for the greater convenience of the occupants, rather along 

the lines of the Cabinet Offices in Downing Street.  He found 

himself enjoying the passage through the foyer and upstairs to 
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Sir Patrick’s private office at the top of the complex.  Inquisitive 

stares flickered over him and discreetly away.  No one 

addressed Ethan, either.  Even those with whom he exchanged 

nods appeared desirous of avoiding immediate contact with 

him.  They knew who he was, of course; they couldn’t work 

there and not know him.  Some of them were his regular 

coworkers.  But their notions of good breeding forbade their 

being introduced to Lord Corran before Sir Patrick, as senior 

partner, should have that honor, and if they addressed Ethan, it 

would be awkward for him to avoid introducing Lord Corran.  

So they looked, and no more. 

“A cat may look at a king, I’ve read,” Mark said aloud to 

no one in particular, commenting indirectly on their behavior.  

“On the other hand, the same book said it could be 

impertinence.” 

From somewhere behind a desk echoed a suppressed 

cough. 

“The Earl of Corran to see Sir Patrick, by appointment,” 

Ethan announced to Sir Patrick’s secretary, who oiled swiftly 

from the room, returning in five seconds to nearly curtsey them 

into the private office. 

Sir Patrick was unimpressive.  Graying, balding, once tall 

but now stooping, with a dissatisfied twist to his mouth.  A 

decaying badger who had not found that treasure in the earth 

which he sought.  Keen eyes, a trifle obstinate. 

“Sir Patrick,” Ethan said, “may I present you to the Earl 

of Corran?”  Mark noted his use of the form that emphasized Sir 

Patrick’s inferior rank, and the twitch of Sir Patrick’s eyebrow in 

response.  He showed no hesitation, however, in accepting 

Mark’s offered hand. 

“Lord Corran,” he acknowledged.  “I will not say it is a 

pleasure.  I could hardly say that after the decimation of your 

family.  But I am glad to see you.” 
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Pessimistic and tactless, Mark mentally added to Sir 

Patrick’s list of virtues. 

“Your joy, Sir Patrick,” he said, making himself 

comfortable in one of the armchairs, “seems a trifle belated.  It 

took you three weeks to find me.” 

Sir Patrick blinked.  This was not the diffident, 

overwhelmed teenager he had been expecting.  That the new 

Lord Corran was stunningly handsome was a fact of which he 

had been slightly aware.  That he would be anything other than 

crushed and humbled by the weight of his new dignity was a 

scenario the lawyer had never considered. 

“I can assure you that we did our best under the 

circumstances.  Given that your father had strongly expressed 

his opposition to marriage in principle in a series of essays on 

the subject which received some attention in their day, it was 

only by meticulous due diligence that we were able to discover 

your existence at all.  I feel that some explanation is owing to us 

as to how he managed to place himself in such an ambiguous 

and contradictory position.” 

Mark stretched out in the chair and laughed softly to 

himself.  “Oh, Sir Patrick.  I owe you an explanation?  What a 

novel perspective.  It’s your sense of the proprieties that’s 

offended, not any legal or ethical requirement.” 

“If I am to represent you adequately, Lord Corran,” Sir 

Patrick countered, “it would be wise for you to give me your full 

confidence.  Otherwise I might fail in my duty through no fault 

of my own.” 

“Oh, you are good,” Mark nodded approvingly.  “A 

subtle threat neatly interwoven with a shifting of responsibility.”  

Sir Patrick stiffened in outrage.  “Even your body language is 

straight out of central casting.  My apologies, Sir Patrick, but 

you’re playing a game and I have no patience with games. 

“Nevertheless, you are right in saying that you need to 

know the circumstances of my parents’ marriage so that you will 
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be able to respond to any inquiries.  Officially, as you’ve learned, 

it was a Vegas wedding.  Those two words in themselves conjure 

up a whole stereotypical story.  The reality is that my parents 

were married during the production of an erotic film, and 

specifically for the purpose of making that film.  It was planned 

to be the first such film in a series, only it was never released.  

Their marriage was intended to subvert sexual norms, not 

conform to them.  Afterwards, neither bothered with the 

paperwork of divorce.  They continued to live together off and 

on, mostly on, until they died when I was sixteen.” 

“Our investigators found that they died in an aircraft 

crash near Sedona.”  Sir Patrick was managing to be polite with 

difficulty. 

“A sudden thunderstorm while they were on approach 

for landing.” 

“And your grandfather?” 

“He was the victim of a climbing accident last year.” 

“So far we have only the marriage and death records to 

go by to fill in the gaps in your family history.” 

“We’ve maintained full documentation over the years.  

Mr. Russell already has copies for your staff to examine.” 

“Is it necessary to buy this film to keep it from being 

released?” 

“I already own it.  I haven’t yet decided if I’ll ever release 

it.” 

“Lord Corran!” 

“Sir Patrick?” Mark replied with a bland smile.  The 

solicitor struggled to find words to express his sense of horror.” 

“The Corrans are not cheap celebrities who leak sex 

tapes.  They are among the eminent families of Britain, with 

access to the inner circles of power.  They do not require public 

fascination or tabloid publicity to maintain their position.” 

“Except ‘they’ no longer exist, do they?” Mark inquired.  

“In fact, the Corrans are rather in the position of the Wimseys, 
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aren’t they?  Only I between the title and the mad third cousin at 

Nice.  Metaphorically speaking, that is.  More to the point, if I 

screw this up, the estate probably passes into the hands of the 

Crown eventually, with no more prestige or profit for Donohue 

et al.” 

“The Corrans have a reputation for moral rectitude,” Sir 

Patrick countered. 

“Meaning their sitting on various quangos at five figures 

a year?  Or the dribble of farthings that trickled down from their 

acquisitive fingers to pay the salaries of various officials at their 

pet charities and private foundations?  That, I believe, is what 

the bishop called the smallest fire insurance he’d ever heard of.” 

“Lord Corran,” Sir Patrick said in desperation, “how can 

I persuade you—” 

“You cannot,” Mark said.  “I do not share your shame.  

But that is not the issue at hand.  The decision is entirely mine, 

both as owner of the material and head of the family.  Do you 

acknowledge that?” 

“I suppose I have no choice,” Sir Patrick admitted at last. 

“Good.  Very good.” 

“There are a number of documents that require your 

signature, if you would step into the adjoining office.  I have a 

notary waiting.”  Sir Patrick rose, then frowned as he saw Ethan 

move to accompany them. 

“Mr. Russell, you may remain here.” 

“Mr. Russell will join us,” Mark instructed serenely.  “He 

will in future be assigned exclusively as my personal attorney.” 

Sir Patrick nodded.  “Yes, Lord Corran.”  The tone of 

Mark’s voice was reviving unpleasant boyhood memories of a 

Brigadier Hartley whose casual assumption of command 

wherever he turned up had brought instant results as a rule. 

Transfers, oaths, and conveyances occupied the next 

hour.  Mark also had to sign an application to the College of 

Arms and the Secretary of State for Justice to have his succession 
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to the earldom formally recognized by being entered on the Roll 

of the Peerage.  Those tasks completed, he accepted the formal 

congratulations of the senior partners, joined them in a glass of 

sherry, and watched benignly as they were ushered out by 

Ethan. 

“Lord Corran,” Sir Patrick said, fidgeting, “have you 

given any thought to completing your education?” 

“Education is a process that is never completed,” Mark 

said both evasively and with all seriousness. 

“It will be possible for you to continue it at the highest 

level now.  If your grades are sufficient, we can arrange 

admission to almost any college at either Oxford or Cambridge.  

Or, if you would desire to emphasize the family connection with 

Scotland, there is the University of Edinburgh, and the 

University of St. Andrews now benefits from its royal 

associations.” 

“That will not do at all.” 

“It will be highly desirable for Lord Corran to graduate 

from a British university.” 

“Lord Corran has no intention of graduating from any 

university.” 

“You intend to take up residence here at once without 

any period of adjustment or preparation for your role as a 

landholder and a nobleman?  I would advise against it.” 

“I do not intend to take up residence here at all.  Ever.” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“I refuse to live in this God-forsaken country.  Is that 

clear enough to be good Queen’s English?” 

“It is impossible.  You cannot be serious.” 

“Why not?” 

“You have responsibilities—” 

“To whom?  People I’ve never heard of?  Causes to which 

I’ve never pledged myself?  Or any that cannot be discharged 

from a distance?” 
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“Do you not wish to enjoy the benefits of being a 

nobleman in one of the few countries that still reserves a place 

for them in public life?  With your youth and advantages, you 

could easily aspire to a place in the Lords, perhaps even to 

Cabinet office.” 

“I would not enjoy living in this country in the slightest.  

It’s a place of horrors and mediocrity.” 

“My lord!” 

“However,” Mark went on, ignoring the interjection, “the 

seat in the Lords is something it would be wise for you to keep 

in mind.  Oh, yes, I want that, provided I can have it without 

compromising my other plans.” 

“Then you do not intend to distance yourself from Britain 

entirely?” 

“On the contrary.  I plan to become the strongest voice 

for radical reform in British politics.” 

“But you refuse to live in Britain.  Will that not 

undermine your position?” 

“No.” 

“I am afraid I must ask for a more substantial 

explanation.” 

Mark sighed.  “I’ll demonstrate.  Just how well-connected 

are you in government circles?” 

“Very,” Sir Patrick said, perking up at the chance to 

impress his client. 

“Good.  Pick up the phone and get me the Home 

Secretary.  I presume the Home Office has been kept aware of 

developments in the Corran succession?” 

“Informally, yes.” 

“Tell the Home Secretary that Lord Corran needs just one 

assurance in order to agree to take up residence in Britain.” 

“What assurance is that?” 

“I will discuss it with the Home Secretary.  Not with you.  

It’s the best chance you’ll get with me; I advise you to take it.” 
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“And if you get your assurance, you will take up your 

position here?” 

“You have my word,” said Mark, smiling beautifully.  Sir 

Patrick walked to his desk and put through a call.  He was 

indeed well-connected, Mark realized.  There was only one 

secretary between him and a Cabinet minister, and the call was 

answered in less than four minutes. 

“Good morning, Home Secretary.  I’m ringing to bring 

you up to date on the Corran succession.  Lord Corran is in my 

office at this moment.  Yes, I would be happy to pass along your 

congratulations, but he has asked to speak to you personally.  It 

appears that he is reluctant to take up residence in Britain and 

would appreciate your assurances that there will be no 

difficulties attending the process.  Of course.  At once.”  He held 

out the receiver to Mark. 

“Nicely redirected, Sir Patrick,” Mark said as he took it.  

The expression on his face turned savage for an instant.  “But 

you’re about to get hit for six.” 

He lifted the receiver to his ear. 

“Good morning, Home Secretary.  Thank you, it’s most 

kind.  I am certainly glad to hear it.  However, I’m afraid that Sir 

Patrick, in his desuetude, misinformed you.  A general assurance 

was not what I required.  I’m interested in solving a specific 

problem that confronts me in deciding whether I should live 

here or not.  Well, it’s very simple.  Britain is massively 

oversurveilled.  You have some four million cameras here 

watching the population.  I’m not comfortable with that.  Now, 

I’m willing to back up my complaint with action, and I’m in a 

financial position where I can afford to do it.  With your 

permission, I’ll pay to have all of those cameras except the ones 

at banks and so on ripped out within the next six months.  Then 

I’ll move here.” 

A long pause.  “My dear minister, your explanation—or 

your evasion, rather—is exactly what I expected and makes no 
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sense at all.  Your notion that you should spy on people and then 

injure them in order to maintain what you call civilization is 

barbarous.  Certainly it does not create an atmosphere in which I 

would feel comfortable living.  Oh, you are sorry I feel that way?  

Don’t lie.  Right now you are already planning to add me to your 

surveillance tasking.  A wealthy peer of the realm with my views 

is your worst nightmare.  Except you’re awake, and I’m very, 

very real.”  He hung up the phone. 

“You cannot call the Home Secretary a liar!” Sir Patrick 

roared. 

“What about an epicene ape?” Mark asked.  In the 

background, Ethan stuffed a pastry into his mouth to prevent 

himself from shrieking with laughter.  Sir Patrick suppressed a 

snarl before speaking. 

“Idealism is all very well in youth, but those who aspire 

to leadership must grow up to be realistic quickly, and universal 

surveillance is a constant, as well as a necessity, of our 

contemporary reality.  Your demands are completely 

unreasonable.” 

“I pointed out a problem and offered to pay to have the 

problem fixed—and at great benefit to the public as well.  How 

is that unreasonable?” 

“Benefit?  That the absence of supervision is a benefit is a 

very American attitude which we largely do not share.  The  

benefits of a professional intelligence service—” 

“There are no benefits other than selfish ones to 

surveillance.  That’s another lie.  We’ll get on much better if you 

tell me the truth.” 

“Lord Corran,” Sir Patrick said, attempting self-control 

yet again, “what exactly is it that you want from me?” 

“A hand,” Mark said.  “You are to be my hand in this 

United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland, 

executing the will of Lord Corran.  Mr. Russell will be my hand 
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in North America.  And sometimes it will be best that the right 

hand knows not what the left hand does.” 

“What do you require this hand to do?” Sir Patrick asked 

with heavy irony. 

“First, a few purely material things.  I shall need some 

money quickly.  Say ten million to start.  Convert it to dollars 

and open an account for me with a decent bank that I can draw 

on both here and abroad.  Buy a Pilatus jet and set up the 

appropriate corporate structure to accompany it, with 

registration, maintenance, and so on; Mr. Russell will see to 

hiring the pilots at a later date.  Don’t wait for a new one off the 

production line; buy one slightly used, even if you have to pay 

above market value for it.  I will be leaving today to examine the 

Corran properties.  After I return from Corran itself I will give 

you instructions for laying out a grass runway on the island.  I 

am also considering whether or not to restore Corran Castle.  In 

the event that we do proceed with that project, have your staff 

begin looking for skilled masons, carpenters, architects.  Those 

who are known for the historical accuracy of their work. 

“Now a question: where have the Corrans stood in 

politics?” 

Sir Patrick made a disparaging gesture with one hand.  

“They have displayed very little enthusiasm for politics over the 

past few generations.  Historically the family is Conservative.  

Your great-grandfather is known to have voted Plaid Cymru on 

one occasion.” 

“Starting now, we are one hundred percent behind the 

Scottish Nationalists.” 

“Because you want an independent Scotland, which you 

think would be more to your taste than a United Kingdom,” Sir 

Patrick said with sudden realization. 

Mark smiled and looked up at the ceiling.  “Write a check 

for a million pounds to the SNP.  Today.” 
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“You want it made clear that Lord Corran, from the 

moment of entering into his inheritance, is committed to 

independence.  What do you intend to get for your support in 

the short term?” 

“The proposed Scottish constitution is highly 

problematic.  When it is rewritten prior to independence, the 

commission drafting it will have to include at least a token 

representative of the Scottish aristocracy.  As the Scottish peer 

most committed to independence and the single most important 

financial supporter of the party, that peer will be me.  You will 

arrange it.” 

“But the SNP is committed in turn to land reform.  You 

own sixty thousand acres in Scotland.  Someone will point out 

the contradiction.” 

“I fancy that having a landowner on their side for once 

will moderate the eagerness of the Highlanders to carve me up 

with their claymores.  Just as a carpenter turned his foreman 

away from socialism by leaving him the business in his will.  

People are so predictable.  Furthermore, once I begin converting 

large portions of my Scottish properties into parks, nature 

reserves, and common land, and buying out other large 

landowners in order to give the land away to farmers and 

herders, that will rather take the bite out of the redistributionists.  

If I play it carefully, they’ll be lauding me for solving the 

problem of land reform voluntarily and doing the right thing.” 

“What else?” 

“Donations of a hundred thousand each to the Campaign 

for Nuclear Disarmament, the Pirate Party, and the National 

Organization for Marijuana Legalization.  That will have to do 

until I can create broader groups for political reform.  And fifty 

million to Doctors Without Borders. 

“As to finances, I believe I am correct in saying that 

roughly eighty percent of my wealth consists of London 

property.  Is that correct?”  Sir Patrick nodded an affirmative.  
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“The Westminsters, the Cadogans—and the Corrans.  Fortunes 

built on nothing.  Puffball fortunes springing into existence out 

of human folly.”  He frowned.  “Well, I for one won’t be taken in 

by it.  Here is a list of those properties I wish to retain in 

England.  As you can see, it is a short list.  Sell all the others.” 

“Am I understanding you correctly?” Sir Patrick asked in 

a voice that was barely more than a whisper.  “You wish to turn 

all of the property into cash?  Even the commercial assets?” 

“Especially the commercial assets.  And no, not all the 

property.  Nothing in Scotland or elsewhere is to be touched for 

now, nor the ones I choose to keep.” 

“Why?” the lawyer asked weakly.  “Why break 

yourself?” 

“Sir Patrick,” Mark said, “this world is grossly 

overpopulated.  Never in human history has it borne such a 

human burden.  It cannot feed itself properly even now.  But it is 

only the pressure of that overpopulation that makes the Corran 

holdings in London valuable.  I prefer not to lay up treasure 

where, someday, there might not even be thieves to break in and 

steal.” 

“Then you intend to reinvest your funds elsewhere.” 

“Of course.  Partly in the United States, partly in 

Scotland.  Here is a list of properties I have already selected on 

this side of the water.  Start acquiring these as funds become 

available.  Mr. Russell will be returning with me to Arizona; 

once there, he will need to begin setting up a network of 

corporations and nonprofits.  A recommendation to a local firm 

would be helpful.  As for stocks and other holdings, I leave those 

to your continued management.” 

“I do not understand your behavior in the least.” 

“That is because it is strange to you, not because it is 

inconsistent.” 

“You will,” Sir Patrick said with sudden decision, 

“certainly be the most interesting Lord Corran to represent.  



81 

 

Fortunately our firm includes several notable QC’s with 

extensive experience in criminal defense.” 

Mark burst out laughing at that. 

“He could have been more of an arse if he had wanted to 

be,” Ethan remarked as they stepped out into the cold.  “You 

brought him to heel nicely.” 

“Something you’ve wanted to do but couldn’t?” 

“Desperately.”  The car pulled up in front of them. 

“Where to, gents?” Jess asked. 

“Off into the wilds of the famous English countryside,” 

Mark said.  “Sure you don’t have a problem coming with us?” 

“I think my guys and girls can manage to find their way 

around London without me for a couple of weeks.  And into 

other people’s beds for once instead of mine.” 

“That keeps me from having to worry about depriving 

you of your boyfriend,” Mark smiled.  “Or being deprived of 

your delightful company.” 

“You’re such a sweetheart.”  Jess blew him a kiss in the 

rearview mirror and coyly placed one hand between her legs, 

where her pussy lips were faintly visible beneath the tight fabric 

of her leggings. 

“And thanks for keeping it a decent temperature in here, 

by the way,” Mark said.  He toed off his loafers and tossed his 

jacket onto the front seat.  His shirt followed a few seconds later. 

“You’re the hottest guy I’ve ever had in this car.” 

“Hey!” Ethan protested.  He didn’t mean it.  Some people 

might think he was hotter than Mark, but there was no 

mistaking Mark’s sexual magnetism. 

“You deserve a kiss for that,” Mark said, sliding forward 

between the seats.  He began to nibble on Jess’s neck and 

jawline. 

The car jolted.  He was thrown off balance.  Ethan 

grabbed his arms—to steady him, he thought.  Then came a 

click. 
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“Son of a bitch,” Mark said.  “You handcuffed me.”  He 

sat back and stared at Ethan. 

“How far is it to Westerton Manor?” Ethan asked. 

“About an hour and a half.” 

“Not long enough.” 

“I know a couple of nice detours through Savernake 

Forest.” 

“Perfect.”  Ethan turned to Mark and began to unbutton 

his jeans.  “That should give us about three hours to play.  And 

maybe Jess and I will switch off for part of it.  I only heard Milan 

make you cum once this morning.” 

Mark’s cock was already hard as Ethan revealed it.  Even 

in his position of temporary dominance, Ethan was aware of 

Mark’s intense, constant stare boring into him.  He was a top 

attorney, handsome, well-dressed—and yet this naked 

handcuffed teenager next to him was still in charge somehow. 

“You wear too much,” Mark commented, watching 

Ethan begin to undress. 

“It’s the climate,” Ethan protested. 

“This is a natural, inevitable response to the climate?”  

He bent down and snapped Ethan’s Balliol tie in his teeth for a 

second.  “And this?”  Only Ethan’s quick reaction prevented 

Mark from getting an oral clutch on his waistcoat. 

“Actually, that one is.  And aren’t you supposed to save 

the biting for when we’re naked?” 

“You limited my options.  And it’s still too much even for 

the English weather.  As my lawyer, I think you need to project a 

more relaxed and virile image.” 

“That involves making changes in my wardrobe?” 

“To get the right sexual aesthetic, yes.  Which involves 

minimizing clothing to subconsciously suggest, in situations 

where you have to be clothed, that you would rather be naked.  

No unneeded clothing items.  No ties, no waistcoats, no long 

sleeves wherever possible.  No secret speedos to keep the world 
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from seeing your dripping hardon.”  Ethan made a face.  “Unless 

you’re wearing the speedo to stimulate yourself, in which case I 

highly encourage it.  And wear your boat shoes instead of these 

little leather suitcases.”  Suiting his actions to his words, Mark 

pushed Ethan’s oxfords off his feet and pulled the older jock’s 

socks off with his toes.  “Show skin wherever you can.  Give 

people the impression that you’re not wearing much and that 

your clothes will fall right off you, and it will unbalance them, 

especially in professional situations.” 

“Plus it’s fucking hot,” Jess added.  “Mark, Ethan said 

you’re half Mojave.  I was doing some reading about them.  

Weren’t the Mojave known for their nudity?” 

“They were.  Even among a group of neighboring 

cultures for whom nudity was commonplace.” 

“Did that include going barefoot all the time as well?” 

“Oh, yes.  They wore sandals only for traveling long 

distances or clothing in response to the coldest winters.” 

“And were you—that is, when you were young—” 

“I was raised in accordance with traditional Mojave 

values in that regard, yes,” Mark said.  He thrust his hips up and 

admired a bead of precum that was forming on the tip of his 

erection.  “Total nudity except when absolutely necessary.  Sex 

both as pleasure and as worship, in public, in the outdoors.” 

“All right, all right!” Ethan exclaimed.  “You two win!”  

He rolled down the window and tossed his socks into the street 

with a dramatic gesture of renunciation.  “But I’m keeping the 

tie.  It’s an English thing, Mark.  You wouldn’t understand.” 

“Ethan,” said Jess, “can we go live with Mark and be 

naked in the sun with him all the time?” 

“He makes it sound very appealing,” Ethan said as he 

ran his hands over Mark’s abs. 

“Sun and sex are always in style.” 

“Does that mean we’re invited?” Jess asked. 
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“I would love nothing more than to have both of you as 

my permanent collaborators, sexual and otherwise.  Would you 

consider it?” 

“You offer me a life of pleasure and the opportunity to 

combine my work with my pleasure,” Ethan replied.  “I can’t 

refuse that.” 

“Jess?” 

“You could bring into being something I’ve always 

dreamed of.  I love Ethan.  I can see that he loves you now, and I 

don’t mind, because I love you, too.”  Her words jerked and 

stuttered as she toyed with her wet clit through her tights.  “And 

it’s not just arousal, though I burn for you like I’ve burned for 

very few people before.  You share our desires and needs.  I felt 

so alone as a girl.  Not because I was bi—a bunch of the kids my 

age were at least claiming to be, more or less—but because no 

one could ever match my sex drive.  It felt impossible to me that 

others could be so sexless.  I’m no great fan of London, but at 

least it helped out a lot with that.  And of course I found Ethan, 

too.” 

“There is no place in the world for people like us,” Ethan 

said.  “You give us a hope that can be more than mere fantasy.” 

“A sexual society?” 

“I don’t know how you plan to do it, but you convince us 

that you can.” 

“It’s people like you that I want to create it for.”  

Abruptly, Mark strained at his bonds, not as if trying to escape 

them, but as if overcome by passion instead.  “Do you have any 

idea how beautiful you are to me?  You can look in the mirror 

and see you’re pretty, sure.  But when I look at you I see two 

people who are stunningly sexual.  I could sense that the first 

time that you looked at me, Ethan, and the first time that you 

kissed me, Jess.  Your potency is a transfiguring beauty!  And 

you both have remained fundamentally decent human beings in 

a rotten world because of it.  You give love because you know 
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how to love.  Because you lack any selfishness or sexual jealousy 

at all.  That is a wonderful, a rare, a priceless thing—for which 

you will never get the credit you deserve!” 

“But it’s something valuable enough for you to 

encourage,” Ethan said. 

“It’s the most precious thing in the world,” Mark said 

with the utmost seriousness.  He bent over and ran his tongue 

around Ethan’s cock. 

“I’ve never…had…this before,” Jess panted.  “My 

boyfriend in the back…getting blown by our bound lover…”  

Her voice broke off and she hissed as her orgasm hit her. 

Ethan stretched out as best he could and let Mark 

expertly fellate his prick.  The diver was in no hurry.  Tenderly, 

he kissed and teased it, swallowing it to the base and gently 

releasing it to lie needily on Ethan’s abs.  It was sensational.  It 

was sex at its very best, expressing reverence for the human 

body.  It was also what Ethan was supposed to be doing to 

Mark.  Even tied up, the younger boy was making his sexual 

dominance felt. 

“That’s enough of that,” Ethan chided, pulling Mark 

upright and kissing him.  His own hand encircled the teenager’s 

erection.  Mark subsided into his embrace, submitting—for the 

moment.  His dick turned out to be so wet with precum that 

Ethan needed no lube to slide his hand freely over the throbbing 

member.  He had never seen Mark this hard, like a marble 

column.  He was transforming the excitement of all his new 

experiences, culminating in the endorphin high from his 

triumph over Sir Patrick, into sexual energy. 

Around them, London opened out into the suburbs, or 

rather into what had once been the suburbs, Kensington and 

Kew and Brentford.  They passed Windsor and skirted Reading.  

Ethan held Mark in his arms and stimulated his sex expertly.  He 

knew Mark would never beg for release, but that only made 

teasing him all the more delightful.  When he ran out of natural 
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lube, Jess handed back first one and then the other of her Nikes, 

followed by her tights, and Ethan used those in turn to chafe 

Mark’s cock.  The teen writhed in the swimmer’s grasp, his body 

seeking to escape the wonderful overstimulation to which it was 

being subjected.  Up front, Jess had slid a vibrator into her pussy 

and was giving eighty percent of her attention to the view in her 

mirror. 

They passed onto the downs and then into Savernake 

Forest.  The day had grown cloudy, and Jess knew a little-used 

road off the main avenues.  Early-falling leaves crunched 

underneath the Jaguar’s wheels.  Green and gold speckled the 

boughs; the great explosion of autumn flame was not due for a 

few more weeks.  There was no more than room for the car to 

turn around in the spot where it halted, in the middle of a grove 

of beeches. 

Ethan grabbed Mark’s legs and rolled him onto his 

stomach, folding him at the knees at the same time.  He cuffed 

Mark’s ankles together and linked up both sets of cuffs, 

effectively hogtying the boy with his cock trapped underneath 

him.  Then he climbed out of the car and left the door open.  Not 

satisfied with that, he opened the other rear door as well, giving 

Mark an excellent view of Jess, who had discarded her 

windbreaker and stood out among the trees, quivering with 

expectation.  She didn’t wait for Ethan.  She ran to him and 

leaped into his arms.  He caught her, braced himself, and thrust 

inside her. 

“Fuck me!” Jess screamed.  “Fuck me!  Fuck me!  Fuck 

me!”  She showered Ethan with kisses, and he held her up and 

fucked her hard, his hips moving with the speed and stamina of 

a trained athlete.  It was a rough, urgent coupling, defiant and 

forceful.  The first time Jess came, she threw back her head and 

screamed again.  The second time, she convulsed and nearly 

passed out.  Mark could see their mingled cum dripping from 
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between their legs.  He wanted it, wanted to lie beneath them 

and catch it on his tongue and savor them together. 

Ethan held Jess until her breathing returned to normal, 

kissing her softly, without their earlier fervor.  Eventually she 

looked up into his eyes, a weak smile trembling at the corners of 

her mouth. 

“I love you,” she said. 

“I love you,” Ethan replied. 

They came back to the car.  Jess knelt down and kissed 

Mark while Ethan freed his feet.  His hands, though, stayed 

cuffed as they helped him out. 

“You enjoyed the show,” Jess said, caressing his erection.  

It was red and wet and very hard from the last two hours. 

“You were wonderful.  Thank you.” 

“I saved some for you later tonight.” 

“How about a picture?” Ethan called.  Mark grinned and 

jumped up on the hood of the car, his erection bobbing. 

“Brilliant!” Ethan cried, snapping away.  Mark stretched 

out on the hood in classic muscle boy style.  Then he did 

something more fascinating: he turned sideways, pointed his 

toes, and brought his legs up in a perfect pike.  Muscles 

contracting, he bent even further and took his cock in his mouth. 

Jess stood there in awe.  Ethan shot off a burst of pictures 

before switching to video to capture the incredible flexibility of a 

boy who could fellate himself even while partially restrained.  

And Mark was not just licking the tip of his erection, either.  He 

could take fully half of his shaft, popping it in and out and 

teasing it like any other prick. 

“I want that,” Jess whispered hoarsely, stepping forward 

and applying her tongue to the portion of Mark’s cock that he 

wasn’t using at the moment.  Ethan let her do it for a minute 

before pulling her away. 

“You’re getting that glint in your eye again,” he warned 

her. 
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She sighed.  “Yeah, I’m hungry, too.  I suppose we 

should get going.” 

While she opened the trunk, Ethan removed Mark’s dick 

from his mouth and began fisting it.  Spit-slick, it moved easily 

in his hand. 

“No self-abuse,” he scolded, smacking the erection 

lightly to emphasize his point.  Mark barked, half in laughter, 

half in discomfort.  Ethan grabbed his ankles and unfolded him.  

“Sorry, you have another hour or so to wait.”  But he kept gently 

playing with the diver. 

Jess came back around the car wearing cuffed jeans and a 

T-shirt.  She handed a set of the same to Ethan.  “I decided on an 

Abercrombie look for your casual style,” she said to Mark.  

“Keeps your clothing needs down.  And Ethan always looks 

extra gorgeous dressed like a preppy boy.” 

“I heard that,” Ethan said, pulling on a jacket.  He did 

look stunning, lean and hard.  And as if his body was trying to 

escape the clothes. 

“And yet I’m the only one not wearing anything,” Mark 

observed. 

“You’re wearing handcuffs,” Jess said.  “Take a lady’s 

word for it, they count as jewelry.” 

“I promise to clothe you in time to make a mouth-

watering impression on your staff,” Ethan said.  “But not until 

necessary.” 

“It’s a bit cold out here and I’m not moving about.” 

“Then get in the car!”  Mark obliged.  Ethan slid into the 

driver’s seat this time. 

“He knows where Westerton Manor is,” Jess explained, 

joining Mark. 

“You’ve been there before?” 

“Occasionally on business for the thirteenth earl.  He 

would insist on working weekends, though he rarely used the 

house at all.” 
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“Any swimming pool?” 

“No, but half a dozen good horses in the stable.  His son 

was a horseman.” 

“That’s something, at least.” 

“You, I’m sure, prefer to ride nude,” Jess said archly.  She 

reached over and began to fondle Mark’s frenulum, sliding his 

foreskin back and forth. 

“I prefer to ride nude,” Mark agreed. 

“Does it make you hard?” 

“All that pressure and vibration?  Constantly.  Usually 

half-hard and dripping down the side of the pad.  No saddles, of 

course.  And sometimes no pads if we were in a hurry.” 

“I orgasmed as a girl in Pony Club competitions 

sometimes,” Jess said reminiscently. 

“One of my sisters is a competitive horsewoman.  I can’t 

wait to introduce you.” 

“How many siblings do you have?” 

“Three.  One brother, two sisters.  Amanda is the horsey 

one.  My mother had a brief but fertile affair with an Olympic 

gymnast she and my father met on their honeymoon trip around 

the world and kept in touch with afterward.  Kieran is actually 

older than I am.  When he was sixteen, my dad spent the 

summer inseparable from this Irish girl whose family were 

vacationing in Sedona.  It was his first serious relationship.  

Kieran’s a student at Trinity College now, but he always comes 

home from the summer.  And Carla is my full sister.  Oddly for 

our family, she likes the city.  She’s in Miami now, studying 

marine biology.  An extremely precocious sixteen year-old.” 

“And parading up and down Haulover Beach on 

weekends, I’m sure.” 

“Unlock me and I’ll show you a picture.” 

“I’m not unlocking you until the last possible moment.  

Besides, you keep precumming and I like licking it off my 

fingers.” 
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“Am I going to get to cum?” 

“Yes.  Later tonight.  Inside me.” 

“I can wait for that.” 

The countryside around them was changing again, 

turning into a patchwork of small farms divided by hedges and 

trees.  Mark stared out at it through the window as Jess edged 

him. 

“I’ve read about this,” he murmured. 

“Lovely, isn’t it?” 

“I dream of it as it was two thousand years ago.  When it 

was all forest and the Britons fucked naked and unashamed 

beneath the trees.” 

He closed his eyes.  Jess felt his cock swell and his body 

tense.  Immediately she released his erection.  He froze, twisted, 

and for the first time really fought his bonds.  When he finally 

collapsed, he was panting. 

She waited until he had calmed down and began to 

stroke his torso gently, working back down towards his cock. 

In the distance, a spire poked up over the rolling hills. 

“Winchester Cathedral,” Jess said.  “You’re almost 

home.” 

“I called to let the staff know we’ll be arriving for a late 

lunch,” Ethan said. 

“You two have already eaten,” Mark said wryly.  Jess 

giggled. 

Winchester disappeared behind them and they passed 

down a series of smaller roads speckled everywhere with color. 

“Time to start getting you ready,” Jess said regretfully.  

She grabbed her backpack and slid her feet into her flip-flops, 

smearing some of Mark’s precum on her soles first.  He watched 

her hungrily as she did so. 

“You have no idea how excited it makes me feel to have 

someone wearing my cum or precum.  Especially in this case, 

since you’re wearing your boyfriend’s cum, too.” 



91 

 

“My body is your erotic canvas,” Jess replied.  “And I can 

tell what turns you on.”  She unlocked him and put the cuffs 

away, at the same time grabbing a pair of jeans for Mark.  Dark, 

rough denim that made him shudder from the way they 

caressed his tenderized prick.  With a T-shirt and jacket on top of 

them, he looked like the hot American college jock he was. 

The car rounded a corner and ground its way up a 

graveled drive.  On one side was a hedge, on another a wide 

lawn.  At the end of the drive sprawled a low, decorous building 

of honey and ochre and umber brick, momentarily glowing 

beneath a break in the swirling clouds.  More expansive than 

Compton Wynyates without the latter’s claim to architectural 

beauty, it folded out into a perspective of disorder assembled by 

succeeding generations’ conflicting views on practicality—an 

organic process cast in silica.  Jess, watching Mark’s reactions, 

saw him nod approvingly. 



92 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 6 
 

 

“You’ve seen this morning’s Scotsman,” Ethan said. 

Mark grinned sleepily.  “A nice bunch of blasphemous 

lies to wake up to.” 

“Oh, it wasn’t that bad,” Jess said.  She and Mark were in 

the front of the car.  Ethan was in the back, with half a briefcase’s 

worth of electronics spread out over the seats, sending updates 

and paperwork to Sir Patrick in London.  The Jaguar was 

speeding south through the Highlands in the dim light of a 

remarkably clear impending dawn. 

They’d spent two days at Westerton, exploring the 

rambling network of old rooms and passages, and riding the 

small stable of horses amassed by the fourteenth earl.  The 

skeleton staff had been rather shocked by the spectacle of a nude 

Lord Corran calmly inspecting the portraits of his overdressed 

ancestors on the morning following his arrival.  Unlike the 

servitors of a previous generation, they were not trained to 

imperturbability.  The butler had ventured to remonstrate.  Lord 

Corran had demanded to know why a man couldn’t so much as 

choose his own costume in his own home without his 

dependants—he stressed the word dependants—raising an 

objection.  The butler, who it appeared had already received a 

better offer from a Russian mobster who had purchased an 

adjoining estate, gave notice.  Lord Corran called in his solicitor, 

who was also fully nude, and had him write a check for six 
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months’ salary on the spot.  The offending majordomo was out 

of the house within the hour.  The remainder of the staff, who 

had not so far been approached by Russians, decided that a 

naked earl was less of a problem than unemployment in a 

stagnant economy where there were crackdowns on luxury 

spending all around.  Quiet ensued. 

As for the fifteenth earl and his lovers, they spent two 

days coupling and tripling in every part of the house, reveling in 

their ability to flout the norms of hundreds of years.  Mark had 

taken both Jess and Ethan in the state bedroom on the night of 

their arrival, but after that, their cum had rarely been expended 

on one another.  Ethan made Mark shoot a load halfway across 

the library floor, only to later crouch quivering atop the high 

table in the great hall while Mark and Jess simultaneously licked 

him to orgasm.  When he finally stopped shooting, his juices had 

formed a pool on the oak that had the size and lustre of an oyster 

shell.  Jess had been teased to climax after climax while sitting on 

a landing of the staircase, legs spread for her boys to use their 

fingers on her.  They didn’t stop until the wood beneath her was 

stained.  They had fucked in the stables and on horseback and 

ridden nude through the adjoining park. 

A day’s drive had taken them north to Storr Castle, a 

mostly unimpressive but undoubtedly ancient tower house 

overlooking Glen Shiel, and surrounded by National Trust 

lands.  Preceding generations of Corrans, whose fancies had 

inclined to the City and Belgravia, had largely neglected it, 

though Sir Patrick’s passion for detail had ensured that it 

remained in good repair.  Only a part-time caretaker looked after 

the place, which had never been more than a shooting box 

anyway for the last couple of centuries.  Mark loved it. 

It had been Jess’s suggestion, in jest, that as laird of that 

ilk, Mark should sport a kilt while resident in Scotland.  Ethan 

pointed out, in revenge for Mark’s threatened raid on his 

wardrobe, that a kilt was the most exposing form of dress widely 



94 

 

accepted in the British Isles, and that as a nobleman who took his 

primary title from Scotland and wanted to stress his non-English 

origins, it would be entirely appropriate for Mark to wear one.  

Also, there was a Corran tartan.  After that, nothing would 

satisfy Jess but that they drive into Inverness and have kilts run 

up for all of them.  Mark tried his on, slipped on a turtleneck and 

his moccasins, and announced that the combination would be 

his outfit for the rest of the trip. 

“Another reason to prefer Scotland,” he said to Ethan, 

“though not one you can share with Sir Patrick.  The English 

don’t have a national dress that allows easy genital exposure.” 

From Storr they turned south for the small, old-fashioned 

port of Oban on the west coast, where they would embark for 

Coll and, eventually, Corran.  The ferry was an early one, but 

Ethan had insisted on stopping at the nearby inn on the way for 

copies of the morning papers.  Immediately afterwards he had 

plunged into a phone conversation with Sir Patrick, ignoring the 

other two completely.  Leafing through the papers, Mark found 

himself staring out from the front page of The Scotsman.  In full 

color, naked except for an Adidas speedo—the British press and 

their never-ending nods to Tom Daley!—his hair slicked back, 

his hands on his hips, water beading on his body.  It had been 

taken during a diving photoshoot he’d done a couple months 

before.  Obviously the paper had tracked down the 

photographer, a simple enough task.  They seemed to have done 

their own research on him as well.  The article was missing the 

personal bits he’d told Sir Patrick, but was exhaustively 

thorough on the genealogical side.  And the author knew to 

watch the money: his recent donations were trumpeted from the 

headlines, beginning with that to the SNP.  There followed an 

enthusiastic quote from the First Minister and a deprecating, 

regretful one from a Deputy Chairman of the Conservative 

Party.  The latter included an allusion to the new earl’s age and 

inexperience.  They had also got wind of his purchase of one of 
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the Scottish properties he’d instructed Sir Patrick to acquire.  

From there it was a natural transition to speculating about 

whether Lord Corran intended to transfer most of his 

investments to Scotland in anticipation of independence.  The 

article concluded by mentioning that he had recently updated 

his social media from one of the family seats, which implied a 

tour of his newly-inherited properties.  It was a broad hint to six 

million Scots to look out for him. 

“Sir Patrick is not displeased.  He likes fielding calls from 

reporters.” 

“You’ll be branded with the tartan for sure now,” Jess 

speculated. 

“The tartan I like,” Mark said.  “Caledonian MacBrayne 

schedules I do not.  Ethan, have Sir Patrick add two more 

airplanes to that corporation he’s setting up to handle the jet.  A 

PC-12 and a Cessna 182.  They’ll be based on Corran when the 

runway is complete.  Also have him find hanger space at Oban 

Airport.  If there isn’t any, we’ll build something.” 

“There probably isn’t.” 

“The privilege of being rich is that you can throw money 

at the local council to get anything you want done, as long as 

you call it a development incentive or something equally 

ludicrous.” 

Ethan started packing up his gear.  “Careful with your 

eagerness to corrupt public servants.  The Guardian loves you 

right now.  You wouldn’t want to throw that all away, would 

you?” 

“The honeymoon will be fleeting,” Mark chuckled.  “It’s 

inevitable.” 

Oban was all eighteenth- and nineteenth-century houses 

along the waterfront.  Or, if it wasn’t, it gave the impression that 

it was.  Behind the bay, clinging to the hills that surrounded the 

village, modern constructions lacking the fine lines of the old 

stone buildings made the scene as a whole feel top-heavy.  The 
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sea-breeze brought wafts of diesel across from where the 

Clansman, squat beneath its red funnels, was loading a tractor. 

Mark got no more than the usual amount of attention at 

the booking office.  Evidently news of Lord Corran’s arrival had 

not yet penetrated to the Inner Hebrides.  His attention was 

caught, though, by an old real estate booklet he saw fluttering in 

a trash bin. 

“Find anything you like?” Ethan asked humorously. 

“Actually, yes,” Mark said.  “Call Sir Patrick and see if 

Breachacha Castle is still on the market.  If so, buy it.  If not, find 

whoever did buy it.  If it turns out he’s starting to feel 

overwhelmed by the size of the project, buy it from him even if 

he wants to turn a profit.” 

“Are you just going to go around Scotland buying 

anything you fancy?” Ethan said. 

“Possibly,” Mark retorted as they trooped on board the 

Clansman.  “Why buy paper trash with it?  Or some hundred 

million pound flat the size of a proper swimming pool halfway 

up the side of an artificial cliff?” 

“Your typical Scottish nobleman goes in for killing birds 

or being kind to elephants with his money,” Jess observed. 

“And none of your residences include a swimming pool,” 

Ethan pointed out.  “Unless you count the one-lane practice run 

the fourteenth earl—then the viscount—had installed in the 

Belgravia house.  Which I don’t.” 

“Have one put in at Westerton,” Mark directed.  “In a 

separate building, or possibly one that can be accessed through a 

harmonized corridor.  Say a Georgian-style summerhouse, 

honeyed brick, white woodwork, lots of tall windows and doors.  

The pool at Corran, however, will be more in the style of a 

Roman  bath.” 

“I can think of an artist who might be very good for the 

frescoes,” Jess said.  “Several, actually.” 
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“So we can leave the grouse and elephants out of it for 

now.” 

The Clansman made its stately way up the Sound of Mull.  

Past Tobermory, it rounded the tip of Mull and glided to a stop 

at Arinagour on Coll two and a half hours after departure.  The 

morning sun sparkled on the few rows of white houses and 

turned the windows of the stone church on the hill above them 

to fiery glories. 

“This is much better,” Mark said exultantly.  “The 

Belgravia place can go hang.  And all the smaller ones.  Where’s 

the boat?” 

“That way,” Ethan said, leading them towards a tender at 

a nearby mooring.  “Mr. Maclean?  I’m Ethan Russell.  This is 

Lord Corran.” 

The man actually touched his cap.  “A pleasure, my lord.  

I’m the estate manager for Corran.” 

“Tell me about the island,” Mark instructed, leaping 

aboard the tender.  He noted the name Saucy Sue II painted on 

the bows.  “A Blackadder fan?” he asked, pointing. 

Maclean chuckled.  “My father’s idea.  A tribute to Sir 

Tony Robinson, who holidayed here once or twice.  The last earl, 

he didn’t think much of it, but it was always popular with the 

tourists.” 

“Do you get many of those?” 

“There’s a dozen cottages the estate lets.  About as many 

more that the crofters have on the market as well.  So we might 

get a couple of thousand over the summer, all told.  Every 

twenty years or so, someone tries to build a hotel.  Once they 

even laid a foundation stone.”  Maclean grinned, clearly 

enjoying his own sarcasm. 

“Regular population about a hundred and fifty?” 

“A hundred and fifty-three at the moment.  Will your 

lordship be making it a hundred and fifty-four?” 
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“As I told Sir Patrick, I have no intention of living in 

Britain.  But when I do spend time in the UK, I’ll be coming 

either here or to Storr as a rule.” 

“Thank God for that.  The old earl actually considered 

selling Corran out of the family.  To a Swede, no less.  And him 

taking his name from it!  Not to pry, my lord, but is it true that 

ye’ll be selling up in London?” 

“You have a back channel to Sir Patrick’s office,” Mark 

said.  Maclean’s only response was to raise one eyebrow.  “But 

it’s perfectly true.  Scotland is a better investment than England.” 

Maclean nodded.  “About bloody time a Corran was 

interested in something other than the City.”  He pushed the 

throttles forward and the launch rose up on plane.  Mark went 

forward to the bow. 

The Saucy Sue threaded her way through Gunna Sound 

and rounded Tiree.  Corran rose up before them, a hummock of 

green-brown furze, its shoreline consisting of beaches of sand or 

gravel interrupted by eroded cliffs.  The easternmost part of the 

island was the flatter portion, almost an elevated plateau.  The 

western side, exposed to the Atlantic, rose in low hills and rock 

outcroppings to shelter the island’s fields and pastures in its lee.  

Atop one of those hills was a substantial ruin of gray stone.  

White houses, dispersed in their own gardens rather than lined 

in rows, dotted the shoreline of a shallow bay.  The village was 

anchored by a stone inn of two and a half stories, a low 

schoolhouse, and a church.  The wharf, too, was stone and 

substantial.  Mark remarked upon it as the launch slowed. 

“A century or so back there was a son who was a 

yachtsman,” Maclean supplied.  “He had that put in to moor his 

racing boats.  Waste of money, but it’s lasted well.”  He docked 

the boat with the ease of long practice and handed over a key.  

“That’ll be your lordship’s cottage, the one with the lilac by the 

gate.  I’m thinking ye’ll be wanting to explore the island first?” 

“Yes, but we’d rather go on foot.” 
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“I’ll just take your bags up to the cottage, then.”  Maclean 

suited the action to the words.  “Have a grand stay, my lord, and 

welcome home.”  He shook hands, then drove off in a somewhat 

worn electric cart. 

“This I thoroughly approve of,” Mark said as the three of 

them walked up the main street of Inchmeir, which the sole sign 

informed them was the name of the village.  “Do you know if 

that church comes with an advowson?” 

“I think it had one centuries ago, but as the population 

shrank it was surrendered in order to allow occasional visits by a 

minister from one of the larger islands.  In fact, you own the 

church itself now, since the Church of Scotland couldn’t afford 

to maintain it any longer.” 

“We’ll install a resident priest and provide a stipend.” 

“Won’t that put a kink in your plans for creating a 

libidinous refuge?” 

“Not with a thoroughly sexual priest in the pulpit.” 

“Where are we going to find one of those?  Assuming 

you’re not going to try to persuade a Catholic to take the job.” 

“Church of Scotland or Scottish Episcopal Church.” 

“Oh, I get it,” Jess said.  “Rural populations tend to be 

sexually conservative.  Often they fall back on religion to justify 

their customs.  If you pull the religious prop out from under 

them by installing a sex-positive clergyman, who can make a 

theological argument for why sex is good, you make your job 

easier.” 

Mark’s teeth flashed in the sunlight as he looked back at 

her.  His expression was entirely Dionysian: joyful, unbridled, 

hungry, triumphant. 

They skirted the north shore of the island, which the 

maps showed was higher than the south side.  Past the scattered 

small crofts around Inchmeir, the land was largely unfenced.  A 

gentle breeze from the sea did not interfere with their enjoyment; 

the thermometer at noon registered nearly sixty, above average 
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for the year.  Mark pulled off his moccasins, then his shirt, then 

his kilt, and walked naked save for his backpack.  So did the 

others.  Standing on the edge of a cliff, the ocean crashing 

beneath them, the spray flying up to sting their nude bodies, 

Mark and Ethan fingered Jess to orgasm, her body shuddering 

with the vibrations of the rock beneath them, and her juices 

falling from her to mingle with the rest of the earth’s waters. 

They came to Corran Castle in time for lunch and spread 

a blanket in what had once been the great hall.  Though it was 

not as well manicured as many modern ruins, Maclean had 

evidently given some time to keeping the place tidy for summer 

tourists.  

“It’s like Narnia, but for grownups,” Jess reflected, biting 

into an apple. 

“The early scenes in Prince Caspian, you mean?  The 

return of the High Kings and Queens to the wreckage of Cair 

Paravel?  Yes, that’s very apt.” 

“Except they were only barefoot and not fully naked like 

us,” Ethan pointed out. 

“How easily the English are aroused!  The slightest 

gesture may pass for an erotic overture in that nation of 

repressed desires!” 

“Back when I was twelve, thirteen, I used to fantasize 

about the Pevensey kids quite a lot,” Jess said. 

“Erotic fantasies, you mean,” Mark said, caressing her 

between her legs. 

“All the time.  In every possible combination.” 

“And let’s not forget the twins from Archenland,” Ethan 

added, sucking one of her nipples into his mouth. 

“Cor and Corin!  You knew those boys were naughty 

with one another.” 

“Corin probably had to take the lead.  He was always the 

more adventurous of the two.” 

“I’ve never had twins. Yet.” 
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“Same here.” 

“Sadly no,” Mark said.  “Of either sex.” 

“Fuck, it’s nice to want everyone,” Ethan sighed.  “Saves 

so much time.” 

“I want you both at once right now,” Jess said heavily.  

She pulled Mark up towards her mouth.  “One orgasm apiece, 

then switch.”  Ethan grabbed her ankles and entered her in one 

quick thrust.  Her head bobbed in surprise, deepthroating Mark.  

Both boys moaned aloud.  Neither had cum yet that morning, 

and their woolen kilts had been quite tormenting to their cocks.  

For Mark, too, it was his first time having sex in a ruined castle, 

and that added to the mental stimulation provided by their nude 

hike.  It took Ethan just five minutes to bring Jess to her first 

squirting cum. 

Mark took his place, laving Jess’s breasts with his tongue 

while he thrust into her.  Ethan, largely detached from the 

action, with only his prick in play, still found the visual so 

arousing that he could feel precum squirting through his urethra 

into Jess’s mouth, where her tongue was doing its usual superb 

job.  He liked to think that his leakage heightened her 

enthusiasm and made her buck her hips harder against Mark, 

driving her into orgasm a second time. 

After that it was his turn again and he tortured her, using 

gentle, slow thrusts to drive her into a frenzy.  The minutes 

ticked away and he fucked her while barely fucking her.  When 

she tried to speed things up, he held her down.  From long 

experience, he knew exactly which spots inside her cunt to hit.  

Eventually he pressed the right button and made her flail again.  

Mark imitated Ethan’s technique on his second run, but this time 

locked eyes with the other boy.  He leaned in and kissed him.  

They formed a triangle of flesh joined atop the foundations of 

the world. 

Jess took advantage of Mark’s distraction to finish herself 

more quickly.  Releasing both boys, she slid out from beneath 
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Mark and took his shaft in her hand, pulling it down between 

his legs.  She stroked him with her own juices and watched his 

tight muscled arse clench.  He was closer to Ethan now, kissing 

him harder.  Instinctively Mark licked his way down the groove 

between the swimmer’s pecs and abs, tonguing that faint 

depression above his cock, before falling to all fours and blowing 

him.  He played deftly with Ethan’s smooth balls, holding off his 

orgasm with gentle squeezes.  He was, in fact, treating Ethan as 

Ethan had treated Jess.  Ethan loved it. 

Then Jess looked at Ethan and slowly inserted her middle 

finger into her mouth before inserting it into Mark.  She pressed 

his prostate expertly, and Lord Corran came in his ancestral 

home.  Every spurt of cum he fired hit the ground with an 

audible thwack.  His hips swiveled as if he were actually trying to 

fuck the ground, to impregnate it, breed it, mark it as his forever.  

His lovers were buried in him at both ends, joined with him.  He 

had given himself up to them and was filled with their fire.  His 

arse burned with Jess’s invasion, and his mouth burned with the 

heat of Ethan’s sperm pouring into him.  Ethan was spasming 

uncontrollably at the sight of his girlfriend making the sexual 

demigod beneath them cum on command.  Blue sky, gray walls, 

green grass, and a golden boy and a golden girl were his world, 

his heaven.  And pearls dropping slowly from the golden boy, 

anointing the grass with his passion. 

Mark rolled over and collapsed, staring at the sky.  His 

erection twitched back and forth, no longer juicing, but still 

behaving as if he were having one continuous orgasm.  He was 

vaguely aware of Ethan lunging at Jess and pinning her down in 

the grass, of their incoherent cries as Jess came and came and 

came.  His thoughts drifted back over the centuries, wondering 

how many beautiful girls his ancestors had mounted unashamed 

in this same hall.  “‘This still center of the spinning world…its 

heart of rest.’”  He felt potent here, more so than he had 
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anywhere but the Arizona desert.  Blood calling to blood, after 

all. 

He rose and strode out onto the parapet that flanked the 

castle on the north side.  Steps led down from it to a crazy path 

that descended to the beach not so very far away.  His erection 

leading the way, he followed it until his naked feet touched the 

stones.  The waves rattled and sparkled on the quartz.  In the 

distance, he could envision longships flying before the wind, 

naked, powerful men athwart their benches. 

Turning to the east, he saw her.  Her hair was black as 

ink, her skin like cream.  Her eyes, he saw as she drew near to 

him, were a cornflower verging on violet.  She was slender, 

small-breasted.  Muscles twined, barely visible, beneath her skin.  

Her eyes never left Mark. 

A few yards from him, she paused.  Without any self-

consciousness, she slid two fingers into her slit, stroking herself 

deeply while thumbing her clit.  Wetness glistened on her.  Mark 

returned her stare, not touching himself.  His prick never 

wavered.  He watched her cum, saw her eyes close as she 

anointed the shingle, breaking off her gaze for the first time. 

She opened them again and came to him.  He slid into 

her without hesitation and thrust his tongue into her mouth 

simultaneously.  They remained like that for a little while, before 

slowly, ever so slowly, Mark began to move his hips. 

Her hands stroked his body, and his caressed hers in 

return.  One at a time, she placed her feet atop his.  She even had 

the temerity to toy with his hole.  And all the while she kissed 

him with a need that Mark, from experience, knew to be 

something more than mere lust.  This girl needed him not 

merely to pleasure her, but to possess her.  She had come naked 

to him without hesitation and offered herself.  There had been no 

playfulness in her; every motion had betrayed a swelling passion 

barely held in check.  And right now, Mark needed to feel that 
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he was joined with this land as if it were alive.  She, he felt, was 

of this land. 

He wondered, as he kissed her and fucked her more 

rapidly, who she was.  A crofter’s daughter, perhaps.  The lord 

of the manor and the milkmaid.  The thought made him laugh 

inside and he could feel a corresponding joy flower in her at 

sensing his own.  She was talented, he realized.  Either she had a 

lover, or a husband, or she seduced every likely lad who visited 

over the summer.  Her lack of shame, too, was enormously 

arousing.  A community of a hundred and fifty-three, and she 

didn’t mind offering herself to an entire stranger in public, 

where anyone could see her.  That showed strength of character 

and self-reliance. 

Mark began to realize that she was toying with him.  He 

wanted to make her cum again, this time from his efforts, and he 

knew that she wanted it, too.  But she was deliberately delaying 

him.  She would break his rhythm slightly, or adjust her 

position, or distract him with a more intense kiss.  There was no 

end to the simple pleasure of their bodies moving together. 

When she came, he could feel her juices trickling down 

him, wetting his balls and thighs.  His cock was in agony now, 

sliding hot and slippery within her, meeting no resistance.  He 

was being forced to endure constant stimulation that brought 

him only marginally closer to orgasm.  Mark clutched the girl to 

him, savoring the feel of her body, the sudden tightness as her 

muscles clenched in response.  Bracing himself, he picked her up 

and let his hips fly.  She whimpered and clawed at him, sucking 

on his tongue with desperation.  A third time she came, and 

Mark fired his load inside her, triggered by her spasms. 

He didn’t stop fucking her.  He felt a sudden urge to 

drive his seed as deeply into her as he could.  Riding the sexual 

high, he knelt on the beach, still carrying her, still thrusting, and 

laid her down.  The kiss broke off and they stared at one another.  

A slight smile curved her lips.  He grinned back.  Neither of 
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them spoke.  It seemed right that their coupling should continue 

in the way it had begun. 

She came again beneath him, his lips and hands heating 

her hard nipples while the sea-spray alternately chilled them.  

Mark grabbed her hips and guided her to meet his thrusts.  She 

opened herself to him even further, spreading her legs in a 

perfect split that was the most visual invitation to sex possible.  

The muscles on her legs, fine and powerful, stood out 

prominently now.  Fascinated, Mark massaged them, eliciting 

faint moans from her—the first sounds she’d made so far.  A 

dancer’s legs?  He brushed the sand off one of her feet and began 

to kiss his way up the sole.  It was firm from barefooting, but still 

smooth and regular.  Whatever her sport of choice, her sexual 

control was impressive.  Nothing in her behavior hinted that she 

was anywhere near her limits. 

Two hours later, she had cum two dozen more times to 

Mark’s two further orgasms.  Lying atop her, their bodies 

intertwined, he had planted a second load in her pussy.  Their 

pace slowed after that, but their desire to please one another did 

not diminish.  She pushed him onto his back and rode him for a 

while, and finally they came together for the last time, lying side 

by side, trading gentle kisses. 

When she spoke, it was the only sound save for the 

rumble of the waves. 

“Thank you, my lord.” 

So she knew him.  He didn’t mind that.  “You are most 

welcome.” 

“Even though you don’t know me?” 

Mark stroked the curve of her hip.  “I think I know you 

very well.  And I thank you for introducing yourself so 

effectively.” 

“You weren’t afraid Mr. Maclean might see us?” she 

teased him. 
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“Maclean will do as he’s told,” Mark retorted.  “I’d like to 

see anyone try to reproach me in my ancestral home for any 

reason at all.  Especially not for dallying with a village maiden, 

as Corrans have done since time immemorial.  Although you, 

my dear, are no maiden.” 

“What a compliment!” she murmured.  “Actually, I’m 

Moira.” 

“The guardian spirit of this cove, no doubt.” 

“An artist and the daughter of artists.” 

“An artist is one title I would never dream of denying 

you.  Your technique is superb; your presentation inspired.” 

“A great compliment coming from one whose own gifts 

are the best argument I’ve ever encountered for audience 

participation.” 

“I’m delighted to have met your expectations.  I take it 

you’re a Scotsman reader?” 

“The online edition.” 

“Corran has good internet access?  That will make Ethan 

happy.” 

“Is he the taller blonde who arrived with you this 

morning?” 

“He is.  Would you like to try him sometime?” 

To his surprise, she shrugged with less than the 

enthusiasm he expected from her.  “Perhaps.  We’ll see.” 

“So it was me you were after.  You followed us from 

Inchmeir.”  He rolled her over and straddled her.  “You watched 

them make me cum, didn’t you?” 

“I did.” 

“And then you came after me down to the beach.” 

“I did that, too.  As you well know.” 

“As long as we’re clear on the sequence of events.”  He 

rose and pulled her to her feet.  “You wanted me very badly.” 

“Oh, not just for the thrill!” Moira said earnestly.  

“Although you certainly were thrilling.  And not just because 
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looking at you makes me wet.”  She blew him a kiss.  “No, there 

was another reason involved.” 

“A bet?” 

She chuckled.  “Afraid not.  But I’ll tell you sometime.” 

“Fair enough.  Although I’ll be in suspense until you do.” 

“Perfect.  Will you be staying here long?”  

“A week or so.  We’re at the cottage with the lilac by the 

gate, or so I’m told.” 

“My parents are at the second cottage past yours.” 

“How very convenient.”  Mark was admiring the view as 

they climbed the path to the castle, with her in the lead.  She 

smiled at him over her shoulder. 

“I was thinking the same thing.” 

Ethan and Jess were curled up together in a lazy cuddle 

on the blanket in the great hall.  Ethan saw Mark and Moira 

coming towards them and gave the two a thumbs-up. 

“Bloody spectacular!” he said enthusiastically. 

“You watched the show, then?” 

“Part of it.”  Jess’s eyes danced.  “I don’t know what 

magic you have, that you can call up nymphs out of the cold sea, 

but it was wonderful to watch.  Almost savage.” 

“I have Moira to thank for that.  She harmonized 

perfectly with the environment.” 

“She did,” Jess agreed, sitting up and hugging the other 

girl.  The sight of their soft bodies pressed together made Mark’s 

cock twitch again in spite of the milking it had received over the 

course of the afternoon.  “Delicious lips, too.” 

“Thank you.”  Moira touched Jess’s mound gently.  “I 

admired the way you made him cum.” 

“Sometimes a boy simply has to kneel and let himself be 

serviced.” 

“I agree completely.  Is this your boy?” 

“He is.  He’s also Mark’s solicitor, so I get to tag along 

and enjoy them both.” 
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“Lucky girl!”  Moira kissed her again. 

“Lucky boy,” Ethan dissented.  He leaned over and 

joined his tongue to those of the girls.  It made for a highly erotic 

tableau, Mark thought.  “Well, mostly lucky.” 

“What does your lordship’s heart desire to make your 

luck complete?” 

“Wrong lordship.  And what I was thinking of was a hot 

shower.”  The sun had disappeared behind the castle walls, and 

without the friction of sex to keep things warm, they were 

beginning to feel the cold. 

“That would be nice,” Jess admitted.  “Moira?” 

The other girl shook her head.  “I have some work to do 

tonight.  Tomorrow?” 

“I’d love that.”  They kissed again. 

Mark chivvied them off the blanket and folded it up.  He 

added it to his backpack, then held out a hand to Moira.  “Let’s 

go.” 

“No clothes at all?” Ethan said. 

“It’s my island,” Mark pointed out.  “Nudity is legal in 

Scotland as long as no one complains, and given my position 

here, I don’t think anyone will complain.  Also, that reminds me.  

This is one of the sunniest spots in Britain.  Not that that’s saying 

much, but it’s something for those who have less.  If we have to 

have tourists in the summer, we can at least have nudist 

tourists.” 

“The Ile du Levant of the north,” Moira suggested. 

“Exactly.  Will your parents mind you strolling in 

naked?” 

“Not at all.  I’m nearly always naked at home.  So are 

they.  But I haven’t dared go naked in the village before.  Now 

that you’re here, though…” 

“I like her,” Jess said, petting Moira’s butt. 

It took them an hour to walk back to Inchmeir.  The 

afternoon sun threw their shadows ahead of them.  Crofters 
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coming in from the fields, old men and women taking their tea 

on the front steps of their cottages, fishermen whose boats had 

just docked, a half-dozen pimply tourists—they all saw the 

fifteenth Earl of Corran, whose picture had been hurriedly cut 

out of The Scotsman and taped to the window of the pub, stride 

naked through the village.  He was not obviously mad, and his 

disdain for convention was breathtaking.  More than that, some 

of them saw him take a long, lingering leave of the artists’ 

daughter outside her cottage. 

“Our dicks are sure to be all over the internet after 

tonight,” Ethan reflected. 

“Yours already is,” Jess retorted, and tugged on it.  The 

lilac bush fortunately blocked the view of anyone who might be 

watching from a distance. 

They showered luxuriously.  The cottage had been 

thoroughly renovated and boasted a large shower and bath, 

although the resulting expansion had left it with only a single 

loft bedroom.  The rest of the house was mostly set up as an 

entertaining space. 

“They didn’t stay here,” Mark said in reference to his late 

relatives, wrinkling his nose.  “This was their picnic hut when 

they stopped off for a few hours to get a break from someone’s 

superyacht.  More fools them.  Tell Maclean to stop letting this 

one.  I’ll use it until the castle is finished.” 

“You don’t think it’s a little cavernous?” 

“On the contrary.  It’s the perfect house for an 

exhibitionist.” 

The lad who delivered dinner from the pub tried not to 

stare at their nudity and failed.  But he didn’t seem hostile, 

merely curious.  “If we set a good example, they will follow,” 

Mark declared. 

There were logs behind the cottage and the fireplace was 

in working order.  Mark started a blaze, then joined the others 

on the bearskin rug in front of it.  Hideous decor, but very 
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comfortable, and it make them feel very much like they were 

living an ultra-erotic porn film.  None of them had the energy 

left for sex, though.  Petting turned into cuddling, cuddling into 

dozing.  Eventually Mark carried the others up to bed and 

slipped in between them. 

He woke early.  Golden light fell through the gable and 

across the golden bodies of his lovers.  Both slept on.  Mark had 

an idea that after nearly a week of sharing their bed, they 

wouldn’t mind waking up without him for once.  Also, for the 

first time since his arrival in Britain, he wanted to be with 

someone else. 

Downstairs, he went through the duffles and found a 

pair of Ethan’s tights and a compression shirt.  His cock was 

only half-erect and he tucked it into the pouch of the tights 

without trouble, but the feel of the spandex made it begin to 

swell.  He was grateful to the kilt for providing him with a sex-

positive option for his Scottish wardrobe, but there were much 

more arousing pieces of cloth in the world.  Warmer ones for a 

Hebridean morning, too. 

The sky outside the cottage was clear again.  Corran was 

experiencing a remarkable two straight days of sunshine.  Out in 

the bay, the fishing boats were streaming into the Atlantic.  From 

nearby fields not one but a whole choir of roosters gave tongue, 

in terrible time and worse temper, each contending to prove his 

superiority to the few contemporaries he knew.  Cock of the 

rock, indeed, thought Lord Corran, who had considerable faith 

in his own abilities along that line. 

Rather than approaching the second cottage from his 

own directly, he skirted its garden, which was enclosed by a 

high wall in places.  A small bothy lay at the far end of the 

garden, close to the beach.  Near this building was a gate, and 

Mark proceeded to peer over it. 

His lady-love of the previous day was holding a 

svanasana pose on a mat outside the bothy, clad in a skintight 
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unitard of pale blue that exposed nothing but her head.  From 

his perspective, Mark had an excellent view of the muscles of her 

legs, which had so impressed him the day before.  So she was a 

yogi.  That explained the flexibility, strength, and unmarred 

smoothness of her body.  He wanted her with a suddenness that 

surpassed even his eagerness of the day before. 

She saw him as she straightened up, and saw his arousal.  

Her smile was all the invitation he needed, and he opened the 

gate and went through to her. 

“Good morning,” she said.  “Thanks for coming.” 

“Good morning.”  Mark kissed her.  “How could I not?” 

“I hoped you would.  To be honest, I’m tremendously 

attracted to you.” 

“As am I to you.  You impressed me very much with 

your brazenness yesterday.” 

“Most guys would have commented on the sex before the 

setting.” 

Mark shook his head.  “Not to disparage you—which I 

never would—but I can get sex anytime.  I’ve had sex with a lot 

of girls.  Never have I had a girl who was a total stranger bare 

herself to me in public and offer her body first for communion—

or I should say, for communication.  You used sex as language 

rather than speech in an everyday context when almost any 

other person on this planet would have chosen differently.  That 

was extraordinary.  I will remember that moment for the rest of 

my life.” 

“You deserve it.  I’ve cum dozens of times looking at 

your pictures.  When I woke up and saw you on The Scotsman’s 

front page, shining in your beauty, so close to me, I couldn’t 

breathe.  I saw you’d been at Storr.  I went outside and saw 

Maclean’s boat leaving the harbor.  I prayed that you would 

come.  Then you did, and I saw you with your lovers, more virile 

than I’d ever imagined.  Why deny us both what we both needed 

so badly?” 
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“You’re my lover, too, you know,” Mark said, holding 

her face in both his hands.  “If you want to be.” 

“I was hoping you’d want me.” 

“I want you because you wanted me so badly that you 

cast aside all restraint and tradition and came to me.  Your 

daring inspires me.  Sex, wonderful as it is, is merely an act that 

indicates the power and freedom of the soul within.” 

“If sex is not itself the most urgent of deeds, would you 

care to join me for yoga first?” 

“I’d love to.”  Mark brushed the sand off his feet and she 

fetched a second mat.  “Any experience?” 

“Plenty.  I’ve even taught some classes in erotic yoga 

back in San Diego.” 

“Really?”  Moira’s face lit up.  “I’m part of an erotic yoga 

group at university.  All girls, though.” 

“Yeah, I always taught guys.  It’s still very segregated.  

Do you actually have recognition from the school?” 

“Certainly.  We can even schedule an exercise room for 

meetings.” 

“I tried that in supposedly liberal California and the 

administration pitched a fit.  In the end I was told it was catering 

to prurient interests and the school could not dream of 

supporting such a thing.” 

“Their loss.  Now I get to have you for a yoga partner.  

Did you usually teach in the nude?” 

“Not often.  I liked to emphasize the use of clothing not 

as apparel, but as a sex toy.  Sometimes classes would involve 

three different changes.  I’d start them in tights, have them 

discreetly change to speedos or briefs, and then later move to 

cock sheaths only.  In some of our more intense sessions, the 

wardrobe was a mesh cock sheath and anal beads.  And I taught 

some zentai classes, too.  I even made an instructional video in 

an anatomically correct unitard.” 
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“I’m sensing that you don’t mind wearing clothes as long 

as the clothes don’t actually conceal your body.” 

“That sounds right.” 

“Your dick isn’t displayed very well in those tights.  I 

have a more comfortable unitard if you’d like to change.” 

“I’d love to!” Mark said enthusiastically, and pulled her 

close again.  She felt him throb against her.  “You’re a very 

thoughtful hostess.” 

The inside of the bothy was much like Mark’s cottage, 

but on a smaller scale.  A new kitchenette and bathroom 

occupied one end of the building; the rest was open space with a 

bed tucked into one corner and paintings scattered around. 

“You do very nice work,” Mark said, his eyes sweeping 

the room approvingly.  They took in one picture in particular 

and he froze.  It showed him impaled between Ethan and Jess on 

a field of emerald grass, his body arcing between them like 

sunlight in the shape of a sword, his ejaculation a shaft of pearl 

springing from a cherry-red prick. 

“That was the work you had to do last night,” he 

managed to say at last. 

Moira, who had been rummaging around in a box and 

was now holding a ball of blue fabric in her hands, nodded.  “I 

wanted to capture it while I could still remember how you 

looked at that moment.” 

“I’m astonished by your skill in this as in other things.  

Thank you.”  He pulled his shirt and tights off and took the 

unitard from Moira, using his shirt to wipe his weeping pricktip 

before putting the suit on.  It was slightly small for him, which 

made it all the hotter to wear.  His cock filled out the sheath 

nicely. 

“Much better,” Moira said approvingly.  “Ever tried 

painted yoga?” 

“Not yet.”  Mark found himself gazing at another 

painting over the bed.  The style was different, less glossy and 
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more precise.  Folded into the details of the painting were hints 

of musical notes, horoscopes, tiny figures alluding to classical 

mythology, dozens of different varieties of crops.  Out of this 

subtle background sprang two female figures, both young, both 

nude, both with lustrous black hair.  Their gaze was intense, 

their lips close together.  Each girl rested a hand between the 

other’s legs as they embraced.  Mark looked from the painting to 

Moira, and then to the right-hand girl again. 

“You were the model.” 

“My mother’s work.  She’s far more painstaking than I 

am.” 

“It reminds me of the work of John Mason.  Who was the 

other model?” 

“That’s my girlfriend, Victoria.” 

“She’s magnificent.  You could almost be sisters in that 

painting.” 

“We look more alike when I have a better tan.  I’ve faded 

the last few months.” 

“Is she Spanish?” 

“Italian.  We met on our first day of class at the 

University of Milan.”  Moira led the way back out to the garden.  

“I’m studying art and she’s studying agriculture.  But she took 

this term off to do an internship.  I planned to spend it with her, 

but my dad broke his leg on one of his business trips.  He’s an 

antiques dealer on a very small and select scale.  And he thought 

he’d recuperate here.  His grandfather left him this place and we 

use it in the summer anyway.  So I came along to take care of 

him, since mum had a commission to finish.  We live on 

Formentera most of the time.  I’ve flown down to visit Victoria 

twice and then we’re going to be spending Christmas with her 

family in Sicily.  My parents, too.”  She slid easily into the 

warrior pose and Mark followed her lead.  “Your cock looks 

delightful in that suit.” 
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“It feels wonderful, too.”  A drop of precum from his tip 

had already forced its way through the spandex. 

For the next half-hour they gently stretched their bodies, 

admiring each other as they went, and how superb their muscles 

looked beneath the spandex.  It wiped away all minor blemishes 

and variations, idealizing the human form while physically 

stimulating it at the same time.  Then they sat and meditated 

together.  Their heels pressed into each other’s backs; they drew 

in and exchanged the same breath.  Embracing, they did not 

move.  Mark’s lycra-covered shaft was an inch from Moira’s 

lycra-covered mound.  Both youths leaked through their 

unitards onto the mat.  They ignored these manifestations, 

letting their desire build.  They did not even caress one another. 

Eventually they moved apart, shuddering as they 

released the invisible chain of pleasure that bound them, and 

stretched again.  This time they used none of the recognized 

postures, but flaunted their bodies, stroking themselves 

everywhere but their genitals while thrusting their groins out 

towards each other.  It was a graceful, complex, and wholly lewd 

tease—until Moira did a backbend.  The thoughts her position 

inspired were too much for Mark. 

His fingers stroked their way up her thighs, and she 

purred.  With great care, in order to keep her from cumming too 

soon, he reached for the tiny, slightly darker strip of cloth at the 

apex of her legs.  As he suspected, it folded aside, allowing him 

to release the tiny zipper beneath it. 

“Oh, fuck,” Moira said, feeling her sex exposed to the 

cool morning air. 

Mark stood and straddled her.  He placed his slick 

cockhead just within her lips.  Both of them were soaked from 

their excitement, and the spandex covering Mark’s erection did 

nothing but add an extra frisson to the penetration as he entered 

her.  All he had to do was kneel slightly to ravage her.  Up and 

down he squatted, his sheathed cock sheathing itself in her over 
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and over.  Moira was perfectly balanced beneath him in spite of 

her eagerness.  He could hear how fast she was breathing, 

wanting release.  Barely moving inside her, he ground his 

spandex-covered groin against hers.  The pressure and friction 

on her clit was too much for her to bear.  She came, wetting the 

spandex even more.  Her quivers sent Mark over the edge, and 

he felt the veins on his cock swell as orgasm hit him.  Trying to 

ignore it, he locked his fingers firmly together behind his head.  

He stopped moving.  His cock simply pumped cum into Moira.  

For a minute, he actually felt dizzy, something that almost never 

happened to him during sex.  Moira gasped, and the strangled 

passion her moan revealed triggered a final spurt from Mark. 

“Is this how your erotic yoga classes usually went?” he 

asked when he could speak again. 

“Not entirely.”  Moira’s body was shaking from the 

second cum that had hit her on feeling Mark’s seed soaking into 

her.  “We were almost always nude.” 

“Would you like to try it again in the nude?” 

“God, I just want you to strip me and make me cum 

again!” she suddenly cried. 

Mark pulled out of her abruptly and made her scream.  

Then she hissed as he lifted her to her feet and thrust his hands 

beneath the neckline of her unitard, unzipping it and tugging it 

down in one swift, powerful movement, baring her body to the 

waist.  Another tug and she stepped out of the fabric and kicked 

it aside.  Mark nearly ripped his own suit off, much less 

gracefully given his haste.  He scooped Moira up in his arms and 

lay down with her, kneeling between her legs, fucking her hard, 

aiming to make her cum.  She did, three times in a row.  A 

thought struck him and he changed positions, scissoring with 

her while still thrusting.  The changed angle of penetration put 

an exquisite pressure on his shaft.  It also allowed him to place 

one foot over Moira’s mouth as he fucked her.  She devoured his 

toes feverishly, when she wasn’t kissing or licking his broad, 
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firm sole. In turn, she started fucking his mouth with her toes.  

Mark lost count of how many times she came before he buried 

himself again and spurted into her.  He did collapse after that, 

lying on the mat, getting his breath back, holding her feet to his 

chest.  In time, he realized she was still kissing his toes 

mechanically, too. 

Applause roused them both.  Ethan and Jess were 

standing at the gate, clapping.  Jess even whistled.  Ethan held 

up a camera.  “We got it all!” 

“Great job!” Mark called.  It was one of the most perfect 

mornings of his life.  He pulled Moira upright and kissed her.  

“Want to come collect some more inspiration with us today?” 

“I’d love that.” 

Moira whipped up eggs and bacon on her stove and 

Ethan made sandwiches.  In half an hour they were strolling 

along the east coast of the island for a day on the sunny south 

side.  As they passed out of sight of Inchmeir, Maclean met them 

coming from the opposite direction.  His eyebrows remained 

perfectly level when he noticed that none of them were wearing 

anything. 

“A good morning to your lordship,” he called out, 

halting his cart.  “I wanted to have a word with ye about the 

shooting.” 

“Here?  I wasn’t aware there was any.” 

“Ah, now that’s the problem.  Traditionally there were 

always a few birds reared here, for an annual shoot on opening 

day in August.  Rather a point of boasting, it was, to shoot over 

your own island to mark the day.  But it’s one of those things 

that the declining generations of Corrans have been neglectful 

of.” 

“Then we’ll revive that tradition, as long as it doesn’t 

interfere with the farms.” 

“Most of the land is pasture or heather scrub.  Plenty of 

space and food for birds.” 
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“Then we’ll bring in some grouse, pheasant, and quail.  

Do what you think best with the numbers.” 

“Very good, your lordship.”  Maclean put the cart in gear 

and purred away. 

“He took that well,” Ethan said.  The girls had romped 

ahead while Mark had been speaking to Maclean. 

“I think I offer him a lot more things that he likes than 

things that he dislikes.  If Corran is finally run by an earl who 

intends to keep up the family traditions, and whose primary 

allegiance is to Scotland rather than the London Stock Exchange, 

a little nudity is a small price to pay for that.” 

“Sir Patrick is not nearly as pragmatic.  The Sun 

published our nudes from yesterday.  The Earl of Corran is now 

the most desired man in the world.” 

“One should always aspire to be the desire of all 

desired.” 

“You wouldn’t believe how many new propositions Jess 

and I have gotten from having been in a picture with you.” 

“I would.  Humans are terrifyingly predictable.  What 

method did you employ in calming Sir Patrick?” 

“I told him to take the position that nudity is legal in 

Scotland and how dare anyone question the right of Lord Corran 

to dress or undress as he pleases on land that has belonged to his 

family for hundreds of years.  He seemed impressed by that 

argument.” 

“Sir Patrick, you see, contains a strain of the same stuff as 

Maclean.  Both are conservative in the sense that they have an 

instinctive respect for aristocracy.  And aristocrats, as 

Superintendent Battle pointed out, don’t stop to think about 

what other people might think, they just do whatever comes into 

their heads.” 

“Meaning that Sir Patrick and Maclean interpret your 

deviance as a sign of inherent nobility.” 
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“Which Terry Pratchett in turn defined as having 

millions of people butchered or tortured to death merely for 

reasons of expediency and pride.” 

“Traditionally, that’s very noble behavior.”  Ahead of 

them, the girls were eating one another out atop a large boulder. 

“While we’re on the subject of noble behavior, what 

residential properties do I have outside the United Kingdom?” 

“Townhouses in Brussels and Paris.  Condo in Stuttgart.  

A chateau in Gascony, largely falling to pieces.  Chalet in Gstaad.  

Two condos in Hong Kong.  A villa in Beverly Hills.  Townhouse 

and condo in Manhattan.  Condo in Miami.” 

“What a revolting mess,” Mark said in disgust.  “Tell Sir 

Patrick to get rid of everything except the Gascony property.  

Move it as quickly as possible, as long as there’s no huge 

financial loss.  And keep the cash in a current account that I can 

draw on.” 

Ethan had his phone out and was taking notes.  “Where 

are you going to live?” 

“In the long run, I’ll probably go back to Sedona.  For the 

next few weeks, have Sir Patrick find a nice house in La Jolla.  

Pool, hot tub, several bedrooms, walking distance to Black’s 

Beach.  Have him take a longer lease if necessary to get 

something good.  How’s he proceeding on liquidating the 

London properties?” 

“He’s entertaining offers.  It will be weeks before 

anything moves, and of course he doesn’t want to depress the 

market.” 

“Slight change of plans.  Continue proceeding with the 

Scottish land purchases, but also start buying on Formentera.  If 

Sir Patrick can get hold of a large property through a back 

channel, so much the better.  If he has to send in a local agent to 

go door to door making offers, he can do that too.” 

“Buy everything?” 
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“Buy everything.  Buy Formentera.  It’s a nice spot and I 

have a dislike for letting nice spots be overrun by suburbanites 

in trousers.” 

“Your late relatives are spinning in their very expensive 

caskets at the thought of their money being used to buy property 

that will be left idle.” 

“Good.  Screw them.  Also, send a million each to The 

Intercept and Wikipedia.  And find the scientist who created the 

DRACO antiviral and offer him anything he likes to resume the 

research program on condition that they immediately start 

human trials.  We can easily find a country that will sanction it if 

we throw enough money at the government.” 

“To hear is to obey.”  By this time they had reached the 

boulder.  The girls had moved on.   “Should we follow their 

example?” Ethan said, darting lightly onto it. 

Mark dropped his backpack. “Why not?” 

Each of the boys found it delectable to feel his smooth 

hardness sliding in and out of his lover’s mouth.  Female 

softness and male hardness: complementary parts of life, neither 

of which could be ignored without loss.  Balance and rhythm 

under the sun.  Until it was interrupted. 

“Get off that fookin’ rock!” a voice bellowed. 

Mark sprang up.  He flung his hair back, letting it ripple 

like a thundercloud slashed with tiny lightnings.  His cock was a 

pillar wet with his lover’s worship, unbearably masculine.  

“Why?” he snapped, in a voice that echoed off the hill in the 

distance. 

The crofter’s jaw dropped.  His face, already pink with 

outrage, turned dull red with the sudden realization that 

whatever hatred and disgust he was feeling, he would have to 

keep it to himself.  Everyone on Corran had seen the Scotsman 

picture in the pub window by now. 
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“Get off my land,” Mark said.  The man turned and 

almost ran away.  Mark held out a hand for Ethan.  “And that’s 

how you live nude.  No apologies for standing on your rights.” 

For the rest of the day they lived that sentiment.  At the 

girls’ suggestion, Mark and Ethan switched off with them at 

every place they stopped.  Each would eat his partner to an 

orgasm, then trade.  Whenever they paused for a longer time to 

admire a view or have a snack, though, they tended to pair off.  

Ethan was enjoying being Jess’s boyfriend again after their brief 

separation, and both were sensitive to the remarkable sexual 

chemistry developing between Mark and Moira.  Watching them 

was simply breathtaking.  And Jess was loud in praise of Moira’s 

oral talents.  Ethan admitted that—he’d blown one of his loads 

into her mouth, which she’d immediately snowballed with 

Jess—but it seemed to him as if she preferred to have Mark 

inside her pussy. 

Mark didn’t meet Moira’s father, to whom she’d 

previously alluded, until two days later.  Winter weather had 

closed in on Corran after that memorable afternoon, and apart 

from an impromptu photoshoot in the fog, Lord Corran and his 

party had kept indoors.  Mark was seated on a chair in the 

middle of Moira’s bothy.  Moira was seated on his lap, facing 

him, gently riding his erection.  Behind them, the door clicked 

open, and a very handsome man walked in, naked except for a 

pair of brief running shorts.  He was short, but very muscular, 

shaped like a bodybuilder who hadn’t overdone the bulking.  

With his usual attention to detail, Mark noticed that the man’s 

bare feet left wet footprints on the tile that displayed a pair of 

very sensually-curved soles. 

“Moira?”  The man’s eyes adjusted to the light.  “Sorry, 

honey.”  He didn’t look embarrassed at all.  “Your mum called 

and asked us to ship her the temple painting she was working 

on last summer.  Do you know where it is?” 
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Moira thought about this.  She didn’t stop moving her 

hips, so Mark didn’t stop thrusting into her.  “Left side of the 

attic, farthest gable.  It has a Sanskrit name painted on the box 

that I don’t recall.” 

“Thanks.”  He actually came right up to them.  “Is this 

the new Lord Corran?” 

“This is Mark, yes.  Mark, this is my dad, Michael 

Donovan.” 

“A pleasure, Lord Corran.”  They shook hands.  Mark 

realized he’d never done that during sex before.  “I can see my 

daughter’s a very lucky girl.” 

Moira smiled at him mischievously.  “You have no idea, 

dad.” 

“I can guess, though,” Michael mused, his eyes clearly 

drawn to the sight of Mark’s cock ravaging his daughter’s cunt.  

He leaned over and pecked her on the cheek.  “Have fun, you 

two.”  Then he turned and walked out. 

“Wow,” Mark said. 

“Impressed with my dad?” 

“Very.” 

“I can tell.  Your dick just got harder inside me.”  Mark 

realized it had. 

“You want to do my dad,” Moira said, staring into his 

eyes. 

“I want your dad,” Mark agreed, and kissed her fiercely.  

His prick went rigid.  He came almost painfully from the 

tightness that squeezed him as she came in unison with him. 

“Oh, God,” Moira said, huskily.  Mark kept right on 

fucking her.  “You absolutely have to do my dad.” 

“You want me to?” 

“I want you to.  And trust me,” she murmured, breathing 

low into his ear, “he’s fantastic.” 

“You’ve had him?” 
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“Could you resist a stud like that?  Clearly not.  But we 

only indulge each other from time to time these days.  Mostly.  

Just bonding.  I don’t want to deprive my mum, after all.  Or his 

other lovers.” 

“That’s how a creature as sexual as you are survived all 

this time away from your girlfriend.  And how you helped out 

your dad while he was injured.  Fuck.”  He picked her up, 

carried her over the bed, and proceeded to do exactly that to her. 

Her dad remained invisible after that encounter until the 

day before they left.  Ethan was on the phone, making last-

minute arrangements with Sir Patrick.  Moira was bound to the 

bed in Mark’s cottage, while Jess leisurely worked her over with 

every penetrating, vibrating, or electrifying gadget she’d 

brought.  Mark put on a speedo and sweatshirt and strolled 

down to the beach. 

The sun was setting in the west, throwing a dozen layers 

of shadow and texture across the clouds in the distance.  He and 

Moira had made love in Corran Castle again that afternoon; a 

morning fog bank had lifted to give them perfect weather one 

more time.  The last warmth of the season hung in the air.  Mark 

felt that summer was definitely over.  Already his fantasies were 

racing ahead to woodland and desert, to slim, bare brown bodies 

flashing across the sand and through the trees.  Mounting naked 

on horseback, losing control and juicing all over themselves from 

the nonstop stimulation.  Plunging naked into the Colorado, 

coupling in the middle of the Gila.  Corran called to him, but 

cedar and mesquite were more a part of his heritage than 

heather and pine. 

He heard the pebbles rattle as someone came across the 

beach towards him.  It was Moira’s father.  He was wearing the 

same style of almost-invisible shorts he had sported at their 

previous meeting, but in a different color, and, like Mark, a 

sweatshirt.  Michael sat down next to him, and they traded 

glances, but neither said anything for a while.  Instead, they 
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watched the fishing boats coming back from their day’s work in 

the distance. 

“You’ve made Moira very happy this past week,” 

Michael said.  “Thank you for that.  She’s missed Victoria 

deeply, though she tries not to show it.” 

“It’s hard for someone so young and virile to spend the 

summer in comparative isolation.” 

“I’ve done what I could for her.  To be frank, it was 

usually her taking the lead.  But I know it’s not enough.  She’s a 

potent girl.” 

“You clearly raised her right.  When did you first start 

making love to her?” 

“On her thirteenth birthday.  Not that we took her 

virginity.  She’d been sexually active since she was nine.”  

Michael gave a somewhat sheepish laugh.  “From what she’s 

said about you, I suppose you’d say we set her a good example.  

Naked ninety percent of the time, making love whenever we 

wanted, not minding if she watched us.  She’d been begging us 

to include her for over a year before that, but Kate insisted that 

we play it safe and wait until she was legal.  This was before 

Spain regressed on the age of consent.  So on her birthday, we 

both made love to her for the first time, and we’ve never looked 

back since, except to fondly remember the memories.  After the 

first few months of discovery, it was mostly an occasional thing.  

She took what she learned from us and started applying it to her 

own friends.  But it’s something special to return to, always.” 

“Do you have any other kids?” 

“No, my wife has strong views on overpopulation and 

never meant to have children in the first place.  But the summer 

we met in Ibiza, I was seventeen and she was only sixteen, and 

we got carried away.  Besides, having been brought up by good 

Irish parents, we didn’t exactly have easy access to birth control.  

We discovered our families lived just minutes apart outside 

Belfast at home, and when Moira came along, it was only natural 
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for us to get married.  I’m very glad, though, that Kate got to 

pass her sensuality on to her daughter.” 

“I’ve got three siblings.  Our parents welcomed all of us 

into their sex play once we were old enough to understand it 

and want it.  When we asked them to share it with us.  That 

double bond of family love and personal love is an incredible 

thing.” 

“Why not reinforce something good with something else 

good?” 

Mark nodded.  “And, because they weren’t Irish, how to 

play safe was one of the first things we ever learned about sex.”  

He chuckled.  They watched the last of the boats swing round 

into the harbor.  A sailboat scudded south in the distance. 

“Would you like to come inside?” Michael asked.  The air 

was quickly becoming chilled. 

“I would,” Mark said.  He admired the older man’s 

strong legs and shapely feet, fully recovered from his accident, 

as he followed him up the garden path to the cottage.  Inside, it 

was the temperature of Sedona in the summer.  A small peat fire 

smouldered on the hearth.  Bright lights and an abundance of 

paintings, old furniture, and books suggested the hobbies of 

home’s occupants.  A cheerful chaos. 

Michael turned around.  Mark stepped forward and 

kissed him. 

Their lovemaking was slow at first.  Neither bothered to 

undress, instead savoring the feel of each other’s hard muscles 

beneath their scanty clothing.  Michael was a muscle jock, and 

his passion for the male body was evident in everything he did.  

He began by worshiping Mark’s athlete feet, sucking every toe 

individually.  Kissing his way up Mark’s legs, he stripped the 

boy’s torso, ignoring the erection that was struggling against his 

too-small speedo, and proceeded to taste Mark’s abs, pecs, and 

nipples in detail.  They shone in the light from his polishing. 
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He ground the nylon bulge of his shorts against Mark’s 

speedo-sheathed boner.  Both males could feel every spasm as 

their erections spurted precum into their ridiculous little 

garments.  Their bodies were hot against one another, and Mark 

felt Michael’s hunger for him, a testament to how desirable this 

beautiful man found him, which in turn made him long for 

Michael even more.  Lip to lip, cock to cock, their hands 

squeezing each other’s muscles, they strove to express physically 

an emotion which they could not capture in words.  When this 

emotion grew to be too much for Michael to endure so passively, 

he spun around and gagged the younger man with his nylon-

clad shaft while taking Mark’s in his own mouth.  They nibbled 

at one another, straining to give and gain sensation in an act that 

deliberately reduced it in order to prolong their need. 

Eventually, Michael rose to his knees and slid his shorts 

from his hips.  His wet shaft glistened gold.  Mark, panting, 

allowed Michael to remove his speedo, his own prick so hard 

that it jutted free of his body.  Michael dropped the speedo, took 

hold of Mark’s ankles, and placed his cock against Mark’s hole. 

And stopped. 

His eyes locked with Mark’s.  He waited. 

Mark breathed deeply, letting himself relax, giving 

himself over to submission for once. 

With perfect aim, Michael dropped a strand of spit 

directly onto Mark’s hole.  His cockhead popped in without 

resistance.  The diver shuddered. 

Michael plucked a vial of oil from a nearby stool and 

opened it, letting the golden liquid within it drip slowly onto his 

erection, and he slid into Mark all the way.  Mark let out a single 

sigh.  Relief?  Satisfaction?  The breaching of a limit?  He clasped 

his hands behind his head and allowed his lover’s father to take 

him, feeling exalted by Michael’s recognition of the intensity of 

his relationship with Moira.  Michael’s steady, precise thrusts 

against his prostate forced drop after drop of precum from 
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Mark’s neglected, half-hard cock, while his tongue action 

applied to Mark’s soles made the boy nearly delirious.  No 

wonder Moira is a mistress of the art, Mark reflected.  Another 

thought flickered across his mind, to be shelved for later 

consideration as Michael began to change positions.  He put 

Mark’s feet down and grasped his hips instead, drawing the 

diver farther onto his hardon.  Stretching out his own legs, he 

bent and took Mark’s cock in his mouth while still fucking him. 

Now the thrusts Mark was receiving changed.  They 

became harder and more irregular.  Michael was compensating 

for the delicious blowjob he was giving Mark by making the 

fuck more distracting.  At the same time, the repeated pressure 

on Mark’s prostate was sending hormones flooding through his 

body, making him need to cum at the same time that it would be 

harder for him to cum.  Mark was perfectly familiar with this 

technique.  He’d used it himself many, many times.  He knew 

the only way to beat it was to let his body and mind relax and 

his reflexes take over.  He would cum, in time. 

He felt his body climbing slowly towards orgasm.  He 

ignored it and thought about Moira’s desperation as he fucked 

her, the softness of Jess’s lips, the taste of Ethan’s cum.  What he 

couldn’t ignore was the sudden stiffening of Michael’s dick 

inside him, the abrupt surge of slipperiness in his guts.  The 

thrusting stopped.  In the absence of that minor discomfort, his 

prick gave up its own load to Michael.  For a brief instant, they 

were pumping into one another simultaneously. 

Michael didn’t swallow.  When Mark finally stopped 

shooting, he slid his arms under the boy’s shoulders and drew 

him upright, still impaled on his cock.  He kissed him, feeding 

his own load back into him.  Mark accepted it tenderly. 

They stayed wrapped in each other’s arms in front of the 

fire for a very long time. 
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Chapter 7 
 

 

“Much better,” Mark said approvingly, walking down 

the steps onto the tarmac at San Diego International.  He had 

overruled Sir Patrick’s cost-consciousness and chartered a 

Gulfstream V direct from Edinburgh to San Diego.  Jess had left 

the Jaguar in the capable hands of Kathleen, who had flown up 

from London to drive it back after spending a busy night in bed 

with the three of them.  The return flight had lasted eleven 

hours, but all three passengers had renewed their membership 

in the mile high club within the first hour.  Mark and Ethan had 

literally fucked Jess into a stupor, then devoted hours to a slow 

sucking of one another’s cocks.  They too had faded off after a 

while, before awakening to hot showers and morning caresses. 

“I agree,” Jess said.  The pilots, not unattractive men, 

couldn’t take their eyes off her.  She wore a strapless sundress 

with a very high hem and flip-flops.  Nothing else.  Ethan and 

Mark, in tight polos and short shorts, looked like flawless frat 

boys, as usual.  It was a typical California day, the weather 

begging them to get naked immediately.  They strolled through 

the terminal and found Mark’s Jeep waiting for them at the curb. 

“Where are we going?” Mark asked, swinging out into 

traffic. 

“La Jolla Farms.”  Ethan punched the address into his 

phone and held the resulting map up for Mark to see. 

“Did you ask Jeff and Braden to keep today free?” 
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“I did, and they did.  Have them meet us there?”  Mark 

nodded. 

“I can’t wait to meet these two,” Jess said.  “They must be 

something special.” 

“One of them’s a radical academic and the other one’s the 

most obliging hotelier I’ve ever met.  And their sexual 

enthusiasm is like yours and Ethan’s.” 

“You might have a little trouble with Braden, though,” 

Ethan suggested.  “He hinted that he’s not very experienced 

with girls, and Jeff rather confirmed that.” 

“I’ll be gentle,” Jess purred.  “But I’ll make him want 

seconds, too.” 

The house Sir Patrick had hurriedly rented turned out to 

be a sprawling five-bedroom single-level that combined 

masonry and stucco with sleek, modernist hardwoods.  The pool 

area was lavish.  Jess was nude in five seconds.  She ran across 

the patio and took a plunging dive into the pool, a brilliant 

streak underwater, a golden lance spearing a lapis body. 

“I love watching her,” Ethan said, reluctantly helping 

Mark carry their bags into the master bedroom. 

“I don’t blame you.” 

“I thought for a bit you might bring Moira back with 

you.” 

“Moira has a girlfriend.” 

“But you want her, too.” 

“I would like something more with her, yes.” 

Ethan pulled his friend’s shirt off.  “Maybe she’ll give it 

to you.” 

“I hope so,” Mark admitted, lowering Ethan’s shorts.  As 

he did so, Ethan’s phone buzzed in his pocket. 

“Braden says they’re almost here,” Ethan noted.  Mark 

went to the front door and opened it expectantly.  Nothing.  A 

fat man standing on a lawn across the street kept glancing in his 



130 

 

direction, not quite willing to believe that the nudists had 

invaded his neighborhood. 

“This isn’t Europe,” Ethan reminded him from behind 

the door. 

“Fortunately, I brought my attorney and will sue on civil 

rights grounds.” 

An engine revved in the distance.  The sound built, then 

dropped and faded as a silver Porsche convertible coasted to a 

stop in front of the house.  Braden was behind the wheel.  He 

hopped over the door, revealing a simple black speedo—with a 

zipper down the front.  Jeff sported a white suit that buckled on 

one hip.  Both boys were naked otherwise. 

“Welcome back,” Jeff said.  “I see you didn’t end up with 

a frozen twosome.”  Mark chuckled and drew him in for a hug.  

He relished the feel of the smaller twock in his arms.  For better 

body contact, he unsnapped Jeff’s speedo and let it fall away.  

Their cocks grew instantly as they kissed. 

“Is that how Californians always greet visitors?” a voice 

asked.  Jess strolled in from the pool, her silhouette dusky 

against the gleaming Pacific sunshine outside, water beading on 

her skin.  “Ethan, they’re beautiful!” 

“Told you so,” Ethan smirked. 

Jeff advanced to meet her.  “We’re not California boys, 

actually, but our kind of greeting is better.”  He accompanied his 

kiss with a hand between her legs.  Her fingers danced over his 

erection. 

“That certainly is the best introduction I’ve had in a long 

time,” Jess said with a happy sigh as she broke off the kiss.  “I 

can tell we’re going to get along famously.” 

“I look forward to getting to know you more…deeply.” 

Jess laughed. “And this is your boyfriend Braden?” 

“Yes, come say hello to him.”  Jeff led her over to a 

somewhat shell-shocked Braden, who was the only one of the 

group still clothed.  Ethan stroked his back reassuringly. 
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“He’s even better looking than you are,” Jess said 

candidly to Jeff. 

“Oh, I agree completely.  He gets in front of the camera 

every now and then and I get very much more in love with him 

every time.” 

“He’s so sweet,” Jess cooed.  Braden was blushing.  

“Come on, let’s get you more comfortable.”  With great 

gentleness, she unzipped his speedo and let it fall to his ankles.  

His dick immediately expanded upward, passing through the 

horizontal, bobbing there for a moment.  Jess knelt and stared at 

it.  She blew teasingly on his cocktip.  Braden grew again, all the 

way to vertical, and Jess leaned in to kiss him right where his 

shaft and balls joined. 

“Oh, oh, oh,” Braden moaned.  Jeff and Ethan held him 

steady.  He was very sensitive and very vocal.  When Jess took 

him in her mouth, he became so noisy that Jeff was forced to 

silence him with a kiss.  He put up a second round of squirming 

after she pulled off. 

“You’re warming up nicely,” Jess remarked, and kissed 

him.  He kissed her back, hard.  Abruptly, Ethan jerked him 

away. 

“That’s my girlfriend you’re making out with,” he said.  

Braden looked stunned, then confused as Ethan frenched him.  

Jess went back to toying with his shaft.  At last Ethan let go and 

looked Braden in the eye.  “Go make love to her.” 

“Come along,” Jess said, taking a firm grip of Braden’s 

penis.  “You belong in the water anyway.”  She led him off to the 

pool. 

“That’s hot,” Mark said. 

“He needs the practice,” Jeff remarked.  “I sometimes 

have to really persuade him to get him into group play when 

there are girls involved.  Not that he doesn’t want the sex, but 

he’s still not entirely comfortable with the idea of letting go of 

his old self-image completely.” 
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“He might be mostly gay,” Ethan suggested.  The three of 

them walked out to the pool and lay down on one of the large 

beds abutting it, which gave them an excellent view of Braden 

and Jess sitting on the edge of the pool, giggling and fondling 

each other. 

“He’s not,” Jeff said decisively.  “You saw how he 

reacted when she touched him.  His body responds like a total 

three on the scale.  But he was raised to think that he has to be 

either a zero or a six, and he’s not a zero, so he must be a six.” 

Mark snorted.  “She’ll dispel that illusion pretty fast.”  

They watched Jess slide into the water and resurface between 

Braden’s legs.  The look on his face was entirely abandoned. 

“He should be toe-fucking her,” Ethan observed. 

“Not a bad idea,” Jeff said.  He rolled onto his back and 

took Mark’s cock between his feet.  Ethan repositioned himself 

and began footing Jeff, while Mark got to encircle Ethan with his 

toes. 

“I never understand why guys think of jerking each other 

off with their hands but not with their feet,” Ethan said.  “Why 

not mix things up?” 

“We do a pretty good job of mixing things up.  Like last 

night.  Say when you and I were lying there trading tongue, 

while Jess and Kathleen were taking turns riding us.” 

“One of my favorite positions,” Ethan said cheekily.  

“Come to think of it, we did that one on Corran, too.  Up on the 

hill.  With Moira mounted on you instead of Kathleen.” 

“The same Moira with whom you took that very erotic 

sunset photo?” Jeff inquired, interested. 

“The same.”  Mark proceeded to fill Jeff in on the details 

of his latest conquest.  By the time he’d finished, Jeff’s soles were 

slippery with his precum.  The memory of a girl that 

promiscuous was enough to make him shoot almost 

immediately.  Jeff, noticing that Mark’s juices were going to 
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waste, licked some of them off one of his feet, and then changed 

positions so he could suck them directly out of the source. 

“Jeff likes that story,” Ethan said, copying Jeff’s change of 

position.  “His dick is ridiculously hard.”  He probed at Jeff’s 

cockslit with his tongue.  Jeff stiffened and growled into Mark’s 

prick, and Mark reacted by deepthroating Ethan.  In the pool, 

Jess was sitting on a ledge underneath the water, moaning.  

Braden broke the surface in front of her, gasping, kissed her 

passionately, and disappeared again.  Jess came for the third 

time as he ate her out underwater.  That made her two up on 

him so far, she thought.  He’d bragged that he could stay 

underwater—and suck a cock—for two minutes straight.  

Apparently he could use his tongue alone for even longer 

periods. 

“The part of the story that makes me most excited,” Jeff 

said slowly, pulling off Mark’s erection for long enough to talk, 

“is that you had both her and her father.  Not so unusual by 

itself, but still hot.  But they’d both had each other before.” 

“Often,” Mark confirmed. 

“And both of you were also welcomed into sexual 

maturity by one or both of your parents.  Both of you had sex 

with your siblings as well, correct?” 

“My sister and I only hooked up a few times as 

teenagers,” Ethan said.  “She felt uncomfortable about it as she 

got older.  Has a fetish for respectability.” 

“My brother and I also lost our virginity to each other, 

though, like Ethan’s sister, he got tired of it after a certain point.  

But it still happened in both our cases.  The three of us, and 

Moira, are a living, cumming refutation of the Westermarck 

effect.” 

“What conclusion do you draw from that?” Mark asked. 

“That the Westermarck effect doesn’t exist,” Jeff said 

irritably, his words seemingly jerked out of him by Ethan’s 

clever manipulation of his balls.  “Or that, insofar as it’s 
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observed, it’s the result of social conditioning.  It’s not an innate 

behavior.  Humans are designed to be highly sexual.  Any built-

in tendency to avoid sex with certain persons would contradict 

that design.” 

“In other words,” Mark said, “when libido is high 

enough, it overrides social conditioning.” 

“The ninety-day rule in the Royal Navy,” Ethan gasped. 

“And when everyone, or mostly everyone, has a high 

libido, nobody imposes social conditioning to prevent incest, 

except for safety reasons.” 

“Meaning that the rarity or frequency of it depends on 

the average libido in a population,” Jeff chuckled.  He took a 

moment to scratch at Mark’s frenulum.  “And is thereby 

connected to how egalitarian and nonviolent that particular 

society is.” 

Mark sighed.  “Having grown up with three siblings and 

a cousin, I can tell you that our personalities were the biggest 

thing that made us periodically unattractive to each other.  Not 

our body chemistry.  Which some people claim is behind incest 

aversion.  Falsely.” 

Braden now had Jess up against the side of the pool and 

was fucking her.  He was trying to fuck her quickly, but his hips 

could only move so fast due to the resistance of the water.  This 

gave her a deeply satisfying experience, one for which he had to 

work very hard.  She felt his whole body waver when he came, 

then the pulsing of his slender shaft as his orgasm forced a 

generous amount of cum through it and into her.  The release 

did nothing for him except to make him kiss her more urgently.  

He kept right on fucking. 

“He’s really quite fantastic when he gets over his 

inhibitions,” Ethan said. 

“He’s the most tender and at the same time the most 

overwhelming lover I’ve ever known.  And he has a wild side 
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when he chooses to unleash it.  I’m hoping this project will 

succeed in bringing it out in him more often.” 

“He’s on board?” Mark asked. 

“He’s not certain, but he’s definitely fascinated by it.  I 

think after today he’ll be unable to resist.”  They heard a splash 

as Jess hoisted herself out of the pool and darted across the patio 

with Braden in hot pursuit.  Jess grabbed a yoga mat and spread 

it out, then went down on all fours.  Braden almost threw 

himself on her.  There was nothing to stop him now from 

fucking her as hard as he possibly could, and he did.  Jess cried 

out from what sounded like a continuous orgasm. 

“Holy fuck,” Ethan said, transfixed by the sight of his 

girlfriend being jackhammered by the beautiful, seemingly 

delicate blonde boy.  He arched his back and rammed his dick 

into Mark’s mouth, showing his appreciation for the live show in 

a very tangible way.  The taste of his cum set Mark off.  Some of 

his load trickled out of the corners of Jeff’s mouth, a rare lapse 

for the blonde.  Still incredibly turned on, Mark grabbed Jeff and 

kissed him eagerly, licking up the cum he had missed.  That 

triggered Jeff, who gave a strangled laugh that was half-gagged 

by Mark’s tongue as Ethan kneaded his jism out of him with not 

one but two hands on his balls. 

“I think we need a swim,” Jeff suggested after their 

tongues had removed the last traces of their tripling.  The boys 

dove into the water and stroked across the pool, then came back 

again and floated, watching Braden expend himself into Jess a 

third time, followed by the two of them collapsing into a heap of 

limbs. 

“Time for lunch,” Ethan concluded. 

Lunch turned out to be grilled Mediterranean-style lamb 

gyros, which Ethan prepared personally, Braden assisting.  He’d 

had the fridge stocked in advance by the management company.  

Jeff put Bailey’s and ice cream into a blender and made 

milkshakes.  Mark laid Jess on the table and licked Braden’s load 
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out of her, then walked over and fed it back to the twink, who 

accepted it without hesitation. 

“Mark,” Braden said thoughtfully.  “I’m going to try to 

be a better three.”  He smiled. 

“I’m glad,” Mark replied.  “You have no idea how hot it 

was to watch you two.  You’re such a perfect twink.  To see you 

pounding Jess that hard…it was so unrestrained and masculine.  

Sex pouring through you.  I hope I see you fuck many more 

girls.” 

“I hope you’ll fuck me, too,” Braden said.  He didn’t 

blush this time but stared straight at Mark. 

“You like being fucked?” 

“I like fucking and being fucked.” 

“I can’t wait.” 

“Less flirting!  More cooking!”  Ethan called out, 

smacking Braden lightly on the butt. 

Lunch was followed by Jeff hooking up a computer to the 

TV in the great room.  Getting the computer had been an 

adventure in itself.  Jeff had been about to go out to their car to 

get it, but Braden volunteered to go instead.  Then he turned to 

Jess.  “Would you like to come with me?” 

“I’d love to,” Jess said, springing up.  He took her hand 

and they walked out the front door together, still naked.  It was a 

quiet street and no one was about.  Braden fetched his 

boyfriend’s laptop from the trunk of his car, while Jess 

exaggeratedly kept watch, posing for the pictures Mark was 

snapping.  Instead of coming back up the walk, however, Braden 

stopped and drew Jess in for a kiss.  Not satisfied, he hoisted her 

up onto the car and knelt down in front of her. 

“This is my dream car,” he said to her.  “I’ve never had 

sex with a girl on it before.”  Then he licked her. 

“I think she’s freeing his potential,” Ethan grinned.  

“That horny little fucker.” 
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It wasn’t a token gesture, either.  Braden licked Jess 

gently until she came.  Several cars drove by, but he was largely 

hidden behind the Porsche, and a naked girl on a convertible is 

by no means an uncommon sight in southern California.  Only 

after she’d been satisfied by him—again!—did he lead her back 

to the house.  Jeff immediately took him in his arms. 

“Thank you for that,” he whispered. 

“I’ve always been afraid to show much interest in girls 

because it seemed like cheating on who I was,” Braden said 

quietly.  “That’s what the gays always made me feel.” 

“Maybe another guy would interpret it that way.  That 

you are growing more sexual and more free only makes you 

more desirable to me.” 

After he managed to separate himself from his 

fascinating boyfriend, Jeff switched his laptop on and pulled up 

a presentation on the big screen.  The others sprawled across a 

very modern and sexually accommodating sofa, watching him.  

Braden was nestled in Mark’s arms, Mark’s semi-swollen 

manhood between his thighs. 

“Right,” Jeff said.  “Let’s begin.  Mark has asked me, 

because of my studies on land use and subsistence agriculture, 

and because of my general taste for skulduggery, to devise a 

plan for the better employment of the Corran fortune.  This plan 

involves gaining both physical and political control of an area of 

the American west to use it as a base for establishing a genuinely 

free and progressive society.  A social experiment, in other 

words.  Sexual freedom and nudity are of course a part of that, 

and the most visible part of that in this case.  But at a cultural 

level, sexually permissive behaviors and nudity tend to be 

accompanied by low interpersonal violence, high creativity, a 

rejection of urban environments, an agricultural lifestyle, and 

strong individual autonomy combined with voluntary empathy 

and generosity toward one’s neighbors.”  He looked at Mark.  

“Interestingly enough, these are all qualities displayed to a 
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certain extent by a number of the older civilizations of the 

American southwest, including Mark’s maternal ancestors, the 

Mojave, as well as the Pima, Yuma, and ancestral Hohokam 

peoples. 

“The historical aspect is important here.  Why?  Because 

when the press starts screaming about libertinism and the 

difference between license and liberty, Mark can counter with 

the argument that by encouraging nudity and promiscuity, he is 

merely restoring traditional Mojave culture.  Genuine traditional 

culture, as opposed to the watered-down version of the 

organized tribes.  That’s a powerful argument in today’s political 

climate.  And it has both historical evidence and a personal 

connection to give it added weight.  Liberals can be wrongfooted 

by an appeal to minority culture; conservatives can be made to 

look like ogres through the deployment of the term ‘freedom.’ 

“Now, to strengthen Mark’s argument that there is a 

connection between his project and his ancestral culture, the 

project has to take place within the historical range of the Mojave 

people.  That means somewhere along the Colorado River.”  Jeff 

began switching slides, showing them maps of the local terrain 

as he spoke.  “The west bank of the Colorado is California.  It’s 

far too complex to try to pull off something like this in 

California.  No offense to you, Ethan, but I’m going to keep the 

lawyers to a minimum here.  So the project has to be located on 

the east bank of the river, in Arizona.  Immediately that gives us 

a much more favorable political climate to work with.  Three 

Arizona counties border the east bank of the Colorado.  To the 

north, Mojave County, home to the Fort Mojave reservation.  

Population 200,000.  Too high.  Why?  Because, in order to 

ensure the long-term success of the project, we have to arrange 

for our participants to be concentrated in one county with an 

overall low population so that they will eventually comprise a 

majority of the population.  At that point they will be able to 

prevent official interference with their lifestyles by voting for 



139 

 

local officials who favor repealing anti-nudity and anti-sex laws, 

or who at least won’t enforce such laws.  The project will 

succeed not only through leadership by example, but also by 

setting legal precedents for liberalization that can subsequently 

be cited elsewhere in the country.” 

“Wow,” Ethan said.  “Ambitious.  And dangerous.” 

“You mean thrilling,” Jess disagreed. 

He could feel her quickened breathing as she considered 

the idea.  “Well, yes, that too.” 

“It goes without saying,” Jeff resumed, immediately 

contradicting himself, “that knowledge of the political 

ramifications of this plan will be restricted to the five of us for 

the present.  For the moment, we won’t be openly trying to take 

over the county and change laws.  To the outside world, and to 

those involved in the project, we will just be conducting a daring 

social experiment on private property. 

“Mojave County, then, is out.  We’re not going to find 

two hundred thousand bisexual nudists or similar in any 

reasonable amount of time.  To the south, Yuma County.  

Population, same as Mojave.  Out.  Between them, La Paz 

County.  Home to the Colorado River Reservation, the base of an 

association of four tribes, of which Mark is a member.  

Population, twenty thousand.  Much more promising.  Nearly 

forty percent of the population, too, is over 65.  Life expectancy 

in Arizona is 77.  In ten to fifteen years, most of those people will 

be gone.  Almost twenty percent of the population is under 18, 

and in spite of how repressed most American teenagers are 

today, we will still be able to tempt many of them to join us, if 

only to defy their parents.  That’s a very favorable demographic 

situation.  Finally, voter turnout in the last presidential election 

year in La Paz County was something like seven and a half 

thousand, and only six thousand in the election before that.  

With six thousand supporters, we can turn the balance of any 

ordinary local election in our favor whether or not any of the 
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locals support us.  And we can certainly find that many 

freedom-loving nudists in ten years.  Maybe in five, especially if 

we reach out to libertarians with the prospect of limited 

government and greens with pro-environment policies.  And if 

some of the locals do come over to our side, even sooner. 

“La Paz County, then, is our target.  Ethan will find a 

local attorney, or if no one local seems promising, import one.  

You might consider an open-minded recent law school graduate.  

Offer a high salary and pick someone who will be both 

sympathetic and effective.  Next, you will set up the Mojave 

Heritage Foundation, a nonprofit organization which Mark will 

richly dower.  We can, under the circumstances, meet any 

demand for publicity with perfect frankness, but we will 

nonetheless avoid it at first if possible.  In association with the 

Foundation will be the Mojave Heritage Campaign, a super-PAC 

that will be the means by which we oppose or advocate specific 

legislation.  Neither entity can donate directly to candidates, 

contrary to what many Americans believe.  To put in perspective 

how much money the Foundation will be able to spend, I’m not 

kidding when I say that Mark could afford to pay every member 

of the legislature their salaries twice over and not miss it out of 

his income. 

“And this brings us to your role, Mark: to be the public 

face of the project.  To show backwoods politicians the 

billionaire Lord Corran.  Americans are terrible snobs.  Whether 

or not they love a lord, most reverence billionaires.  When it 

becomes known you’ve come back to Arizona for good and plan 

to start a billion-dollar charitable project in the state, the 

governor will almost certainly come calling.  At least until your 

political leanings are determined, and probably after that as long 

as you are seen to support candidates of both parties.  To woo 

people we can’t afford to alienate—yet.” 

“Do I get to sleep with them?” Mark asked. 
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“By all means.  You have nothing to fear if it ever comes 

out, since your entire position is that frequent sex is a good 

thing.  They would be the only ones intimidated, since all of 

them at least tacitly subscribe to a monogamous worldview.  

And let’s face it, to the younger female members of the Arizona 

legislature, you’re going to be a very hot item.  The most eligible 

bachelor in the state.  You might be able to insert the beginnings 

of a wedge in the legislature that way.” 

“And if I can charm my way into threesomes, foursomes, 

gay sex?” 

“That just raises the stakes on their end without any cost 

to you.” 

“What if one or more of them decide to go after me for 

the sake of their careers?” 

“You reveal the prior relationship and they’ll 

immediately be seen as spiteful hypocrites.  And, of course, we’ll 

ensure there will always be evidence of the consensuality of each 

relationship.” 

“It pays to be consistent throughout,” Mark observed. 

“You’ve learned well.  Anyway, now that we have Mark 

out in front of it, here’s the project in a nutshell: relocating 

approximately six thousand hedonists and friendlies to La Paz 

County and, ideally, setting off a social revolution in due course.  

How do we do that?  Obviously we have to have somewhere for 

them to go.  We need land.  Acquiring land serves three 

purposes.  First, it gives Mark standing in the community.  

Landowners are respected in the American west.  Second, it 

prevents developers or new residents not affiliated with our 

project from moving in and making our job more difficult.  And 

third, most importantly, it gives us a large area of private land 

on which we can immediately permit nudity. 

“The world’s biggest nudist colony,” Braden said, 

shivering with excitement.  His cock was hard again, though no 

longer leaking. 
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“And, together with nudism, will come subsistence 

agriculture, small-scale technology, and a strong creative 

community, all working on an alternative economy of barter to a 

significant extent.  So, what land are we going to put this on?  La 

Paz County is just short of two million, nine hundred thousand 

acres.  However, less than six percent of the county is privately 

owned.  That puts the amount of available land in the county at 

one hundred seventy thousand acres.  At an average price of a 

thousand dollars an acre, that would be a few percent off Mark’s 

assets.  Even if our demand should gradually push up the price 

to an average of ten thousand dollars an acre, it’s still less than a 

third of the Corran fortune.” 

“I could buy Formentera with the other third and still 

have a nice working capital,” Mark suggested. 

“Oh, you’re into Formentera now?  Good choice.  I was 

thinking of suggesting a Greek island but that’s much better.  

Now, federal lands in La Paz fall into four general categories: 

wildlife refuges and wilderness areas, the Colorado tribes 

reservation—we’re not going to ever get that—the Cibola Range 

of the Yuma Proving Ground, and BLM lands.  The Cibola 

Range the Foundation can probably annex at a much later date, 

when our political support is stronger, by building a base of anti-

war sentiment and forcing the government to cede the range as a 

preserved area.  Note that we don’t necessarily have to acquire 

land ourselves.  We don’t want to use it; we want to prevent it 

from being used.  We don’t need three million acres for six 

thousand more people.  As long as the land is protected, so that 

it can’t be developed at all, our goal is equally well met.  So what 

we can’t buy, or acquire through a land swap with the BLM, we 

will lobby and pay to have turned into parks or wildlife refuges. 

“At a brief glance, there are about five thousand acres 

available in La Paz right now.  That’s a good start.  The 

Foundation will need to secure those parcels immediately.  Once 

we have a geographic basis to work from, we can make 
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proposals to owners of adjoining parcels at increased rates.  

Word will get around.  The county is already losing population.  

Owners of previously worthless lots will ride the boom and 

unload.  We will offer somewhat higher prices for lots adjoining 

our existing holdings, the aim being to create large contiguous 

tracts of land on which nudity and sex—or perhaps I should say, 

personal freedom—will be possible.  Our task is simplified by 

the fact that all privately-held land in La Paz is concentrated in 

three main areas, around the villages of Quartzsite, Ehrenberg, 

and Cibola near the Colorado River, and in two clusters further 

inland, around Desert Wells, Bouse, and Vicksburg. 

“Our center of operations will be the village of Cibola, in 

the southern part of the county.  This adjoins the Cibola National 

Wildlife Refuge and the Cibola Range, so it is already 

surrounded, at least in part, by protected land.  It’s near the river 

for easy access to water in the middle of the desert.  It’s located 

inside an almost perfect semicircular bend in the Colorado that 

encompasses several thousand acres of irrigated, arable land.  

Almost all of the riparian arable land in the county outside the 

reservation.  Everything else is on pumped wells farther inland.  

If a shift in geopolitics should eliminate the dams on the 

Colorado, and it was able to flow free to the sea again, we would 

have our own ocean-access port for subsistence fishermen in the 

middle of the wilderness.  To that end, some of the Foundation’s 

billion-dollar resources will be devoted to lobbying for 

restoration of the Colorado, the demolition of dams, and an end 

to new demands for water by commercial users.  For agriculture 

and commerce, Cibola has obvious advantages, as it does for 

recreation and tourism, since water sports are always an 

incentive to nakedness. 

“Problem is, none of the agricultural land in that highly 

desirable area is for sale at the moment.  None of it.  There are, 

however, a couple marginally decent residential places available, 

so we can set up operations immediately on site.  Most of the 
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residential housing in the county is cheap trailers or 

manufactured homes, so it will be inexpensive to buy.  And we 

will have to buy it.  The more homes we buy, in particular at 

inflated prices, the more people we move out of the county.  

They’ll take the unlooked-for windfall and head for the big city.  

That further simplifies our task of moving in enough friendlies 

to gain a majority.  That in turn will cause a shortage of labor 

and the agricultural properties will start being offered for sale 

next.  While our aim is to buy all the land on the market in the 

county, what we do with it will vary.  The inland properties will 

be converted back to wilderness, although with things like 

seedlings and moisture traps that might lead to the 

establishment of sustainable forests.  We’ll have an ongoing 

ecological program to deal with that.  The riparian properties 

will be converted to organic agriculture. 

“Free farms are how we will get people to move to 

Cibola.  We split up the big fields into individual farms and 

common lands.  We let them out at very low rents to people who 

want to live off the land in a subsistence-based social 

community, in a climate where subsistence affluence—that is, 

the attainment of a high standard of living with little 

infrastructure investment or labor—is possible. And, of course, 

we provide an agricultural training program for those with no 

experience in farming, which is virtually all Americans today.  

The simple fact is that hunter-gatherers only have to work about 

twenty hours a week to feed themselves. There’s no reason we 

can't cut down on that considerably with better crops and better 

farming techniques resulting from thousands of years of 

research and practice—while at the same time giving people the 

certainty that agriculture provides.  Instead of applying all our 

technical progress as a species to building an industrial 

operation, we scale it down and make it useful for individuals.  

At-home biomass converters and wood gas generators instead of 

vast oil refineries or ethanol factories, for example.  Replacing 
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high-nitrate fertilizers with a knowledge of complementary 

plantings inspired by the Mesoamerican milpa system.  Reviving 

old crop varieties less suited to industrial farming but more 

resistant to disease and pests than modern hybrids.  In a way, 

this project will be trying to answer the question of how 

efficiently people can subsist while still retaining both many of 

the comforts of modern society and control over their own 

lives.” 

“Work smarter, not harder,” Mark summarized. 

“Trite but true.  The trick is actually focusing on making 

the amount of work each man has to do less overall.  It’s not how 

much food that can be squeezed out of an acre of land or a bag of 

seed that counts, but how little work a man needs to do to 

produce enough food to feed himself and those with whom he 

shares.  John Jeavons has notably done some work along similar 

lines already, but he’s more concerned with minimizing the 

physical resources required for subsistence farming, rather than 

the labor.  Masanobu Fukuoka might have more to offer us.  

Americans famously don’t like to grub in the dirt anymore, but if 

they were offered a tradeoff between digging for fifteen hours a 

week and working at a different form of manual labor for forty 

hours or more a week, a few of them might overcome their 

prejudices enough to take the option involving much less effort.  

And, since farmers throughout history have traditionally 

worked naked or nearly so, nudity and agriculture logically 

complement each other in that respect as well. 

“The problem with agricultural-pastoralist societies is 

this.  As soon as hunter-gatherers settle down into communities, 

they gain greater control over their food supplies and acquire 

surplus resources that can be used to further intellectual effort.  

However, when this surplus is distributed unequally and when 

a growing population results in increased interpersonal contact, 

these factors lead to increased violence, inequality, and the 

emergence of cliques and eventually centralized authority.  
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There’s a particularly interesting study on the Bushmen that 

describes how this happens the instant they settle down into 

villages.  It isn’t even necessary for them to form complex urban 

societies first; that’s how closely sedentism and increased 

population density are linked to negative human behaviors.  

Both hunter-gatherer and industrial or postindustrial urban 

societies have even greater disadvantages than agricultural ones, 

of course, so one of the questions we’ll be exploring in the course 

of this social experiment is how we can, with our improved 

knowledge, compensate for some of a settled agrarian society’s 

deficiencies and make it better and freer.  Is this possible?  Of 

course.  The Hopi—some of whom were undoubtedly among 

Mark’s ancestors—and their Mogollon predecessors maintained 

a largely stable agricultural civilization for a thousand years 

without developing state totalitarianism or engaging in empire 

building.  Hopi culture overall was hardly a model for us, given 

its extreme narrowness in its intellectual outlook and its 

conformist, mechanical, materialistic approach to life—but it 

does offer us an interesting suggestion.  How did the Hopi 

maintain their low levels of interpersonal violence and formal 

political control in the face of settlement and the absence of 

strong individuality?  Hypersexuality.  The Hopi had a tradition 

of promiscuous and varied sexual behavior, which was 

intertwined with their religion with its emphasis on harmony, 

and that allowed them to counter many of the tensions that arose 

in their society as a result of living in permanent settlements 

subject to complex rules of behavior.  Our project will make use 

of the same principle.  Eventual legalization of psychedelics will 

help too, reducing workloads will help, but there are few things 

so good for the soul and society as sex.  The objective of this part 

of the experiment will be to see if a stable, cooperative, 

consensus-based society can operate at higher than usual 

population densities thanks to technological improvements and 

individual motivation.  If we can demonstrate that, it will make 



147 

 

any proposed transition to agricultural self-reliance by global 

societies seem more plausible. 

“We’ll appeal particularly to long-term residents by not 

only fixing rents, but also by making the leases indefinite and 

even heritable so long as their terms are met.  And we’ll make 

arrangements to take rent in produce and so on once the 

experiment gets up and running, and the Foundation starts 

working as an agricultural cooperative.  These rents will 

naturally be low and used to fund community projects that will 

benefit the Foundation’s residents.  By allotting land to 

individuals or families, instead of leaving it all as community 

property, we’ll make sure residents have both freedom of action 

and a sense of personal responsibility.  That way we can avoid 

the problem of freeloading that ruins so many communal 

projects, as well as any need central control.  But—to enjoy these 

advantages, tenants have to enter into an agreement with the 

Foundation to abide by its basic principles of nonviolence and 

individual freedom.  That includes accepting that nudity and 

public sex are allowed on Foundation properties, as well as 

agreeing to refrain from interfering with it or attempting to take 

legal action against fellow tenants.  Anyone who tries that 

automatically breaks his lease.  Subleasing will be permitted but, 

again, on the Foundation’s terms.” 

“Beautiful,” Mark said.  “And logically unanswerable.  

To get in, you have to agree to the terms; if you change your 

mind, you confess your own inconsistency while the terms have 

remained constant.” 

“If people thought that the terms remained constant 

under changing conditions,” Ethan put in, “litigation would be 

halved.” 

 “Nevertheless, we have to take the moral high ground 

and keep it,” Jeff elaborated, “and part of that involves being 

forthright and consistent throughout.  As small-scale agriculture 

takes hold, we’ll build up a complementary naturist and 
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hedonist tourist industry.  Very boutique.  Deliberately low 

prices, because it’s supposed to encourage people to come and 

explore the environment, to experience its uniqueness, before 

potentially moving there themselves.  An arts and handicrafts 

community is sure to spring up around the edges, which we’ll 

encourage by offering some shops, artists’ studios, things like 

that.  In due course, we’ll found a small college—Ethan should 

register the name ‘Cibola College’ to the Foundation—which 

will promote individual freedom through education.  And as 

more and more of the BLM land passes into the Foundation’s 

hands, we’ll be able to initiate a program of preservation and 

land restoration that will draw environmentalists to the area, 

another sympathetic group.  Our ‘anything goes’ attitude will 

draw libertarians.  The state won’t interfere much at first, 

because the legislators will still be fawning over Mark in the 

hopes of getting campaign contributions out of him, and 

anything we do can quite easily be defended as private 

enterprise.  In ten years, probably less, we’ll have control of the 

county. 

“With the county government in our hands, we change 

no laws.  We simply instruct the existing legal system not to 

prosecute offenses we do not consider antithetical to our values.  

No announcements to this effect will be made, of course, and we 

will always act through nominees.  The population will continue 

to grow, as the Foundation makes La Paz look like a better and 

better place to live—but it will be growing primarily in the 

demographic direction in which we want it to grow.  The 

Foundation will own most of the private land and the chance of 

someone else outbidding us for a patch of desert so they can 

wear clothes on it is slim to none.  Eventually, we will have 

enough votes from our supporters—about thirty thousand—to 

take the three seats in the legislature that are allotted to La Paz 

and Mojave counties.  From there, we will begin to start 
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changing state laws, backed by the still-potent bulk of the Corran 

fortune.  And by changing I mean abolishing.” 

“Lovely,” Ethan said.  “Entirely legal.  Radical, but it all 

holds together.” 

“I should also mention,” Jeff added, “that your job 

includes getting Sir Patrick to lean on the British government to 

lean on the State Department to get green cards for anyone we 

want, starting with you and Jess.  That’s important beyond 

simple convenience.  Permanent residents can vote in county 

elections, and Europeans are more likely to be hedonists than 

Americans; therefore, importing Europeans improves our odds.” 

“Not easy in this political climate,” Ethan observed. 

“Sir Patrick will find a way.  He’s representing a 

billionaire, after all.  Billionaires have no trouble getting green 

cards for their chauffeurs, let alone their friends.” 

“That’s another thing he’ll enjoy.” 

“Has he recommended an American firm yet?” 

“Several.  All far too conservative to meet our needs with 

any enthusiasm.  Your idea of looking for a new man is better.” 

“I also,” Mark said, “have a recommendation for a 

realtor.  My sister Amanda knows a girl in Tucson.” 

“Knows…?”  Jeft left the question hanging. 

“‘They knew each other in the Biblical sense,’” Mark 

confirmed, adopting a Hawkeye Pierce tone of voice. 

“That justifies going as far afield as Tucson.” 

“And apparently her boyfriend is an Air Force pilot, 

similarly open-minded, who will soon be able to leave the 

military and might be looking for employment.” 

“A package deal?” 

“I’m told it’s a very good package.”  Braden dissolved 

into giggles at that, setting off the others.  “Aside from that, we 

need airplanes.  Here.  I can fly.  Jeff can, I know.  Braden?” 

Braden nodded.  “I got my license a few months ago.  Jeff 

taught me most of it.” 



150 

 

“Ethan and Jess?”  They shook their heads.  “As soon as 

we get the immigration and organization paperwork out of the 

way, you two can start working on that.  If we have to shuttle 

back and forth between Cibola and SD or Phoenix and Tucson, 

cars are too slow.  Ethan can set up an aviation division of the 

Foundation here, and we can get some planes immediately.  Jeff, 

you can help him with that until we get pilots.  Two PC-12’s, two 

Cessna 400’s for fast trips, and half a dozen 182’s, with beefed-up 

engines and oversize tires.” 

“That’s about four million in airplanes,” Jeff grinned. 

“The money does no good in the bank, and we need the 

planes.  Does anyone need a car?” 

“I do,” Jess said. 

“She doesn’t.  She just likes to drive,” Ethan protested, 

rolling over onto his girlfriend. 

“I don’t, and you’re on the phone half the time, so she 

can drive,” Mark countered.  “What would you like?” 

“A Tesla!” Jess squealed. 

“Excellent.  Perhaps you can start Cibola’s first electric 

taxi service.” 

“Powered by our own complex of solar panels and 

turbines,” Jeff added.  He held up a sheaf of paper.  “The plan 

also calls for energy independence for the county, courtesy of the 

Foundation, by building a massive solar collection facility on 

otherwise useless land.  It will cost about thirty million dollars.  

Pocket change for Mark.  Enough money to run the whole 

county for a year.  They’d never come up with it on their own.  

Once we hand an entire county free electricity, there’s nothing 

they won’t do for us, no permit we won’t be able to get 

overnight.  And by the time the solar project is complete, we’ll 

have enough support of our own to run the county anyway. 

“The five of us will comprise the board.  Mark will be the 

public face and head of the Foundation, the prow of the 

icebreaker, as it were.  I will provide strategy and research, 
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keeping the overall plan updated.  Ethan will oversee the legal 

department.  I recommend you also take the Arizona bar; that’s 

really the only thing standing between you and being able to 

practice in the United States, since you’re already qualified in 

Britain.  Braden will manage the business end of the Foundation 

for now, contracts, leasing, interviewing prospective tenants and 

so on.  Jess will handle the hospitality side, including the naturist 

hotel development.  Questions?” 

“Are we going to try to piggyback this onto the 

reservation?” Mark asked. 

“To get that degree of sovereignty?  No.  For the simple 

reason that it would be a ridiculously implausible effort.  An 

executive order could add lands owned by a member of the tribe 

to an existing reservation upon request.  However, voting rights 

for the reservation government are restricted to registered 

members of the tribe, and membership still goes by blood.  That 

tribe has about four thousand members.  We can assume that all 

of them would be mobilized to resist an outside takeover.  

What’s Mark going to do: father an entire nation to get the votes 

he would need to remake the reservation as a model society?  It 

would be absurd and completely counterproductive and pretty 

much impossible.  Besides, we look better if we’re not seen to be 

attacking a sovereign nation or doing anything that would imply 

separatism.  Our objective must always be reform in the cause of 

human rights: respecting the identities of others rather than 

attacking them.” 

“And nakedness,” Braden added. 

“Nakedness is a human right,” Mark declared. 

“Put that on your campaign poster when you run for 

office.” 

“I wouldn’t be breaking any ground with that.  Spanish 

parliamentarian Albert Rivera posed nude in some of his 

campaign advertising.  He was kind of cute, too.  I believe he’s 

the leader of his party now.” 
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“Someone needs to do that in this country.” 

“We’ll groom candidates for county office over the next 

few years.  Some of them will move up to the legislature in due 

course.” 

“Any of us?” 

“No, people with no connection to the Foundation at all.  

Except perhaps for having been Cibola residents, or having 

graduated from Cibola College.” 

“I have a question,” Jess said.  “Nonprofits are supposed 

to—not make a profit.  So how I do run a tourist business, 

charging people for rooms, within the framework of a 

nonprofit?” 

“You run it to break even,” Jeff said. 

“To do what?” 

“Not to revolt your instincts, but you don’t actually need 

to make money.  Covering expenses in the long run will be all 

that’s necessary.  Plus the Corran subsidy if needed.  That’s why 

prices will be impossibly low.” 

Jess looked outraged.  “That’s a terrible business plan.” 

“It’s not a business plan.  It’s an exercise in social 

reform.” 

“But the hotel angle will be a business.” 

“No, it’s more the equivalent of a free sample.  Don’t 

think in terms of cash flow.  Think in terms of return customers.  

One kind of number matters more here than the other.” 

“By ‘impossibly low,’ what exactly do you mean?” Mark 

asked. 

“How cheaply can it be done and still done well?  We 

have lots of free power and low maintenance costs in this 

climate.  We’ll pay high wages for nudist employees but that will 

be about our only large expense.  Fifty bucks a night for a room?  

Less?   Far below even what a simple Palm Springs nudist resort 

would ask.  Comparable hedonist resorts down south in Mexico 

charge seven or eight hundred a night.  We could give rooms 
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away, but Americans have this bad habit of trusting the paid and 

distrusting the free.” 

Mark burst out laughing.  “We’ll corner the entire 

market.  No passports needed, a price no one else can match, 

and good proximity to Vegas, Phoenix, and southern 

California.” 

“And,” Jeff pointed out, “with prices as low as we’ll be 

offering, it won’t only be the old and middle-aged who can 

afford it.  Once the resort is functioning and the nudist zone is 

expanding, we are going to focus our promotions—subtly, of 

course—on cornering the spring break crowd.  It’s young, 

flexible, adventurous people we need to populate Cibola.  New, 

unfixed minds.  Creative chaos.” 

“Cibola, the famed city of gold that Coronado sought,” 

Mark reflected.  “And now it will become a city of gold: not 

mere metal, but golden sunlight playing across golden bodies 

dancing on golden sand, thinking golden thoughts.” 

“Golden bodies?” Ethan said, looking at their intertwined 

limbs.  “We’ll need a set of athletic facilities.  Particularly a 

world-class aquatic center.” 

“We’ll build it adjoining the Colorado, near the hotel, 

once we acquire some of that land.” 

“And more personnel.  A doctor, an architect, a lawyer, 

pilots…who knows what else.” 

“All of whom have to be selected to our exacting 

standards, to become an integral part of the community,” Jess 

added. 

Ethan chuckled and stretched himself out luxuriously.  

“So that’s the plan?” 

“That’s the plan.” 

“I love it.  And I still have a couple more hours today to 

start getting things done.”  He pecked Jess on the cheek and 

stood up.  “Where’s my briefcase?” 
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“In the bedroom,” she reminded him.  His naked 

backside vanished through the doorway.  “Mmmm,” she said 

admiringly, touching herself as she watched him move. 

Jeff knelt down by Braden.  “Well, sweetheart, are you 

fully on board now?” 

Braden’s only reply was a silent shudder.  His eyes were 

unfocused.  His boyfriend frowned, then looked more closely.  

Mark was half buried inside him. 

“Wow,” Jeff commented.  “Very impressive.  Both of you.  

You must have leaked a ton of precum on his hole.” 

“Yeah, but not enough to go very quick.” 

“We can fix that,” Jess volunteered.  She darted out of the 

room and came back with a little bottle of almond oil.  Very 

carefully, Jeff dripped it onto Mark’s shaft, letting the drops coat 

it under the pull of gravity.  Mark gave one thrust and bottomed 

out in Braden, pulled out fully except for his cocktip, and 

reentered.  “Much better.”  Braden was too busy clutching the 

cushion and gasping to express his opinion verbally. 

“Well,” Jess said, “since my boyfriend has to go off and 

implement your plan, and since Mark seems to have taken a 

fancy to your boyfriend, it’s only fair that you take over 

entertaining me.” 

“I’d love to,” Jeff smiled.  To her surprise and delight, he 

picked her up in his arms and carried her out to one of the 

sunbeds by the pool.  Ethan was seated under an umbrella in the 

distance, surrounded by phones and a laptop. 

“I hope Braden wasn’t too hard on you earlier.” 

“It was rough.  But it was hot.  I hope he doesn’t get like 

that with you.” 

“Sometimes.  He has a very dominant side to his 

personality if he wants to let it come out.  And when he starts to 

fuck hard, it does.” 
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“Masculine instinct.  A reversion to pure mechanical 

reproduction.  An arse can’t take that kind of a pounding.  Only 

quim.” 

“Better you than me,” Jeff agreed without hesitation.  Jess 

smacked him, but her fingers came to rest on him more lightly 

the second time, and drifted down to the base of his prick. 

“He’s a hot little gayboy.  The trouble is, I love fucking 

hot little gayboys.  And since he seems to be so willing, I think 

I’ll peg him sometime.” 

“Please do.  You don’t think I’m a hot little gayboy?” 

“You’re just plain hot,” Jess said.  “Mark’s not the only 

fan of yours out there.  I love your early porn work.  And let’s 

not pretend that anyone who had seen that would ever call you 

gay.  Was that a problem for Braden when you started dating?” 

“The porn, no.  My bisexuality—somewhat.  He was 

comfortable with us having a very open relationship, but the 

idea that girls as well as guys might become involved in it made 

him timid at first.  Our earliest bi threesomes always involved 

bondage.” 

“Him or the girl?” 

“Both.  Tying him down and letting a cute girl work him 

over proved to him that his body loved hers.  And tying her up 

let him get comfortable with her body at his own pace.  Plus he 

realized he really liked how excited they got when he teased 

them.  He’s very sensual.” 

“That was a very good move.”  They watched Mark come 

out of the house, carrying Braden and kissing him at the same 

time.  His dick was still inside the smaller boy.  He laid him 

down on one of the sunbeds and began to fuck him properly, 

setting a slow, tender pace that two athletes could maintain for 

hours. 

“They’re beautiful together,” Jess said. 

“I love watching him with another diver most of all.  Oh, 

damn.”  Jess had turned and begun licking his cock.  Jeff rolled 
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onto his side and pulled her into a sixty-nine, inspecting the 

results of his boyfriend’s earlier work with his tongue.  He 

individually kissed, licked, and nibbled each fold of her labia 

before he began to tongue her more deeply.  He could still taste 

Braden inside her.  He ignored her clit, though, confining his 

intentions only to her pussy and lips for the moment.  It wasn’t a 

tease.  It was an oral massage that would relax her and get her 

ready for some serious lovemaking.  Moving out, he licked and 

nibbled her thighs and taint before circling back to her slit once 

more. 

Jess was in no hurry, either.  She hadn’t even put Jeff’s 

erection in her mouth yet.  It was no longer than Braden’s, but 

thicker and more veined.  Mark’s cock in a little smaller size.  

Ethan and Braden were smoother and straighter by comparison.  

Mark and Jeff had a curve that fit perfectly in the palm of her 

hand.  She was happy just to lick him.  It made him twitch 

furiously.  Beads of precum formed on his glans and she lapped 

them up.  When she really felt like making him squirm, she 

glided down below his balls and lapped at the tender skin 

between them and his hole.  That would almost make him 

convulse, arching his back and flexing his legs while he moaned 

into her.  Once she took both his balls in her mouth and tongued 

them.  Jeff went rigid.  So did his prick, which she busily worked 

with one hand.  It was an eerie sensation to feel his balls 

struggling to draw up as she pleasured him.  After that, her licks 

made him jerk around even more.  His cock began to look 

desperate enough from this treatment that she finally decided to 

suck on it. 

Now Jeff was spreading her with his thumbs and sucking 

her cunt as well.  He pulled her on top of him and switched his 

activities to her clit.  She was juicing, her sides trembling.  

Looking at her, Jeff was reminded with especial force of how the 

poets of the ancient world had so often compared a lover’s lips 

to the petals of a rose laden with dew.  With care, he ran his 
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tongue over her button, hard and throbbing to his touch. She 

was panting onto his dick.  He didn’t rush her, but he didn’t 

deny her, either.  When she came, she took his cock all the way 

down her throat, sighing. 

“Beautiful girl,” Jeff said.  “Come here.”  He lifted her off 

him and turned her around, then entered her, side by side, face 

to face.  He stroked her skin, warm in the afternoon sun.  Their 

tongues danced. 

For nearly an hour they made love like that, with Jeff 

holding back his orgasm to prolong their pleasure while Jess 

spasmed on his hardon.  It was simple appreciation of each 

other’s beauty and sensuality.  In time, Jeff turned Jess onto her 

back.  Taking her ankles, he worshiped each of her feet, pressing 

his face into her soft soles as he fucked her.  She cried out from 

orgasm after orgasm as he touched her G-spot expertly.  His lips 

pressed against hers once more.  When he came, too, in time 

with her, she felt him swell, the ridge of his cockhead a ring of 

fire within her. 

“Your boyfriend has beautiful feet,” Jeff said a few 

minutes later, when they had somewhat recovered. 

“Mmmm.  Thanks,” Jess said contentedly.  “I know that, 

but why bring it up now?” 

“Because I’m looking at them.” 

“Hmmm?”  Jess opened her eyes.  Sure enough, Ethan 

was standing over them, looking smug. 

“We should be incorporated in Arizona by the day after 

tomorrow,” he said.  “I’ve got all the paperwork ready to go.  

And Sir Patrick will get started on the process to keep both of us 

in the country so we can do this every afternoon.”  He bent over 

and kissed them both. 

“Good boy,” Jeff said.  “You deserve something nice for 

both the good work and the sentiment.”  He pulled Ethan 

towards them by his untended cock and he and Jess began to 

blow her boyfriend in tandem. 
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Farther along the patio, Braden was lying exhausted on 

the lounge, almost unconscious, his own cum dripping from the 

corners of his mouth, the aftermath of his being allowed to suck 

himself to a much-delayed orgasm.  Still thrusting into him, 

Mark kissed his torso and licked his spilled juices from his 

delicate skin.  In spite of Braden’s collapse, and his four orgasms 

that day, his hardon refused to soften.  Both of them were 

equally insatiable.  Ethan, watching them, felt his own load 

churning in his balls.  This is paradise, he thought. 

And then he realized it would only get better. 
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Chapter 8 
 

 

Mark parked the Jeep at Blythe Airport and began to put 

his clothes on.  Not back on, but on for the first time that day.  

He’d walked out of the house at six that morning naked and 

driven across California in three hours, alone and unsatisfied 

after a week of nonstop sex and Black’s Beach exhibitionism.  It 

took all his self-control to keep his dick down to a semi while he 

slid a small but dressy pair of shorts over it.  A tight polo, flip-

flops, and a hemp anklet completed his look.  Everything he had 

to offer was fully visible anyway, but he still conformed to 

Western social norms. 

The past week had brought the Mojave Heritage 

Foundation and its associated super-PAC into definite existence.  

Jess had her Tesla and Jeff was buying airplanes.  Braden had 

resigned from his job and begun drafting the organizational 

structure for all the ventures that the Foundation would 

eventually encompass, a task made more complicated by Jeff’s 

constant refinements and Ethan’s emendations.  They had yet to 

find a deputy for Ethan until he could establish residency and 

pass the bar, though.  So far they had interviewed sixteen 

lawyers and failed to find one who came close to being a free 

spirit.  The most likely prospect had been a girl who told them 

frankly that she loved the idea and would enjoy the challenge, 

but that it wasn’t something she was into herself, and that she 
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planned to go into politics in the near future, making a long-term 

commitment impractical for her. 

At least, Mark reflected, they had a suitable realtor.  Very 

suitable, going by their video chat a couple days ago. 

A plane drifted down out of the cloudless sky, almost 

silent in its descent.   It was a Cessna 150, Mark noted, the early 

model with the straight-backed fuselage, sleek-looking, stripped 

down to the bare metal save for a pair of lines of dark blue paint, 

shining painfully bright under the ceaseless sun.  The pilot 

didn’t even bother using half the runway, instead dropping the 

plane somewhere in the middle, stopping it, and turning off at 

the decaying terminal. 

The girl who got out of the plane was a knockout.  

Coffee-colored hair almost to her waist, tall, slender, large-

bosomed, laughing, clad in a sundress and sandals so minimal 

that Mark had to look twice to see if they were even there.  She 

slung a satchel over one shoulder, locked the plane, and crossed 

the tarmac.  A minute later she was emerging through the faded 

doors of the terminal.  Mark, smiling, got out of the Jeep to meet 

her. 

“Mark?”  She extended a hand and smiled back at him.  

“I’m Avalon Carter.  Thanks for being so prompt.”  Instead of 

stepping away from their handshake, she let her lips brush his 

and her tongue probe his mouth for a few seconds before 

breaking the contact. 

“Thank you for coming all the way from Tucson,” Mark 

said. 

“Your offer sounded intriguing.  And, let’s face it, I’ve 

been eager to meet Amanda’s famous brother, too.” 

“Whatever she’s told you, I’m sure she’s been 

deliberately trying to get you overexcited,” Mark said, shaking 

his head roguishly at her.  He noticed that she kicked off her 

sandals the minute she climbed into the Jeep. 
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“That’s what she does when we’re naked, too,” Avalon 

smirked at him. 

“I guess we’ll just have to gang up on her sometime and 

see if she can do it to both of us at once.” 

“That would be incredible,” Avalon breathed.  He could 

practically smell her arousal.  “Another reason to look forward 

to working with you.”  Without explanation, she reached across 

and unzipped Mark’s shorts.  His prick erupted from it, already 

leaking; he’d been careful not to touch himself during the 

morning’s drive.  She leaned back in her seat and took his cock 

between her soles, at the same time sliding her dress up to allow 

her to touch herself.  It was the only thing she was wearing. 

“Oh, I think you’ll discover there are lots of similar 

reasons,” Mark said, heading south into the middle of the 

irrigated farmlands that stretched along the west bank of the 

Colorado.  He enjoyed the thought that his sister had clearly 

given this girl pointers on how to tease him most effectively. 

“Why, does the Earl of Corran have an entourage of hot 

friends?”  Mark nodded.  “Wait, seriously?  I was only kidding!” 

“I’m not,” Mark said.  “My lawyer, Ethan, with whom 

you’ll probably be working very closely.  Ethan’s girlfriend, Jess, 

who will be managing our resort operations.  Jeff, the project 

strategist.  Braden, Jeff’s boyfriend, who’s handling the 

organization.  And now you.  And there will be others.” 

“And this is tied up with your business plan somehow?” 

Avalon asked.  She had a finger fully inside her pussy already, 

rubbing herself off while she watched herself jerk Mark off. 

“Yes, actually.  The goal of the Mojave Heritage 

Foundation is to create the American equivalent of a European 

nudist village, a place where you can live your entire life in the 

nude if you desire.  But—one that also incorporates the 

American ideal of individual freedom and the Mojave tradition 

of frequent, vibrant sex.  A hedonists’ colony, if you will.  One 

where there’s no pressure to have sex, but where sex will not be 
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discriminated against as it is in the outside world.  Where it will 

be seen as natural, healthy, and free of guilt.  A place for 

polymorphous perversity.  So you can see that it helps us for the 

project staff to fully share that philosophy.  And based on my 

sister’s recommendation, we thought you would be a great fit.  

Your casual nude interview pretty much clinched it.  Now I 

know for sure.” 

“Oh, that,” Avalon said.  “I have to be naked at home.  

My boyfriend insists on it.” 

“Amanda mentioned he was a pilot about to leave the 

Air Force?  We could use some pilots if he’s looking for a job.” 

“Which one?” 

“Which one—what?” 

“Which boyfriend?  Actually it doesn’t matter, that 

describes all of them.” 

“All of them?”  Mark turned to look at her for a second.  

“You have multiple boyfriends?” 

“Three, actually.” 

Mark shot his first load of the day all over the steering 

wheel of his car. 

“Fuck.  Welcome aboard,” he said, gasping. 

“Thanks,” Avalon grinned.  She raised a leg and fed him 

his own cum off her toes, making his task of keeping the Jeep on 

the road momentarily more difficult.  “And you should know 

that they all made out with me right before I left this morning, so 

in a sense you’re already getting to know them.” 

“That’s amazing!”  Mark struggled to keep his eyes on 

the road as she scooped the remainder of his load off her sole 

and worked it into her slit.  “Be sure to thank each of them for 

me.  Personally.  By returning that very sensual kiss with 

interest.  How did you end up with three boyfriends?” 

“By accident,” Avalon said.  “A couple years ago I started 

dating this fighter pilot, Robin.  Tall, a triathlete, totally adorable, 

and dynamite in bed.  Also a fanatical nudist.  His family was 



163 

 

military and he grew up mostly in Europe, particularly Spain.  

I’d never been big on wearing clothes, but he got me out of my 

bikinis, too.  He also insisted on bare feet.  The number one thing 

he hates about his job is having to wear boots.  Anyway, he had 

two buddies, Bobby and Matt.  They all knew each other from 

previous assignments and now they were assigned to the same 

squadron.  Robin and Matt dated for a while about five years 

ago, in fact.  So they were all doing each other on the side.  After 

a few months, I pretty much moved in with Robin, and Matt and 

Bobby were always there, too.  The occasional fourgy became 

more frequent.  We started waking up in the same bed every 

day.  Or Robin would be on duty and I’d go out with one or both 

of the others. 

“After a year of that we came to the conclusion that it 

wasn’t just me and Robin with his fuckbuddies on the side.  It 

was me and Matt, and me and Bobby, too, and the three of them 

as well.  I love all of them.  I don’t ever want to be without any of 

them.  And when you’re a girl with a huge sex drive, having 

three hung, athletic boyfriends is a dream come true.” 

“I admire you so much,” Mark said.  “Congratulations.  

Very few people can make three work, let alone four.” 

“It makes sense for us.”  She chuckled.  “Besides, all three 

of those guys need me.  I’m the brains of the operation.  They 

have three loves—besides me and each other—in life: flying, sex, 

and playing in the outdoors.” 

“That latter two are, of course, interchangeable to some 

extent.” 

“Right.  So I free them, in a sense, to be their hedonistic 

selves.” 

“Think they would be interested in flying for the 

Foundation?” 

“The Air Force is tempting them with a lot of money to 

extend their service commitments.  And Robin in particular has 

always been very focused on saving up for a ranch of his own.” 
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“But what is one of the reasons that he wants a ranch?  

To be naked to his heart’s content, right?” 

“Well, obviously, yeah.” 

“The Foundation would let him continue to fly, while 

allowing him to pursue a nudist lifestyle immediately.  And 

we’ll match whatever salary the Air Force can offer.  Dangle that 

lure in front of him.” 

“And you,” Avalon added.  “I’ll tell them what a hot dick 

you have.”  She was still massaging his hardon.  “How much 

longer have we got to go?”   

“Ten, fifteen minutes,” Mark said.  “This is the fast route.  

The roads on the California side are actually paved.  The road 

into Cibola on the Arizona side isn’t.  We’ll drive that one on the 

way back and see how long it takes.” 

“Is the lack of access from Arizona a bad thing or a good 

thing?” Avalon wondered. 

“I think it’s a good thing.  Visitors who are going to stay 

for a while won’t mind making the drive, and critics will on the 

whole be too lazy to go all this way to cause trouble.  And we’re 

more likely to get criticism from the Arizona side than the 

California, at least early on.” 

“There are more nudists in California than Arizona 

anyway.  I actually get yelled at to put clothes on sometimes in 

Arizona.” 

“Disgusting.  Especially given that girls usually get more 

of a break on that than guys.  Well, we’re out to change minds.” 

“The power of positive thinking?” Avalon suggested 

humorously.  Mark chuckled. 

“I’d say leading by example instead.” 

“Starting off our business and personal relationship this 

way definitely counts as setting a good example,” Avalon said.  

She’d worked up to three fingers inside her cunt while still 

edging Mark’s healthy erection towards a second climax. 
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“I bet you’re pretty good at sexual multitasking since you 

have to handle three boyfriends at once on a daily basis,” Mark 

sighed, observing how coordinated her efforts to stimulate them 

both were. 

“I am.  And I bet you’re pretty good at it too from having 

grown up with three siblings.” 

“I’ve got some practice.”  He felt Avalon grip him more 

tightly and looked over at her in time to watch her cumming on 

the seat of his Jeep, head flung back for a few moments.  Then 

her eyes swiveled to meet his. 

“I’m not sorry about that,” she breathed. 

“Neither am I.”  She was teasing his shaft again and still 

fingering herself, but her emphasis had shifted.  Mark knew she 

wasn’t going to let him cum again.  She did, however, bring 

herself to two more orgasms by the time they crossed the bridge 

from California into Arizona.  The rattling of the wooden 

railroad ties that made up the deck of the bridge beneath them 

drove her to her third orgasm.  She screamed out the window 

into the cloudless sky. 

“We’re almost there now,” Mark warned her. 

Reluctantly, Avalon pulled her dress down and sat up.  

Mark scrambled to fit his prick back into his shorts while still 

trying to make a left-hand turn.  Avalon watched him, enjoying 

the sight of him struggling to accomplish the task without letting 

his still-thick maleness tent his shorts too obscenely. 

Cibola Park was no more than a trailer park on the fringe 

of the fields about which Jeff had rhapsodized.  Most of the 

trailers were dilapidated, sun-bleached structures sitting on acre 

lots where a steel shed and a bed of gravel with a cactus in it 

were signs of opulence.  Here and there, newer manufactured 

homes stood out, run up to house managers or particularly 

undemanding retirees.  One of these was their first stop. 
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“I have the agents waiting at the other two,” Avalon said 

as they pulled into the driveway.  “If you hadn’t said you had 

plans for the neighborhood, I’d call the whole thing a dump.” 

“This is only going to be a temporary base of operations,” 

Mark replied.  “How long it will last is largely up to you, and 

how fast you can make deals.” 

“I aim to please,” Avalon said, running a hand down her 

thigh.  “And showing off my body doesn’t hurt, either.” 

“You’re very pleasing in every way so far,” Mark said.  

He leaned over and kissed her. 

The realtor, having seen the kiss, assumed they were a 

couple.  Neither of them bothered to disillusion him during the 

tour.  The house was a fairly standard design, three bedrooms, 

two bathrooms, not too abused since it had been built ten years 

previously.  The colors were bland, the appliances basic but 

fairly new. 

At one point the realtor stepped out into the yard to take 

a call.  To Avalon’s surprise, Mark dropped to his knees, lifted 

her skirt, and began licking her. 

“Mark!  We could be caught!” 

“Does he look like he’s going to be back anytime soon?” 

She glanced out the window.  “No, he’s yapping away.” 

“Good.”  Mark kept licking her.  She, like him, was ready 

to burst. 

“Fuck,” Avalon panted.  “I could totally lose my license 

for this.  I don’t fucking care.”  She pulled her dress over her 

head and threw it away.  Naked, she let him tongue-fuck her to a 

climax.  He stood up and kissed her, making her taste herself 

and his lingering seed at the same time. 

“Fuck me right now,” she begged.  “I need it.  Just a few 

strokes.  I need to say I did it.”  Mark yanked off his shirt and 

she dropped his shorts—again.  He stepped into her, kissed her 

neck, thrust inside her three, six, a dozen times. 
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“Oh, shit, he’s coming back!” she suddenly hissed.  Mark 

withdrew, grabbed his clothes, and darted into the bathroom.  

Avalon tossed her dress on and was calmly looking through her 

paperwork by the time the realtor got back inside. 

“Right,” said Mark, emerging from the bathroom a 

minute later.  “Two hundred thousand is the asking price?” 

“Offer one-eighty,” Avalon recommended.  “It’s not 

worth that.” 

“They can have the full asking price, on one condition: 

we close and they vacate this house within three days.” 

“That’s not going to be possible,” the realtor began. 

“Call your clients and ask them how much they’ll take to 

move out within three days.” 

The agent, shaking his head, did so.  Mark waited 

impatiently as he argued with them.  Avalon admired the way 

Mark’s calves flexed as he tapped his toes in half-feigned, half-

real irritation at the wait. 

“Two-twenty?” the realtor faltered at last.  “But there is a 

mortgage—” 

“Then call the loan manager at the bank and make sure 

they can close it this fast.” 

He did.  At first, the bank insisted they couldn’t.  Mark 

offered them a hundred thousand dollars to fast-track this and 

any of his other closings involving them.  The bank decided they 

could accommodate him.  He went through the same routine 

with the title company before the owners finally agreed to the 

terms.  Mark snapped a series of pictures with his phone and 

took some measurements before they left. 

“Land of free enterprise, indeed,” he fumed.  “It’s like 

people don’t want to take your money.” 

The next two houses on his list were dealt with in much 

the same way: a brief inspection followed by haggling the price 

up until he got the owners to agree to clear out quick, in both 

cases within a week.  Then they got back in the Jeep and roared 
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off to the north.  As they pulled out of Cibola, they noticed a 

dozen or so people gathered outside the first house Mark had 

bought: neighbors gathering to gossip—and soon to wonder if 

they might be next.  Avalon had thoughtfully left a stack of 

business cards at each of the homes they had visited. 

“And that,” Mark said, tapping at his phone rapidly, 

“gives the Foundation a foothold.  You’ll find the necessary 

paperwork in that satchel in the back, also your contract as the 

Foundation’s agent, for which you’ll receive a regular salary.” 

“Screw the salary.  I made more in commission this 

morning than I have in the last six months,” Avalon said.  “This 

day keeps getting better and better.” 

“And you’ll have a lot more commissions to collect 

soon,” Mark winked at her. 

“When you said you were buying a lot of property, how 

much did you have in mind?” 

“Everything.  I want you to buy everything for sale in La 

Paz County.  And when the market runs dry, I want you to go 

looking for more.” 

“You’re serious,” Avalon exclaimed, staring at him.  “But 

that’s going to cost a fortune!” 

“Which I have.  Buying all of Cibola Park will affect me 

less than buying a new car would affect the average American.” 

“Is it going to become the cornerstone of the nudist 

colony?” 

“In part.  The real center will be the area we’re driving 

through now.”  He slowed the Jeep.  They were coasting along a 

dirt road ruled in a straight line through miles of fields.  The 

Colorado flowed, invisible behind a levee, to their left.  Ahead of 

them, a small cluster of cottonwood trees stood off to one side of 

the road. 

“Imagine all of this no longer under commercial 

cultivation, but dotted with cottages, split up into small farms 

and commons.  Instead of farmers sweating their insides out into 
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their clothes and dreaming of air-conditioned tractors, there will 

be people who run and work naked, taking their sustenance 

from it with a minimum of effort, as the original people of this 

land did.  Instead of warehouses and office blocks, sunshine.  

Instead of machines, life.  Instead of fear and embarrassment, 

honesty and courage.” 

“Excuse me,” Avalon interrupted, “but are we going to 

be driving for a while?” 

“Yeah, we’re going out into the desert.” 

“I’ll get comfortable, then.”  Her dress went into the 

backseat.  Mark kept explaining as she went for his fly, mentally 

observing that she seemed to be stripping him constantly. 

“To make this happen, your first task will be to buy up 

Cibola Park, going door to door if necessary.  We’ll even pay 

cash.  If the owners decide to run off and leave a mortgage, we 

can clear that up later.  Next, you’ll have to go after all the 

adjoining farmland.  That will probably require a lot more 

persuasion, given the water rights involved, but we have to have 

it.  And all the while you have to stay on top of the market to 

catch anything new that comes along.  Are you getting all this?” 

“Yes,” Avalon said, pulling off his cock.  “You know that 

this is going to force prices up.” 

“We’re prepared for that.” 

“How much money does your foundation have?” 

“At the moment, about fifty million dollars.  In a few 

years, when we’re fully vested, between two and three billion.  

We could pay an average of a hundred thousand dollars an acre 

for every piece of privately owned land in La Paz County and 

still have plenty of margin.  We’d prefer not to, but that’s your 

limit, so keep it in mind.” 

“A tenth of that is still ten times what the land is worth.” 

“We need to create large, contiguous nude-friendly 

zones.  On an American scale.  Montalivet is fun and all, and a 

great introduction to nudism for city dwellers, but it’s tiny for 
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those of us who grew up in the American west.  Less than six 

hundred acres.” 

“That’s just a small ranch,” Avalon said dismissively. 

“Correct.  If you want to live a fully satisfying outdoors 

lifestyle, in the nude and free to fuck whenever you feel like it, 

you need an area the size of a national park.  Hiking, horseback 

riding, flying, fishing and boating, swimming, distance running, 

eventually hunting and planting forests—a square mile is not 

enough.  We need tens of thousands of acres together.” 

“I can’t wait to move here.  Your project is my lifelong 

fantasy.” 

“Think your boyfriends will be okay with that?” 

“A chance to do nothing but fly and fuck and work 

outside all day?  Robin would get down on all fours for you in a 

heartbeat if you offered him that chance.  Bobby and Matt go 

where he goes and always love it.  What will they be flying, by 

the way?  They’ll want to know.” 

“Everything from Cessnas up to the PC-12 and PC-24.” 

“The new jet?  That’s even better!” 

“They can all keep building jet time, you can assure 

them.  Maybe, if we have enough interest, I’ll buy a few old 

warbirds and start the world’s first nudist airshow.  Might be a 

great promotion.  And for thrill-seekers, who’d pass up a chance 

to have sex underneath a sky filled with roaring fighter planes?” 

“Holy fuck,” Avalon breathed, blowing across his wet 

pricktip.  “You have the hottest mind ever.” 

“Stop wasting cum.  You’re leaking.” 

“We never waste cum.  In our household it’s either 

rubbed into the skin or swallowed.”  With that remark, she 

swallowed him nearly to the base.  Mark groaned.  The paved 

road had turned into badly graded gravel and every turn and 

every bump made Avalon move differently on his cock.  Each 

time the Jeep crossed an especially poor patch of track where the 

grader had skipped, turning the road into a mass of ridges, the 
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vibration caused him to jackhammer Avalon’s mouth.  She 

didn’t pull off him while it lasted, kneading his balls instead. 

Coveys of quail darted out of their path.  The road 

wound through a scrubland of juniper and locust, with creosote 

bushes and other shrubs dotted about.  To their left, the 

Colorado River roughly paralleled the road.  In places, the trees 

were blackened and charred, evidence of recent brush fires.  

They would have to do something about fire prevention, Mark 

reflected.  And something about the mosquitoes and gnats that 

probably frequented the marshy banks of the river at dusk.  On 

the plus side, Cibola was about ten degrees cooler than 

Quartzsite or Ehrenberg, which was perfect.  As a nudist, Mark 

craved the sun; as a mountain boy, he found the Arizona desert 

with its triple-digit temperatures stifling at times. 

“Did you notice what they’re growing right now in 

Cibola?” Avalon asked him, pulling off his dick and sitting up. 

“Yeah.  Cotton.  Very wasteful of water.  They’re not 

even growing food, just dishonesty.” 

“Dishonesty?  Oh, I get it.  You mean that cotton turns 

into clothing, which is dishonest because it hides the body.  I like 

how you think.” 

“You’re being very honest right now,” Mark said with 

admiration as he watched her leaning back in her seat, 

completely indifferent to her exposure. 

“No one’s passed us so far.  And if they did, and called 

the police to complain, do you think they’d come out all this way 

to ticket a naked girl?  Nope.  Waste of effort.” 

“So you see why the isolation on the Arizona side is a 

good thing.  No law enforcement.” 

“Speaking of the link between nudity and honesty—did 

you know there used to be a nudist bookstore in Quartzsite?  Or 

at least the owner was a nudist who didn’t wear anything more 

than a cock pouch.” 
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Mark almost ran off the road in his excitement.  “I not 

only know about it, I’ve been there.  And I wasn’t wearing 

anything but my G-string, which was as small as his pouch.  

Same for my cousin and my siblings and our parents.  And we 

all took a photo with him.  He loved seeing the enthusiasm of 

the next generations of nudists.” 

“Cibola will have a completely nude bookstore, of 

course.” 

“Of course.”  Mark couldn’t resist reaching across to 

finger Avalon.  She pretended to be watching the scenery, but 

she was also making his fingers very wet.  Every now and then 

he’d allow her to lick her juices from his hand. 

The drive from Cibola back to Ehrenberg on the Arizona 

side of the river took fifty minutes.  They cruised through 

Quartzsite with Avalon’s head buried in Mark’s lap.  She was 

invisible behind the Jeep’s doors, while Mark looked like any 

other shirtless Indian boy.  No one in the sleepy town noticed 

their nudity. 

“I have to ask,” Avalon said, coming up for air.  “The 

Mojave Heritage Foundation.  This isn’t Mojave County, and the 

Foundation isn’t associated with the Mojave tribe.  Is the 

connection personal?” 

“My mom was Mojave.” 

“Cool.  My grandma was Quechan.” 

“That’s almost as naked and sexual as being Mojave.” 

“Oh, really?” Avalon smirked.  “Pull over.” 

Mark did so.  The moment he stopped, she opened the 

door and jumped out.  He followed her. 

“Come on!” she dared him, darting into the middle of 

US-95.  It was a rough, patched two-lane highway in the middle 

of nowhere, empty for miles in either direction.  He caught up 

with her and fucked her with abandon, straddling the yellow 

lines.  It was insanely risky, and Mark had rarely been hornier.  

He kissed her so hard they both tasted blood.  Her clit was so 
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swollen he could feel it pressing against him like a tiny erection.  

Hyper-aroused, she came and came and came.  Their thighs 

were wet with her cum by the time Mark caught the glint of an 

approaching windshield in the distance. 

“Time to go, babe,” he said.  “You drive.” 

“I can’t wait till this is all legally nude,” Avalon shouted, 

leaping into the driver’s seat and pulling the Jeep pulled back 

onto the road.  “Where are we going?” 

“There’s an entire section of land for sale out in the 

desert.  I want to look at it before you buy it.  Just follow the 

directions on my phone.” 

“Okay,” she agreed, then gasped when he began to lick 

her.  “Ahh…mind if I ask why you want to look at it if you’re 

not really going to use it?” 

“Oh, I am going to use this one.  For a solar farm.  Free 

power for the county.  That should get me some brownie points 

to smooth the regulatory way.  Especially considering that my 

project is at the opposite end of the county from most of the 

people.  It’ll make it easier for them to be cooperative.” 

“Unbelievable,” Avalon sighed.  She was glad the road 

was straight.  Making the one necessary turn took a ridiculous 

amount of concentration.  When he wasn’t sucking her clit, Mark 

was essentially French kissing her pussy.  The experience was 

unbelievable, the more so because navigating the Jeep broke her 

concentration.  When she finally brought it to a halt in the 

middle of a dirt road, she came a final time with a ferocity that 

left the day’s previous orgasms in the dust.   And the taste of her 

own juices on Mark’s lips as he kissed her afterwards inflamed 

her all over again. 

“Shall we?” he asked after a while. 

“Let’s.” 

They hiked out into the middle of the property.  It was 

almost perfectly flat and barren.  With pumped water and loads 
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of nitrates, it might become a field for as long as the supply of 

those two elements held out.  Without them, it was nothing. 

“Still think I’m only almost as sexual as you?” Avalon 

inquired, toying with Mark’s shaft. 

“You’re as sexual as me.  I hope your boyfriends are.” 

“That’s why they need three partners in life instead of 

one.” 

“How do your families deal with it?” 

“Oh, they don’t know about it at all.  Everyone thinks 

Robin and I are a couple and Bobby and Matt are house-sharing 

with us.  They still have separate bedrooms in case they want to 

bring someone else over or family visits.” 

“You’ll be able to live much more openly in Cibola.” 

“And get fucked much more openly.” 

Mark grinned and lay down on his back.  “Welcome 

aboard.” 

Avalon rode him to three orgasms before he took charge 

again and flipped her onto all fours.  It turned out to be her 

favorite position: tremendously stimulating for her while 

simultaneously less so for her partner.  All she had to do was 

crouch, arch her beautiful arse, and let him pleasure her.  

Neither of them bothered to be quiet.  They were in the middle 

of the desert.  Who could hear them?  Their ancestors had 

inhabited this land for thousands of years.  The odds were good 

that at some point, a couple had fucked here before, within sight 

of where they were doing it now.  They both knew it, and it 

turned them on.  It elevated sex from simple pleasure into an 

intense communion with history, connecting it with a tradition 

of uninhibited sexuality and the pursuit of freedom.  One was 

the other.  To experience one was to experience the other. 

“You can keep going,” Avalon sighed when she felt Mark 

slow.  He’d already cum, but he’d kept fucking her anyway. 

He chuckled.  “I think that’s enough for now.  I’m sure 

you’re going to have a very busy night when you get home.” 
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“Yeah, probably.”  He helped her stand up.  “God, your 

stamina is like nothing in the world I’ve experienced.  Except 

Robin’s.” 

“And you, my dear, are particularly extraordinary.”  

Mark kissed her gently.  “Your endurance…you truly love a 

cock in you.” 

“I need a cock in me,” Avalon clarified.  “This is why I 

have three boyfriends.” 

“I look forward to making an occasional fourth.” 

“I can’t wait.  Doesn’t the sand feel fantastic on your 

feet?” 

“Our ancestors had the right idea.  Why wear a single 

fucking thing in this climate?  If you love the body, it’s perfect.” 

“Any other places you want to look at?” 

“No, just buy everything listed for now.  Starting 

tomorrow.  We don’t need any quick closings on the other 

properties.  But make sure they leave the keys with the local 

agents and that there are no delays in getting possession of 

those.  I’ll send out contractors to refurbish the houses we 

bought today.  After you get everything lined up with the listed 

properties, we’ll work out an arrangement for you to be here 

part-time to start going around and propositioning owners.  

Let’s face it, a beautiful girl with long legs is the best possible 

choice for that task.” 

“Thank you for appreciating my legs.” 

“They make me quiver with excitement.” 

“Would you like to make me quiver anywhere else 

today?” 

They had reached the Jeep by this time, and Mark 

glanced at his phone.  “Sadly, I can’t.  It appears I have to be 

back to interview the seventeenth candidate for the Foundation’s 

legal counsel.  Ethan seems very excited about this one.” 

“That’s okay.”  Avalon kissed him.  “Next time.” 
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They lunched at a Sizzler back in Blythe, their legs 

touching under the table.  Mark’s dick never went fully soft.  

Anyone would have mistaken them for two teenagers on a date.  

And they were perfectly well aware of it, and it added to their 

excitement.  Afterwards, Mark dropped her at the airport, 

stripped, and headed for San Diego again.  Traffic slowed him 

down and it was after seven by the time he got back to La Jolla.  

An elderly couple walking their arthritic retriever in the twilight 

nearly fell over with shock at seeing a naked athlete cross the 

sidewalk in front of them. 

“What,” Mark demanded, closing the front door behind 

him, “is this all about?” 

Everyone was clothed, or at least wearing what passed 

for clothing among a bunch of libertines.  Braden sported a very 

tropical Aussiebum speedo that had only one proper side.  The 

front and back panels, rather than being sewn at the hip on the 

other side, tied in a loose knot, giving the illusion of a 

loincloth—and making it very convenient for quick release.  

Ethan and Jeff sported tiny Cocksox speedos, with front pouches 

so thin and tight that not only Jeff’s glans but also the veins on 

their pricks were visible through the fabric.  Even Jess, wonder 

of wonders, was wearing a bikini bottom.  And not a G-string, 

but a more substantial thong that emphasized the perfection of 

her arse. 

“We’re interviewing our potential new lawyer at dinner,” 

Jess said, coming up and giving him a kiss.  “I hope you saved 

some cream.” 

“Is it going to be that kind of dinner?” 

“Almost certainly,” Jeff said.  “This guy is not only 

stunningly beautiful, he’s kinky, too.  His interview with Ethan 

was positively flirtatious.  And his credentials are impeccable.  

He also seems to have the necessary streak of individual 

ambition.  The type that would rather strike out on his own than 
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take a secure job.  If he doesn’t spook tonight, I think we have a 

winner.” 

“And we can offer him more than anyone else in town if 

that’s a factor,” Mark added.  “Probably fifty percent more if he’s 

very new.” 

“Five months out of UCLA.” 

“Yep, we can pay him more.  But not as much as Ethan, 

to preserve the proprieties.  Ethan, how much am I paying you?” 

“I think it’s about a hundred thousand with the exchange 

rate,” Ethan called out from the stove.  “I’m expensive.” 

“You’re worth it.” 

“I love you.” 

“I love you, too.  And now I’m going to grab a shower.  If 

I have time?” 

“Fifteen minutes!” Jess called. 

Mark was glad that his hair naturally shed water.  The 

heat of the shower energized him after the long, cramped drive, 

though he was reluctant to wash Avalon’s scent off him.  For a 

minute, he fantasized about pairing her off with Moira, in a 

battle of the courtesans like that of Messalina and Scylla, to see 

who would be exhausted first in a tournament of love.  Then he 

realized his cock was almost horizontal, and he didn’t want to 

make too powerful a first impression on the new boy.  He dried 

off and slipped into a simple pale blue Aussiebum, placing only 

a single layer of nylon between himself and full exposure to the 

world.  He went back into the living room.  Jeff was lighting 

candles on the table.  The air smelled of savory spices and fresh 

bread.  Beyond the open patio doors, a fire blazed in the firepit, 

the familiar fragrances of juniper and pinyon reaching his nose. 

“This looks like the setting for a seduction, not a job 

interview.” 

“It is a seduction,” Braden pointed out quite seriously.  

“We want him to fall for us.  So we charm the pants off him.” 

“It’ll be awkward for him if he turns up wearing pants.” 
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“He won’t.  He seemed very keen on the idea of a bikini 

party.” 

“What are we having?” 

“Roast quails, pan potatoes, biscuits,” Ethan announced, 

planting a steaming platter of game in the center of the table.  

“The concierge services around here are excellent.  But that’s 

what it takes to get simple country fare.” 

“I’m hungry!” Braden said.  Jeff was nearly devouring 

the food with his eyes alone. 

“Time,” Jess said, looking at her phone.  The doorbell 

rang.  Ethan waved Mark back and went to get it.  “Hey, Krit!  

Please, come in.” 

The guy who walked in the door was unquestionably the 

handsomest in the room.  Mark had sexual magnetism, but this 

boy had model-perfect looks.  Jet-black hair, a lean body on 

which every major muscle was visible, six feet tall, eight-pack 

abs—all of which were perfectly visible to his hosts.  He was 

naked except for a tiny green-and-white speedo, probably a 

Japanese brand, and matching Havaianas, which he immediately 

kicked off. 

“Everyone, this is Krit Gunderson,” Ethan said.  “Krit, 

this is Mark.  The same Lord Corran who’s endowing the 

Foundation.” 

“I’m very glad to meet you,” Krit said.  His handshake 

was firm but his hands were soft in spite of his perfect 

musculature.  This boy took care of himself, Mark thought. 

“Likewise.  At first glance you seem to fit in very nicely 

around here.” 

“I was hoping I would.  Ethan’s offer was very tempting.  

A chance to help create the world’s biggest nudist town, in 

defiance of custom and on the borderline of the law?  I’ve been 

having fantasies about that since I was about fifteen.” 

“My realtor said something very similar to me this 

morning.” 
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“Sorry to be cliche.” 

“No need to be.  You’re both right.  For a very few of us, 

it is a powerful dream, and now that I can afford to make it real, 

I’m going to.” 

“Lord Corran,” Krit said earnestly, “I want to work on 

this project.  I’ll do it pro bono if I have to, but I want to be a part 

of this.  Worse than I can explain to you.” 

Mark pulled him into a kiss.  “Welcome to the family.”  

Krit’s kissing was delicate, yet with a controlled strength behind 

it that reminded him of a dancer’s power and precision.  “This is 

Jess, Ethan’s girlfriend, who will be running the tourism side of 

the Foundation.  Braden will manage day-to-day operations, 

including vetting potential tenants.  And Jeff is Braden’s 

boyfriend and the strategist for the Foundation.”  Each of them 

Krit unhesitatingly frenched in turn as Mark introduced them, 

taking it for granted that they would want to greet him that way. 

Jeff broke off his introductory kiss and looked at Krit.  

“Wow.  I remember you now.  You were the star model in that 

extraordinary photo series in San Francisco.” 

Krit smiled, a luminous gesture that made the observer 

want to cuddle him and fuck him at the same time.  “I was.” 

“Photo series?” Mark asked. 

“It was spectacular,” Braden enthused.  “We went up for 

Folsom this year.  In one of the galleries, there was a show going 

on, and one of the exhibits was a series of life-size black-and-

white photos of one particular model.  His face didn’t show 

clearly in any of them.  Mostly it was focused on his body, which 

was like white marble against a gray background, contrasting 

with the stark black leather and rope that bound him into all 

sorts of contorted positions.  Very explicit.  Whoever bound his 

cock was a true artist.  It got me so excited that I had to tie Jeff up 

when we got home.” 

“And then I tied him up and teased him until he 

screamed like a little girl,” Jeff added wryly. 
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Krit chuckled.  “I don’t blame him at all.  I’d love to tie 

you up, too.” 

“Switch?” 

“Always.  You?” 

“Yes, but it depends on who I’m playing with.” 

“Of course.  Thanks for recognizing me.” 

“I can see you’re in this for personal reasons, too,” Ethan 

said. 

“Aren’t all of us?”  General agreement was followed by a 

move to the dining table.  The quails quickly disappeared. 

“Are you from San Francisco originally?” Jess asked 

between bites. 

“Yeah.  I lived there till college.  My mom is a lawyer, 

too.  Her parents were from Thailand.  They’re in LA.  She 

walked out on them and went north as soon as she could.  Two 

very different personality types there.” 

“I’m guessing that you get your libertinism from your 

mother, and your grandparents didn’t approve,” Jeff guessed, 

buttering a roll. 

“Exactly.  My mom loved the San Francisco milieu.  She 

did get one thing from her parents, though: meticulous self-

control.  She would cheerfully describe her teenage self as a slut, 

but she was always thoughtful about it.  She didn’t have me 

until she’d graduated law school and was secure in a job.  And 

when she did, it was exactly the opposite of getting casually 

knocked up.  My dad was a Norwegian athlete whom she’d 

recruited specifically for the task of siring me.  For a period of 

three days, she hung him in various positions from the ceiling 

and all but used him as a dildo while one of her friends, a gay 

porn star, fucked him.  He didn’t want to leave for a month after 

that.” 

“Jeff,” Braden said, suddenly grabbing his lover’s hand, 

“promise me that if we have kids, you’ll fuck me like that while 

we’re doing it.” 
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“I promise,” Jeff said, petting him. 

“Apart from having a lot more sex, I had a fairly regular 

childhood.  Public high school, college at San Francisco State, 

then UCLA for law school.  I got certified as a personal trainer as 

well and I’ve done that and a bit of modeling during school and 

since.  My mom wants me to join her firm, but I would rather 

have a new challenge.” 

“I have to ask this,” Jeff said.  “Call it anthropological 

curiosity, if nothing else.  Have you ever slept with either of 

your parents?” 

“Once apiece.”  Krit considered this.  “Well, on one 

occasion for each.  More than once during those occasions.  With 

my mom it was a rite of passage.  After I finished high school, 

she took me on a trip to Thailand for a couple of weeks.  We’d 

been there before, but this time we shared a bed and I made love 

to her constantly.  Outdoors as often as we could.  After we came 

back, that was it.” 

“Haven’t you wanted to try it again?” 

“Sometimes yes and sometimes no.  I knew for years it 

was going to happen sometime.  But she always led me to think 

of it as a special moment, so I still view it that way.  Like any 

other seminal moment in your life.  She still makes me hot for 

her, though.” 

“And your dad?” 

“My dad I hadn’t seen in ten years.  I met up with him on 

a backpacking trip through Europe.  Still a stud.  He was 

married.  He’d gotten married to a gymnast not that much older 

than me.  They already had two kids.  The sexual tension among 

us was ridiculous for the first couple days of my stay with them.  

Finally I lost patience, walked into their room naked, and told 

them both that I could see they’d been having fantasies about 

me, and that they either had to be honest and act on those 

desires or I would leave.  None of us were walking straight the 

next day.” 
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“Two kids,” Jeff said speculatively. 

“Four now.” 

“Think your dad might like to raise them in a sex-

positive environment?” 

“Hey!” Krit said.  “He would!  He’d go for this project in 

a heartbeat.” 

“Tell him about it and see.  We have good government 

connections for handling the immigration paperwork if he’s 

interested.  Which would be part of your job, actually.” 

“This is awesome,” Krit grinned.  “I was so excited I 

hadn’t even thought that aspect through.” 

“You seem to be very interested in sexual control,” Mark 

observed. 

Krit turned to him.  “Yes—but not sexual control by 

itself.  Sexual control in combination with, and in contrast to, 

sexual anarchy.  The purpose being to appreciate the contrast, 

the variation—and the choice required to step into either one or 

the other at will.  When I’m in bondage, as the sub, or when I’m 

having sex, I let myself go.  When I’m dominating someone, or 

when I’m alone, I exercise control.  I never cum from jerking off.  

I hardly ever touch my own cock.  That control prolongs my solo 

pleasure, and it also drives me to seek release through pleasure 

with others, through giving up control.” 

“The Hegelian dialectic,” Jeff summarized.  “Thesis and 

antithesis—and the totality of your sex life is the synthesis.” 

“Constant variety,” Jess said.  “Sex for the mind as well 

as the body.” 

“The mind is an extremely underrated sexual organ,” 

Krit asserted. 

Jeff nodded.  “I’ve cum on several occasions just from 

thinking back vividly to things that Braden and I have done 

before.” 

“In college I once had an orgasm from licking my sexy 

roommate’s feet while he slept,” Braden admitted. 
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“And let’s not forget orgasm induced by ‘electronically 

stimulating the pleasure centers of the brain,’” Jeff added. 

“One hundred and twenty-eight times!” Jess finished 

triumphantly. 

“If only that were possible now,” Krit smiled.  “I’d love 

to experience that.  Total internal control over arousal.”  He 

leaned back to give Ethan, who was clearing the table, room to 

work.  “Conventional e-stim is crude by comparison.” 

“A lot of fun, though,” Mark said.  “We already have 

plenty of ways of stimulating ourselves.  More than any other 

generation in recorded history.  Let’s at least start using what 

we’ve got on a more regular basis and giving it a wider 

distribution.” 

“Are you going to set up a school, too?” Krit asked. 

“Eventually.  When there are enough families to need 

one.  Starting a college may come first.  And yes, following your 

train of thought, sexual pleasure will be on the curriculum, 

Denmark style.” 

“I can see I’m going to have to be defending this one in 

court already.” 

“Why don’t we move out to the hot tub?” Jess suggested.  

Braden was putting the last of the plates in the dishwasher. 

“Let’s,” Jeff agreed.  “It’s getting cold in here with the 

windows open.”  He stood up and went off into the bedroom for 

a moment.  Mark, meanwhile, led the procession to the jacuzzi.  

They kept it on all day in case anyone wanted to use it, and he 

only had to turn the bubbles up for it to be ready for them.  

Slowly, savoring the initial burn of the hot water, they lowered 

their bodies beneath the frothing surface.  Jeff rejoined them, 

carrying a lovely blue water pipe on a tray with the rest of its 

accessories. 

“More of your signature blend?” Mark asked. 
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“Nope, that wouldn’t work right in a pipe.”  Jeff was 

packing the bowl with something dark, sticky, and aromatic.  

“Black Cherry Soda.  Great for arousal and endurance.” 

“I like that one,” Krit said.  “Where do you stand on 

Dutch Treat?” 

“To paraphrase a famous Australian, you can smoke it, 

but it tastes like shit.” 

“True, but it also makes you sexually hyperfocused.  It 

reminds me of Uncle Oswald’s fantasy of being a piston sliding 

in a cylinder over and over again.  A single movement infinitely 

repeated.”  He slid his speedo off under the water and set it on 

the patio.  That was the signal for everyone else to follow suit.  

Jeff was still busy with the weed, so Braden removed his suit for 

him. 

“As far as Krit being our new house counsel,” Ethan said, 

“it looks like his role is going to be bigger than we expected.  

Turns out I can’t be admitted to the bar in Arizona.” 

“Why?” Mark demanded. 

“Arizona is one of a minority of states where the bar 

association refuses to accept graduates of foreign law schools as 

having valid credentials.  The only way I could qualify would be 

two more years of university to get the American degree.” 

“Absurd and inconsistent,” Mark said.  “We’ll sue.” 

“We will not sue,” Jeff declared.  “It’s too early to butt 

heads with the state government.” 

“Absolutely,” Ethan said.  “I can operate in a supervisory 

capacity.  Which I’ll have to do anyway once we really start 

litigating and I have to run a team of attorneys.” 

“Did you get all three houses?” Braden asked Mark. 

“Yes.  I brought back pictures and measurements.  Do 

you have a crew lined up?” 

“They’ll be coming from Phoenix.  I’ll start going out 

tomorrow to supervise them.” 

“That’s a long haul.” 
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“I’ll drive out there in the morning, but Jeff will fly to 

Blythe in one of the new planes and pick me up after that.  It 

saves a couple of hours each way.” 

“Good idea.  That drive was murder.”  Mark shifted 

unpleasantly, as if recalling the cramps.  “On the plus side, our 

new realtor is unquestionably one of us.  And my sister gave me 

incomplete information, for which I’m going to spank her.  

Avalon doesn’t have just one boyfriend who’s a pilot, she has 

three.  All of whom will be available in May.” 

“Whoa,” Jess said, exhaling a cloud of smoke that glowed 

blue in the tub’s lights. 

“I cannot wait to meet your friends,” Krit said, grinning 

from ear to ear. 

“And we fucked in the house while the listing agent 

stepped out for a minute, in the desert, and in the middle of US-

95.” 

“Will I get to meet her?” Braden asked eagerly. 

“In a few days.  Once we get moved in.  She flew back to 

Tucson.  She flies, too.  But be careful with your nakedness until 

you’ve got the trees around the house put in.” 

“Actually,” Krit pointed out, “although public nudity is 

still indecent exposure in Arizona for now, the way the law is 

worded will benefit the Foundation in the long run.” 

“Explain.” 

Their new lawyer took a deep pull from the pipe.  

“Arizona Revised Statutes, Title 13, Section 1402A: ‘A person 

commits indecent exposure if he or she exposes his or her 

genitals or anus or she exposes the areola or nipple of her breast 

or breasts and another person is present, and the defendant is 

reckless about whether the other person, as a reasonable person, 

would be offended or alarmed by the act.’  So the legality of 

public nudity depends on five elements, three of which are of 

primary importance in our calculations.  First, is there another 

person present?  Nudity in the absence of anyone else is always 
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legal.  Second, is the other person offended or alarmed by the 

act?  If someone who witnesses an act of exposure is not 

offended, then there is no offense of indecent exposure.  Third, 

the witness must be a reasonable person.  Once the Foundation 

owns a large contiguous area, we’ll post signage designating the 

entire area as a nudist zone, with warnings.  We will state clearly 

that nudity is presumed to be the standard form of behavior 

within that area.  Therefore, a reasonable person, having read 

these warnings and chosen to proceed, could not subsequently 

become offended by witnessing nudity within a privately-owned 

nudist community without forfeiting his claim to being a 

reasonable person in the first place.  Thereby rendering anyone 

accused not liable under the phrasing of the law.” 

“Very clever,” Jeff said.  “Forcing the issue of logic.  And 

we’ll always win on logical grounds provided the courts abide 

by their own laws.” 

“Those laws still allow you to be arrested for being naked 

on your own property if someone else witnesses it and 

complains,” Mark said angrily. 

Krit nodded.  “And that will be our first legal challenge.  

It won’t come for a while.  By literally buying out the current 

occupants of the area where we’ll base the Foundation, and only 

renting back, even temporarily, to those who sign Foundation-

standard contracts, we’ll remove the risk of an immediate battle 

over ‘the naked Indians.’  Fewer people present means fewer 

people who could see us and complain.” 

Jeff was nodding vigorously.  “That’s the pattern of all 

human conflict.  When you force a gas into a cylinder, the 

reduced space between the molecules increases collisions among 

them and generates heat.  When you put more people into an 

area, collisions among them increase.  Except the collisions 

among molecules are energy.  Impartial, indifferent, abstract.  

Collisions among humans are violence.” 



187 

 

“Remove the humans and you remove the risk of 

violence.  But it will come eventually.  Someone will be arrested 

for being naked on Foundation land.  If there’s simmering 

resentment in the background, and the county administration 

gets fearful of our growth, they may try to make a statement by 

prosecuting one or more of us in violation of the law.  And that’s 

when we attack the indecent exposure law itself.  We do so from 

the angle of property rights, that it’s an unconscionable violation 

of those rights for a man to be restricted from pursuing a 

harmless activity on his own property.  We’ll bring in Marcus 

Aurelius and the Stoics, that the mind is responsible for its own 

thoughts.  Edward III and the Garter: ‘Evil be to him who evil 

thinks.’  Arizona, being politically conservative, and 

aggressively so, is actually an excellent place to make this 

argument.  We can appeal to Western traditions and free market 

ideals in support of our case while subtly branding our 

opponents pansies and—what was the popular word among the 

far right a few years ago?—‘snowflakes.’  With fragile egos and 

sexualities, since they fear the body.  Superstitious and 

cowardly, since they fear to see something harmless.  And above 

all, fake liberals whose aim is to stifle individual choice in the 

interests of a collective standard imposed by the state.” 

“Excellent!” Mark exclaimed.  He held out the pipe to 

Jeff.  “I’ll have another.” 

“Not to mention,” Krit smiled, “this argument, once we 

win this case—and we will win it, given that we’ll have 

unbeatable logical, emotional, and political arguments, all 

backed by a billion-dollar charity—will lay the grounds for the 

legalization of outdoor sex on private property.  Exact same 

argument.  Otherwise legal activities cannot be curtailed on 

private property just because of a risk of public displeasure.  If 

they can be, why, for example, mining companies could be 

forced to shut down to avoid offending protestors outside the 

mine.  Military bases, too.  We force them to see that the absence 
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of freedom would hurt them as well.  And if by some fluke we 

lose, we prove it to them.  We use the case as a precedent to do 

exactly what I proposed: shut down all sorts of things on the 

ground of public offense until we compel the legislature to go all 

the way in the other direction and take offensive behavior off the 

books altogether as a crime.  Simultaneously we push a public 

relations campaign that compares American laws on offensive 

behavior to ASBOs in Britain, an example of the tyranny that 

Mark’s ancestors fled and Mark himself refused to be a party to.  

We cast him as a champion of freedom, harking back at once to 

the traditions of individual liberty and Native American heritage 

beloved by the right and left, respectively.” 

“Do you have any idea how hard I am from listening to 

you?” Jeff asked. 

“I do,” Braden confirmed.  “He’s exceptionally hard.”  

He disappeared under the bubbles.  Jeff suddenly arched his 

back. 

“These standard contracts you mentioned,” Mark said.  

“What will they do?” 

Ethan lifted Jess off his cock and passed her to Krit.  She 

settled happily onto the new boy’s lap with a sigh.  “They’re 

quite elaborate in places, or will be when we finish drafting 

them.  I wonder how long it will take someone to actually read 

one and discover the catches.  For starters, the lessee 

acknowledges that nudity, sex, the use of recreational drugs, 

hunting, shooting, farming, herding, and so on are entirely 

permitted on the property by the Foundation.  However, he also 

agrees that as a condition of his lease, he will make no complaint 

against anyone, anywhere, any time, for any of the 

aforementioned actions, nor serve as a witness for the 

prosecution in any case where he might be in a position to give 

evidence of such actions.  If he does, that’s grounds for 

immediate termination of the lease.  We will be monitoring such 

complaints in La Paz County and all surrounding counties and 
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checking them against a list of Foundation tenants.  That clause 

is primarily a stopgap measure.  To avoid visibly depopulating 

the county, we can buy residences and then rent them back to 

their former owners or tenants for a small fraction of what they 

were paying before.  We’ll effectively be subsidizing the entire 

county.  It will look like an enormous public service project—

providing affordable housing—and the plaudits will come 

pouring in.  And in the process we’ll neuter the ability of 

virtually everyone, since they will all be renting from us, to 

protest the larger, subtler goals of the project.” 

“Good improvement,” Jeff agreed.  “Delays the pushback 

from the county.” 

“We’re just trying to delay the war while we strengthen 

our position,” Krit said.  “By the way, I think I have my toe in 

your boyfriend’s butt.” 

“Does he like it?” 

“Feels like he’s precumming a ton on my other foot.” 

“Good boy.” 

“I heard that!” Braden gasped, resurfacing.  “I do like it!” 

“Anyway,” Krit said, playing with Jess’s nipples as he 

fucked her, “the leases should also have specific agricultural 

provisions.  No pesticides, no chemical fertilizers, organic only, 

no seeds with terminal genes.  No mineral extraction.  

Limitations on water use.  Crop rotation required to keep the soil 

healthy if certain crops are grown.  The terms allow almost any 

form of subsistence farming or small business, but cut out large-

scale operations simply through functional limits on the use of 

the land.  For the Cibola properties, we should consider adding a 

clause that the Foundation will provide free medical care to 

tenants.  That will not only serve as an additional attraction, it 

will allow Foundation tenants to avoid paying for individual 

health insurance, further easing their financial pressures and 

helping the barter economy function.” 
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“Free medical care is a must,” Jeff put in.  “And when we 

set that program up we’ll make sure it includes not only free 

drugs and free checkups, but also—most importantly—free 

contraception.” 

“Are we still planning on taking payment in barter?” 

Mark asked, fondling Ethan. 

“Like this, you mean?” Ethan teased him.  “Certainly.  

Why try to get our tenants to exchange part of their produce for 

cash, which they will pay to us for rent, which we will then 

exchange with them or someone else for produce?  The extra 

steps are ludicrous in this situation.” 

“Besides,” Jeff added, “a barter economy helps people 

live happily below the official poverty line, which keeps them 

from having to pay income taxes—or submit to extortion, in 

other words.  And once the Foundation starts operating as a 

cooperative, it can take the responsibility for converting rents 

paid in barter to cash in order to cover operating expenses, since 

it’s tax-exempt.” 

“Krit, are you a member of the Arizona bar already?” 

“Actually, yes.  California and Arizona both, since I 

thought I might go into immigration law.  But this seems like a 

much bigger burr to place under Uncle Sam’s saddle.” 

“It will be,” Jeff said.  “Watch the pony run.” 

“Forget the pony,” Jess said.  “Does anyone else want a 

ride?”  She climbed out of the tub, dripping and swaying in the 

footlights.  Ethan let go of Mark’s cock and hurried after her.  

Then the pot hit him, hard.  He wasn’t able to keep her upright 

and the two of them collapsed onto one of the beds, giggling and 

kissing. 

“Come on, baby,” Jeff said.  He picked up a dizzy and 

excited Braden and carried him over to the bed.  There was a pile 

of towels at one end, and he began to dry the three lightweights 

with them. 

Mark looked questioningly at Krit. 
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“I canceled my appointments for tomorrow in case I had 

to stay the night,” Krit said.  “I can cancel the others in the 

morning.” 

“Let’s go inside,” Mark said. 

He dried Krit off, barely touching his cock with the 

towel.  Indoors, the older boy knelt on the bed instinctively.  

Mark reached into his dresser and took out the glass dildo with 

the red spiral that had so fascinated Ethan the day they met.  He 

carefully oiled it and placed it against Krit’s tight, hairless hole. 

Krit made no sound as the dildo’s head breached him, 

even though the glass was cool and must have stung against the 

heat of his arse. 

“What’s the biggest cock you’ve ever taken?” Mark asked 

conversationally, easing the toy further into Kurt. 

“Nine inches,” Krit said.  His voice didn’t tremble, his 

breathing was unchanged.  “A pornstar friend of mine.  His 

boyfriend opened me for him and then he took me.”  The only 

part of his body not under perfect control was his erection, 

which was thrashing wildly where it hung free of his torso from 

the pressure of four inches of fake dick inside him.  “You?” 

“Nine and a half.  An Australian lifeguard.  He later 

insisted on both of us fucking his wife.” 

“Some experiences are worth pushing yourself for.” 

“Or not pushing yourself and releasing control instead,” 

Mark countered, turning Krit’s words back at him.  He had the 

full length of the dildo inside his new lawyer now.  He began to 

pump it steadily, twisting his wrist as he did so.  The effect was 

something that could never be duplicated by a mere fuck.  

Outside, he could see that the others were tangled into a mass of 

limbs, amber in the firelight, wet and silver where they were 

licking each other furiously. 

Mark spilled a few drops of oil into his left hand and 

encircled Krit’s shaft with his fingers, pulling it back and straight 

down.  It was flawlessly smooth and hard, like the rest of him.  
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He stroked it in unison with the thrusts of the toy.  Firm strokes 

and a slow pace.  He was in no hurry.  He wanted to see Krit lose 

control. 

And eventually he did.  Steady working brought Krit to 

the verge of orgasm, at which time Mark simply took his hand 

off Krit’s cock.  The dildoing alone wasn’t enough to put him 

over the edge.  After a couple of minutes, Mark began to stroke 

him again.  Krit almost reached the point of no return from the 

dildo that time, causing Mark to frown.  His third attempt at 

orgasm Mark met with a cessation of all stimulation, as he did 

Krit’s fourth and fifth efforts.  By then the lawyer was so keyed 

up that Mark was spending much of the time using the toy 

alone.  The boy’s body was shaking.  His muscles spasmed as he 

tried to suppress the enormous surges of pleasure and need that 

he felt, giving them no expression at all.  The result was a 

physical revolt of his body against his mind.  It built and, in the 

end, the body triumphed over the mind. 

“My lord, please let me cum,” Krit said quietly. 

“Slide back,” Mark said.  Krit did so, standing next to the 

bed, bent over it.  Mark sat beneath him.  He continued to work 

the dildo, his fingers playing lightly over Krit’s shaft, closing 

more and more tightly over it until he was fisting it.  All the 

muscles in the boy’s groin contracted at once.  His cock spat six 

full streaks of semen into Mark’s mouth.  Then the rest of his 

cum simply poured from him, dripping over Mark’s chest and 

prick and pooling in the groove between his abs. 

Mark eased the dildo out of Krit.  He set it aside and laid 

down on the bed, hands behind his head, waiting.  Krit, his 

reactions under perfect control again, left the room and returned 

a minute later with his backpack.  He produced his phone and a 

buttplug.  The plug he oiled and inserted into Mark’s hole; his 

phone he placed on a dock on the nightstand.  He tapped it, and 

a quiet but joyous chanting filled the room, interspersed with the 

rumble of drums.  The plug came to life inside Mark, trembling 
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in sync with the music.  Krit knelt between his legs and began to 

fellate him, his own cum serving as extra lube. 

“Oh, fuck,” Mark whispered.  His cock was extra hard 

and veiny from the pot.  Jeff had chosen well.  And Krit’s lips 

were impossibly delicate.  They feathered the surface of his shaft, 

taunting it, infuriating it with the need for more, more, more!  

Mark bucked up into Krit’s mouth, grabbing the older boy’s 

body between his feet.  Muscles rippled beneath his touch.  He 

pawed at Krit, fondling him as Krit fondled him in return.  His 

balls rose, and Krit grasped them firmly and pulled them back 

down.  Otherwise, he did not touch Mark’s cock with his hands.  

His mouth alone worked Mark to an orgasm that left him 

wrung-out and gasping, exhausted. 

Krit removed the plug and cleaned Mark up, then slid 

into his arms. 

“Where did you find this music?” Mark asked between 

kisses. 

“I got it from one of the instructors at my gym.  I use it 

for yoga classes.” 

“You teach yoga, too?” 

“Yes.”  He paused.  “Now that I think about it, I almost 

took one of your erotic yoga classes this spring.  I had too much 

homework to make it, though.” 

“We’ll make up for it in the morning if you like.” 

“I’d love that.” 

Shouting from outside interrupted their reverie.  It got 

louder.  Four naked people piled through the doors and onto the 

bed, three of them carrying the fourth, whom they proceeded to 

pin down. 

“What’s going on here?” Mark wanted to know. 

“We’re teasing Jeff,” Ethan announced, “and he’s starting 

to become resistant.  So we brought him in here where the 

neighbors can’t hear him scream.” 
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“Unhand me, you cad!” Jeff declaimed in mock 

seriousness.  He heaved, but Ethan outweighed him by at least 

twenty pounds and was seated on his chest.  Braden and Jess 

each held one of his legs.  Jeff’s entire body was splashed and 

smeared with cum.  His own cock, however, was dry and 

unsatisfied, twitching in a vain search for stimulation. 

“Why go to so much trouble?” Krit asked.  “You can’t 

tease him very well that way.” 

“You have a better idea?” Jess asked. 

Krit shrugged.  He went to his backpack and produced 

several coils of soft, sturdy cotton rope. 

“You brought rope to a job interview?” Braden said in 

surprise. 

“I thought it might come in handy,” Krit replied.  “If 

anyone wanted a demonstration of some of my more specialized 

skills.  Roll him over.”  In seconds Jeff was on his stomach and 

Ethan and Mark were holding his wrists firmly.  Krit knelt and 

spoke softly to Jeff. 

“I hope you’re going to enjoy this as much as I am.” 

He bound Jeff’s wrists behind his back first.  They raised 

him to his knees and Krit wove a web across his torso, 

immobilizing him completely.  He anchored the ropes with a 

unique twist that circled Jeff’s buttocks, leaving his hole fully 

exposed, a fact Krit seemed to want to emphasize by rubbing it 

while he worked.  He then had them lay Jeff down again and 

hogtied him, but left his legs unsecured. 

“Much better,” Braden said approvingly.  Krit accepted 

his congratulatory kiss with a smile.  “Yes, but I’m not done with 

him yet.” 

He fetched a sturdier rope from Mark’s collection of 

restraints, threw it over the ceiling beams in two places, and 

secured it with a special knot.  Mark and Ethan picked Jeff up 

and supported his weight while Krit tied off the connections 
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he’d left on his ropejob.  When they stepped back, Jeff was 

hanging suspended from the ceiling. 

“Beautiful,” Jess said. 

“It needs one more touch,” Krit said, not bothering to 

restrain his own arousal at the sight.  “Braden, would you go get 

the tray from the tub, please?”  The smaller diver hurried off and 

Krit turned back to his prisoner. 

With a piece of paracord, he bound Jeff’s cock.  First at 

the base, as a cockring.  Then around his balls, separating them.  

Then in a complex pattern up the shaft, finally tying it off 

beneath his glans.  Ethan started taking pictures.  Krit took the 

pipe from the tray that Braden held out to him and reloaded it. 

“One of the features of this strain,” he said thoughtfully, 

“is that it increases arousal while also inhibiting orgasm.  A 

natural sex party drug.”  He flicked a lighter to the bowl and 

held it out to Jeff, who unhesitatingly sucked the smoke into his 

lungs.  Vapor swirled around them. 

Braden knelt beneath his boyfriend and began to lick his 

pricktip.  Jess took a vibrator from the dresser and inserted it 

into Jeff.  Mark gravitated towards Jeff’s soles, wetting them 

both thoroughly, while Ethan put his tongue and at times even 

his teeth to work on Jeff’s nipples.  Krit stepped forward and 

placed his dick into Jeff’s mouth, silencing the blonde’s gasps. 

The five of them worked the suspended twock over for 

more than an hour, trading off from time to time.  Occasionally 

someone would stop to lick part of their combined loads from 

Jeff’s skin.  His prick nearly glowed with heat in its restraints.  

Precum trailed all the way from its tip to the floor.  They wiped 

that precum back onto Jeff’s body and licked it off.  The vibrator 

in his arse was succeeded by the same electronic plug Krit had 

used on Mark, this time cued to Beethoven’s Seventh 

Symphony—Braden’s suggestion. 

Krit blew his load into Jeff’s mouth as the symphony 

reached its climax.  Braden and Jess were suddenly sucking his 



196 

 

cock furiously, making him surge and strain in the ropes.  

Orgasm hit him—and at the last second, his teasers sat back.  

Cum arced from his bouncing shaft all over their bodies as it 

smacked off his abs.  As Jeff tried to howl, Krit thrust his own 

cock farther into Jeff’s throat, stifling his reactions.  He had to 

suffer the exquisite pleasure of partial release with only one part 

of his body free to express it.  But he expressed himself very well 

with that part, as everyone agreed after they had tasted his 

cream. 
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Chapter 9 
 

 

The residents of Cibola peered out between their faded 

curtains at the three-car convoy that crackled dustily down the 

streets between their trailers.  A few of the younger ones pulled 

out their phones to gossip with their friends a block away, since 

they couldn’t be bothered to walk.  The volume of texts 

increased when the cars disappeared behind the new gate that 

now closed off one of the double-wide manufactured homes that 

had been the pride of the village. 

The gate was set in a high hedge rooted in huge troughs 

that encircled the entire property.  Fruit trees in equally giant 

pots shaded an area of greensward adjoining one side of the 

house, which had been repainted from mud brown to a 

sparkling white with blue trim.  A wide parking area had been 

laid out by the front door, and Braden’s silver Porsche was 

already occupying it.  It blended with the new landscape far 

better than the fiery red of Mark’s Jeep or the hunter green of 

Jeff’s smaller Jeep.  The decorus blue of Jess’s Tesla was much 

more in tune with the simple, yet thoroughly modern, 

surroundings. 

“That’s why I opted for leather seats,” a slightly worn 

Jess remarked as she climbed out of the car. 

“How many times?” Jeff asked. 

“Twenty-three!” Ethan said proudly. 

“You torture your girlfriend, you know that?” 
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“She deserves it.  You’ve been on the end of one of her 

blowjobs.” 

“I’ve changed my mind.  She does deserve it.” 

“Please don’t ever lose that attitude,” Jess said, groping 

both boys’ butts. 

The front door opened.  A naked Braden stepped out to 

meet them.  “Welcome home!” 

Mark kissed him.  “It’s unrecognizable.  You’ve done a 

fantastic job.  Thank you.” 

“It’s much better now,” Braden said.  “It will do fine for a 

couple of years.  I had to ride them every minute of the way, 

though.  Hi, Krit.” 

“Hi,” Krit said.  “Your penis looks particularly beautiful 

today.” 

Braden blushed and erected instantly.  “I hope you feel 

the same way about the house.” 

The house had been scrubbed, cleaned, and repainted.  

Old appliances had been swapped for new.  All the carpets had 

been torn out and replaced with hardwood floors.  Tiled 

showers had replaced plastic inserts in the bathrooms. There was 

little furniture except for a very comfortable sectional sofa and 

queen beds in all the bedrooms. 

“This,” Braden said, leading them out the back of the 

house, “was the real challenge.”  He had replaced sand and 

gravel and cacti with a vast stone patio, in the center of which 

was a sparkling blue pool, a simple rectangle into which the 

water cascaded from a hot tub at one end.  Nearby stood an 

outdoor shower.  Surrounding the patio, beds of hardy flowers 

flanked a series of paths laid out around more of the potted fruit 

trees. 

“Perfect,” Mark said, sighing deeply.  “We’re going to 

have a lot of fun here.  How are the renovations going on the 

other houses?” 
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“Almost done.  Same crews.  They complain about the 

schedules still even though they know they’re making ridiculous 

amounts in overtime and extras.” 

“The showers of gold will continue until morale 

improves.” 

Ethan and Krit went racing past them and dived cleanly 

into the pool. 

“Golden fish in an azure bowl,” Jeff mused.  “Golden 

stars swimming in the depths of a universe of lapis.  The human 

form, naked and unafraid in a world of change, of fluxion, of 

ever-shifting light, of that which is and is not, borne up by the 

invisible, imperceptible in itself and understandable only dimly 

through indirect consequences.”  He nodded at a smaller 

building that stood off to one side.  A separate path led to it from 

the front of the house.  “What’s that?” 

“Project offices,” Braden said.  “The private ones, 

anyway.  We’ll use one of the other houses as the public office.  

Except for formal functions, which will be held poolside.  It’s 

rather gauche to receive visitors in a mobile home, especially 

high-ranking ones.” 

“We could host the whole legislature on this terrace,” 

Mark said. 

“I’m already researching legislators for you to possibly 

seduce,” Jeff said dryly, patting Mark as if he were his star 

exhibit.  Mark burst out laughing. 

“My rampant spear is always at the service of the greater 

good.  When are Avalon and her boyfriends getting here?” 

“Not for a few hours.  Apparently it’s sometimes difficult 

to leave early on a Friday afternoon when you’re in the Air 

Force.” 

“I don’t mind waiting,” Jeff said.  “Four new bodies to 

lick and savor.  Tongues and cocks and clits to suck.  A few 

hours to wait will be that much added pleasure.”  He reached for 

Braden’s erection, but his boyfriend shied away. 
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“I should add,” Braden said, “that Avalon told me they 

would not be having sex in the car on the way here.  Also, they 

didn’t this morning, either.” 

“You’re suggesting we wait, too,” Jess put in. 

“Well, it would make things more exciting,” Braden 

smiled. 

“I don’t know how much more excitement you can take,” 

Mark teased him.  “Maybe I should hold you under the shower 

to cool you down.” 

“Won’t work.  It’s hot water.  I made sure of that.” 

“Milkshakes,” Jess said.  “Did you get a blender?” 

“I did.  Want to make some?” 

“I want to pour them over my body and have you lick me 

clean, but that will have to come later.”  The two of them went 

back inside. 

“She loves how quickly he’s bonded with her,” Mark 

said. 

“I’m glad he’s found at least one girl he really clicked 

with.  It will be interesting to see how this afternoon turns out.” 

“Avalon?” 

“He sounds very enthusiastic about her, but I want to see 

him take charge once his prick is deep inside her.” 

“You’re a picture-perfect twink with a brilliant mind and 

an arse to die for.  And yet the hottest thing about you is how 

eager you are to encourage your boyfriend to challenge and 

expand his sexuality.” 

“I love him,” Jeff said simply.  “I want him to experience 

every pleasure that sex has to offer.  I had to overcome a great 

deal of external and internal opposition to discover and explore 

my own sexuality.  His upbringing was less narrow than mine in 

some ways, but still limited.  I don’t want him to suffer the 

internal struggle I had to go through in order to admit my 

polymorphous sexuality.  So I’m very ironically following 

Sylvanus Thayer’s advice and giving him no time to think about 
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it.  When he does think about it, afterwards, his dominant 

impression will be how good it felt.  When confronted with a 

conflict between reality and a bias, a reasonable mind will 

discard the bias.” 

The private offices consisted of a single large space, half 

meeting area and half desks, with two separate offices at the 

back for Mark and Jeff.  Jeff had sent down cases of books, which 

were already in place on the expansive shelves.  Opposite his 

desk hung a replica of Liberty Leading the People.  Prints of the 

famous “Tank Man” photo and of another shot of a beautiful 

woman in a gown being attacked by stormtroopers ornamented 

the side wall.  Jeff picked up a whiteboard and hung it next to 

the door that connected his office to Mark’s.  The right side he 

divided into two columns, with monthly dates in the first.  Next 

to the first date he wrote the number 18.  On the left side of the 

board, in much larger figures, he wrote 5,951. 

“Explain,” Mark inquired. 

Jeff pointed to the large number.  “The number of ballots 

cast in the next to last presidential election in La Paz County.  

What we would have to beat if all the regular voters ganged up 

on us.”  His pointer flickered over to the small number.  “How 

many people we have on our side right now.  Five of us and Krit 

makes six.  Avalon and her three boyfriends.  A doctor and an 

architect, whom we’ll have to have.  Krit’s father, his wife, and 

their kids.  Eighteen.” 

“The kids won’t be old enough to vote yet.” 

“They will in a few years.  Especially if we can get the 

state voting age lowered to sixteen.  We’ll revive the initiative 

that was already underway a few years back.” 

“You’re going to spend a lot on campaigns.” 

“It will pay dividends in the long run.  The campaigns 

will raise our profile.  Every teenager in Arizona will drive out 

here to visit Cibola once it’s in full operation.  Their sexual 

curiosity will compel them.  You and I know that in the West, 
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driving long distances is perfectly normal, and it only takes five 

hours to drive across Arizona.  Phoenix is only half that distance, 

and the Phoenix area contains nearly five million people.  Forty 

percent of those are under the age of 24.  It’s an overwhelmingly 

young population, horny, curious, not yet set in their ways.  We 

provide a good example for them, an environment in which they 

can explore their sexuality freely, and evidence that getting rid 

of clothing and sexual taboos does not cause a civil society to 

collapse.  In ten years’ time we’ll have a whole voting bloc 

behind us.  Then we’ll really start shaking things up.” 

“And I’ll be thirty years old, still young, virile, rich, and 

able to enjoy the most free and libidinous society in the world.  

And my children will grow up in it, thinking that the rest of the 

world is crazy.” 

“And that confidence will empower them to change the 

rest of the world,” Jeff finished.  Both their erections were 

dribbling precum. 

Ethan made grilled chicken sandwiches for lunch.  

Afterwards, they lazed in the sun, enjoying the thrill of admiring 

one another’s bodies without touching.  Jeff and Mark vied with 

each other in telling stories of their past exploits, which left 

Braden squirming and panting with anticipation.  He was in that 

condition of half-desperate arousal when his phone buzzed and 

he abruptly sat up. 

“They’re here!” he announced. 

“Does someone need to let them in?” 

“No, I can control the gate from my phone,” Braden said, 

tapping away.  “But we should go meet them.” 

The four-door Ford pickup that roared up the drive 

dwarfed all their cars.  Avalon, eyes sparkling, descended from 

the driver’s seat.  She was clad only in the briefest of string 

bikinis.  The three men who accompanied her all stood well over 

six feet tall.  Two were brunettes, one a redhead, all sporting 

buzzcuts.  They were lean, with powerful shoulders and chests.  
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Long shafts pulsed wetly beneath their boardshorts, which were 

their sole attire. 

“Mark!” Avalon darted forward and hugged him. 

“Welcome back,” Mark smiled.  “Like the changes we’ve 

made?” 

“It’s beautiful!  And so are you.  The trees are a great 

solution to the privacy problem.”  She turned to the nearest guy.  

“Mark, this is my boyfriend Robin.” 

“Hi,” Robin said.  His lips were very soft and almost shy.  

A tender kisser.  He toyed gently with Mark’s erection while 

Mark undid his boardshorts and let them drop to the ground.  

Their pricks brushed and balanced against one another. 

“This is my boyfriend Matt,” Avalon said, leading him 

over to the ginger.  He was a much more passionate kisser than 

Robin, taking Mark’s head in both hands.  His dick was thick 

and cut—and instantly upright.  Mark sensed that if he so much 

as scratched it, Matt would blow, so he left it alone. 

“And this is my boyfriend Bobby.”  By a small margin, 

Bobby was the biggest of the three.  His kisses were slow, his 

tongue astonishingly long and flexible.  And his shorts were the 

wettest.  His prick was enormous, one of those organs so large 

and full that it could never reach an upright position.  But he 

shifted uneasily when it was touched. 

“What a beautiful trio,” Mark said appreciatively.  

“Thank you all for coming.  These are my attorneys, Ethan and 

Krit, Ethan’s girlfriend Jess, my strategist Jeff, and his boyfriend 

Braden.  Would you like a swim after your drive?” 

Thirty seconds later the pool was filled with naked, 

writhing bodies sliding over one another.  Mark pulled himself 

up on the edge after a minute to get a better view.  Matt burst 

out of the water between his legs and deepthroated his cock.  

Ethan was fucking Avalon from behind while Krit, standing on 

the pool steps, was letting her blow him.  Bobby had Jess hoisted 

onto his broad shoulders, front to back, and was eating her out.  
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Braden bobbed up and down beneath her, staying underwater 

more than he was above water, sucking Bobby into a state of 

frenzy.  Robin and Jeff were sixty-nining on a pool float.  It was 

the most intense sexual scene he’d witnessed in a long time. 

Matt’s tongue did something to Mark’s cockhead and 

Mark curved his feet around the pilot’s prick in response.  Matt 

immediately started fucking them.  He pulled off Mark’s cock 

and began stroking it roughly.  His technique was both painful 

and terribly arousing.  It made Mark squirm, and he squeezed 

Matt’s cock and balls harder between his soles as he struggled to 

adjust.  Matt groaned but kept right on working him. 

“Dude, you are fucking awesome,” he panted. 

“You’re the one with the great mouth.” 

“You’re the one with the great feet.  Did you have your 

toes in my girlfriend?” 

“Not yet.” 

“Promise me you’ll do that this weekend.” 

“You’re so turned on by the thought of me having your 

girlfriend.” 

“Yes,” Matt hissed.  “You’re so fucking hot.  And you’re 

going to turn half the desert into a place where we can suck and 

fuck all day…FUCK!”  He came all over Mark’s feet, ropes of it, 

swirling milky up to the surface of the water to collect in a 

rainbow slick.  He gave Mark’s cock a final twist, and the boy 

shot his first load of the day onto Matt’s tongue, held out 

reverently to receive it.  He swallowed, then began to swirl his 

tongue over Mark’s pricktip, polishing it with the last of his own 

juices.  He was doing it quite deliberately, enjoying Mark’s 

discomfort at the overstimulation and excess pleasure sweeping 

his body.  Mark laughed aloud hysterically, his limbs struggling 

to get away, but his torso held firmly in place by Matt’s grasp of 

his shaft and balls. 

The blowjob continued.  His vision blurred.  He caught 

glimpses here and there of the action.  Bobby was fucking Jess, 
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cradling her in his arms; Braden had abandoned them and had 

taken Ethan’s place behind Avalon.  He was clearly in his 

obsessive zone.  Ethan and Krit were making out while Avalon 

teased both their cocks.  Jeff and Robin, having swallowed each 

other’s loads, had shifted position and were eagerly sucking one 

another’s toes.  Mark breathed deep, struggling less and less as 

the overstimulation he was experiencing merged into a return of 

his need for orgasm.  He came into Matt’s mouth again, the older 

man practically vacuuming the cum out of him.  The relief was 

so total that he collapsed back into the pool.  Matt caught him 

and kissed him. 

“That was unbelievable,” Mark finally said. 

Matt grinned sheepishly.  “Having two boyfriends and a 

girlfriend when all of you are dominant makes you very 

competitive.” 

“I should get myself a couple.” 

They joined Robin and Jeff on one of the lounges.  Bobby 

handed Jess off to Krit and came to lie down with them.  Ethan 

and Braden were still happily spit-roasting Avalon. 

“She’s everything you described,” Jeff said, watching the 

threesome. 

Bobby fondled his prick.  “You still need to have her.  

Tonight.  She needs this hot cock in her.” 

“You’re hired,” Mark said.  “All of you.” 

“Best job interview ever!” Matt yelled. 

“The Air Force is going to really suck after this,” Robin 

groused.  “What exactly are we going to be doing for you, 

anyway?  Aside from flying planes in general?” 

“First, flying me back and forth to Europe when I want to 

go there.  I have a pilot’s license, but I don’t want to spend the 

time getting rated in the PC-24.  You may have to try that at 

some point in the PC-12, too, so work up some routes and plans 

for us to go over.  Second, flying any Foundation officials on 

business.  Possibly flying in dignitaries on occasion, members of 



206 

 

Congress, legislators.  We want to create a good impression with 

fast planes and top pilots.  There’s not going to be a lot of that at 

first, but we’re investing in you guys for the long run.  And 

there’s another important factor.  You’ve gotten a taste of the 

lifestyle I like and am planning to live as much as possible.  I 

think you want to live it, too.  Or at least that’s the impression 

I’m getting.”  Mark was fondling both Robin’s and Matt’s 

erections at the same time.  “I can’t just call a charter service and 

get a plane and a couple of pilots that I know are going to have 

zero problems with me and my guests being naked and having 

sex throughout the entire flight.” 

“Are pilots allowed to be naked, too?” Bobby asked 

throatily. 

“Would you like to be?” 

“I’d like to never put on clothes again, starting now.” 

“Good idea.  Yes, you can be naked during the whole 

flight if you want.  Circumstances permitting.  And if we land at 

my island of Corran, the whole thing will be a nudist-friendly 

zone.  So you might not even have to bring clothes on the trip.” 

“Fuck,” Matt said.  “We only brought boardies this time, 

but going all the way to Europe with no clothes at all…” 

“You can decide among yourselves what to wear on the 

non-nude flights.” 

“Khaki shorts, green polos, Sperrys,” Robin said.  

“Underwear absolutely forbidden.  We’ll look hot.” 

“Greenery in the desert,” Jeff appraised.  “I like it.”  He 

and Robin traded tongue for a bit. 

“Can we have sex in the cockpit, too?” Matt wanted to 

know. 

“I hope you do.  I want this to be an experience where 

you can do everything you love in combination.  Not just flying, 

but flying and sex and nudity.  No sacrifices to prudery or what 

the neighbors might say.  No restraints you have to impose on 

yourself out of fear of others.  Freedom from fear.” 
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“It’s gonna be a long six months,” Bobby sighed. 

“You guys have a plane, too, don’t you?” Jeff asked.  The 

five of them had moved into the classic circle jerk position, 

kneeling, with two hands on every dick. 

“Yeah, the 150.  We’re thinking of getting something 

bigger now that we know we’ve got good jobs after the Air 

Force.” 

“You can help our architect plan the airport as well.  And 

as the Foundation pilots, with at least two machines of your 

own, you should have a house next to the runway.” 

“Wow!  You’re going to build an airport here?” 

“I’m certainly not going to drive all the way to Blythe,” 

Jeff retorted.  “I intend to be within walking distance of my 

plane if possible.” 

“What do you fly?” 

“RV-4.  I like the nimbleness.” 

“Cool.  How big is the airport going to be?” 

“Three thousand feet, eventually, maybe shorter to start.  

One runway.  Unpaved.  North-south orientation.” 

“To serve naked Cibola and elsewhere.” 

“There’s room for a regular air service for wealthy 

nudists who want to commute to Vegas or LA but live in 

Cibola,” Robin reflected aloud. 

“Maybe one day, but we need grassroots nudists first,” 

Jeff advised.  “A self-sustaining community.  An alternative 

economic model as well as an alternative cultural model.” 

“Sounds great to me,” Matt offered.  “I grew up on a 

farm.” 

“Did that inhibit your sexuality at all?” Jeff asked. 

Matt shrugged.  “I never had a problem with it.  Just lack 

of opportunities.  Lost my gay virginity to a frat brother and 

never looked back.  It was four years of nonstop sex after that.  

Robin and I dated for a year or so when we were lieutenants.” 

“What happened with that?” 
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“We got assigned to different units after flight school and 

didn’t think it was fair to try to keep the distance thing going.  

But it’s fucking fantastic to be back with him.  Except better 

now.” 

“Bobby?” Mark asked. 

Bobby smiled reminiscently.  “I started early, but when I 

was seventeen and the captain of the soccer team, I came out 

publicly and started dating this cheerleader.  He melted my 

heart.  My God, making love to him was the most satisfying 

thing I’d ever felt.  Every few years, I see him again, and the 

spark is still there.” 

“The Air Force came between you?” 

“My libido did.  He couldn’t deal very well with our 

occasionally doing other guys.  He couldn’t deal at all with me 

wanting to sleep with girls, too.  And he was talented and 

passionate, but very vanilla.  A total bottom, but didn’t even 

want me to tie him up.  That was fine when I was young and 

only wanted to fuck all day, but when I started exploring more, 

he didn’t, and we grew apart.” 

“But you recognized it and moved on.  Most people put 

the relationship first and try to salvage it.” 

“Putting the relationship first isn’t putting your partner 

first when the relationship is hurting him.” 

“What kind of rules do you have now, to manage your 

relationship?” Mark asked. 

“We don’t have rules,” Bobby said, shaking his head.  “If 

you mean about who we can sleep with, no, nothing like that.  

It’s not necessary.  If we had rules, that would imply we were 

capable of cheating on each other.” 

“Most people would say that sex outside your 

relationship is cheating.” 

“But it’s so trivial.  Sex is just fun.  Sex isn’t commitment.  

No one can understand how intimate our relationship is.  If they 

did, they would know it was secure.  I love my boyfriends more 
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than anything.  We’re not only lovers.  We’re brothers in battle, 

brothers in service.  I trust them completely.  I know I can trust 

them with my life, because I literally have in the past.  Can you 

imagine how much I adore them?  How even my body yearns 

for them?  Or Avalon, the woman of my dreams.  So giving, and 

yet so challenging.  Making me and all of us better.  Insatiable.  

And she’s not only my love, she’s my sister, because she’s the 

girlfriend of my brothers as well.  I’m doubly bound to love her 

and care for her.  What can anyone else offer us to compare with 

this?  A great blowjob?  A tight pussy?  I can’t even take people 

seriously when they think that play could harm a relationship 

genuinely built on love.  To love is to be selfless, to put your 

partners first.  If a little play gives them a thrill, are you going to 

begrudge them that and hurt all of you?  Of course not.  That’s 

not love.  Love is to encourage them in what makes them happy.  

And if they truly love you, they will do the same for you.  And 

you will have nothing to be afraid of, and your relationship will 

be unbreakable from the outside.” 

“You speak beautifully,” Jeff observed.  “It’s a very lucid 

summary of your situation, and very compelling.  Not, to be 

honest, what I would expect from a jet jock.” 

Bobby grinned.  “I’m from Louisiana.  I minored in 

French literature during college.” 

“Now there’s a language well suited to encouraging a 

libertine attitude.  I was thinking more of a parallel from 

American literature, though: ‘Love is something that happens to 

us, we can't help ourselves, and the real passion isn't a 

compliment or a gift, and it isn't a sign of generosity in the 

lover.’” 

“I’d agree with that.  Love is an accident.  A very 

pleasant accident.  Attempting to control accidents is a mistake.” 

“Strange words from an American officer.” 



210 

 

“When you want to fly the hottest jet in the world,” 

Robin said seriously, “you make sacrifices.  That doesn’t make 

them any less of a sacrifice.” 

“Wooing pilots away from the Air Force: the 

Foundation’s first contribution to disarmament,” Jeff chuckled. 

“That reminds me of the former congressman from 

Illinois,” Mark said, looking at Robin.  “He never admitted he 

was gay, even though he knew he was, because it would be 

political suicide, and he wanted to be a congressman more than 

he wanted a personal life.” 

“Oh, him,” Matt said.  “I had him way back when I was 

at Andrews.  He’s a horny slut.” 

“Any good?” 

“Very boring.” 

“You should write it up sometime and say that.  He’d 

never dare to sue.  The small penis rule.” 

“I have a suggestion,” Robin said.  “How many aircraft 

do you have now?” 

“Ten,” Jeff reflected.  “Here, anyway.  Plus, what, another 

three that Sir Patrick is supposed to be buying.  And the jet.” 

“Three pilots for fourteen aircraft?  What if you want to 

take two pilots on an overseas trip?  Or operate several planes at 

once?” 

“Several of us can fly if necessary.  Are you suggesting 

more pilots?” 

“At least one, to start with.” 

Mark cocked an eyebrow at him.  “You have someone in 

mind?” 

“I think Matt does.” 

Matt chuckled.  “Last year I flew up to Prescott for a 

weekend and hooked up with a really hot senior at Embry-

Riddle.  Turns out she’s been seducing fighter pilots since high 

school.  Now that’s kinky.  I’ve kept in touch.  She’s in the 
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middle of Texas now, living at home, trying to do some flight 

instruction and hating it.  I think she’d be a good fit.” 

“Call her up and have her come out tomorrow if she can 

manage it,” Mark said.  “We’ll pay for her to rent a plane from 

her school or the local FBO if necessary.  We’ll be interviewing 

two other people, so we can take her in the afternoon.” 

“Take her as in ‘take her’?” Matt asked. 

“That seems to be a standard part of the interview 

around here, wouldn’t you agree?” 

They did agree.  Ethan and Avalon joined them, carrying 

a nearly unconscious Braden.  Krit laid Jess, who was in a similar 

condition, next to him and they instinctively cuddled up 

together.  Jeff produced a map and explained to Avalon which 

houses in the neighborhood she should target first in order to 

allow the construction of the runway. 

“Your plan will require having all these streets legally 

abandoned,” she pointed out. 

“After we own all the land surrounding them, so that the 

streets are no longer needed, we won’t have a problem getting 

them abandoned.  Also, we announced the Mojave Solar Project 

this morning.  Starting Monday, every official in the county will 

be bending over backwards to be helpful to us.  This is the 

honeymoon phase of the relationship.” 

Joints were passed around.  The pilots declined them, 

watching longingly as the others smoked, especially when 

Avalon put a joint between her toes and let her playmates take 

puffs off it. 

“Don’t worry, I haven’t forgotten you guys,” Jeff said.  

He went into his office and emerged with a bottle containing a 

transparent, almost translucent green liquid.” 

“Absinthe?” Bobby asked. 

“Similar, but better.  It contains damiana and blue lotus.  

Aphrodisiac and euphoric.  Not on any drug testing protocol 



212 

 

due to its rarity, and as everyone knows, there is no shortage of 

pilots who drink on weekends.” 

The liqueur had the flavor of mild licorice, with a minty 

sweetness underneath it, and here and there a hint of honey.  

Chilled, it went down easily on a hot afternoon.  Everyone tried 

some.  Soon Avalon slid into the middle of the ongoing circle 

jerk and began to tease the guys, begging them for their loads.  

“Last one to cum gets to fuck his load into me,” she offered. 

Bobby was the first to let go, his erection splattering 

Avalon’s torso with a thick, clumpy load.  She rubbed it into her 

abs, pushing as much of it as she could into her slit. 

“Whoever fucks me will also have a lot of cum for lube,” 

she suggested sweetly. 

Ethan groaned and blew at the same time that Matt did.  

“Fuck, that’s hot,” the pilot whispered.  He couldn’t stop staring 

at his girlfriend and the semen that covered her lean body.  

Robin must have felt the same way, because he shot off next.  

Without any warning, Jeff started cumming, not powerful 

spurts, but so many of them that Avalon lost count.  It was a 

fountain of sex pouring across her body like a stream.  That left 

Mark and Krit, and Mark was several years younger and much 

less committed to denial than his lawyer.  Krit smiled and made 

him cum all over Avalon’s face, then slid between her legs, 

lapping the boys’ combined loads out of her even while she tried 

to force more of their seed inside her.  As her boyfriends 

watched, he entered her and fucked her gently to three orgasms 

before breeding her deeply with his lips locked to hers. 

Dinner was steaks, grilled by Ethan to a recipe supplied 

by Jeff.  The pilots kept drinking the horny absinthe and calling 

for more.  They couldn’t stop touching each other throughout 

the meal, and it was hardly over when they descended on Mark 

in a body, picked him up, and carried him indoors. 
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“I hope he’ll be okay,” Avalon said.  “They’re always 

sluttier than usual when they’re drunk.  And this stuff seems to 

be like alcohol and Viagra combined for them.” 

“Without the side effects,” Jeff said as he stroked her 

breasts. 

“Your own invention?” Krit asked.  He lifted one of Jeff’s 

legs and placed his cock between the blonde’s thighs, schoolboy 

style. 

“This particular blend, yes.  The combination has been 

known and loved by the alternative drug scene for years.” 

“I take it you were responsible for the provisions in the 

leases encouraging virtually every kind of drug use except for 

processed narcotics.” 

“I was.  Almost every other kind of drug has healthy 

recreational uses if handled with the same care you would 

employ for any other tool—a hammer, a saw, a rifle.  We’re not 

going to prosecute anyone for drug use regardless, but the 

language in the contracts, to those who care to read them, makes 

it clear what kind of drug use is seen as appropriate here.  And 

most people who use the healthier drugs don’t use the more 

dangerous ones, making our leases more likely to attract those 

whose preferences will agree with our own.” 

“And will create an atmosphere of social disapproval 

that will deter the users of hard drugs without actually making 

rules against it.” 

“Statists, confronted with the demands of anarchists, 

invariably ask how order can be maintained in society without 

law or law enforcement.  The answer, of course, is the same as it 

always was: voluntary participation in social shaming when a 

member of the community violates its norms.  That’s how 

human societies worked for thousands of years, before they 

grew complex enough to require formal law.  Chinua Achebe’s 

Things Fall Apart showed how that functioned in western Africa.  

In Greece, the tales of the wanderings of Oedipus and Orestes 
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made the same point.  So do all modern anthropological studies 

of hunter-gatherers.  The abhorred are punished far more 

thoroughly by the rejection of their fellow men than by slave-

drivers with whips.  Any punitive system makes offenders into 

fresh victims and its enforcers into offenders, thus undermining 

its own logical existence.  Ostracism, however, is voluntary and 

suffers from no such inconsistency.” 

“You’d make me redundant?” 

“You and all your kind.” 

“I’ll remember that.”  Krit pulled Jeff in for a kiss, and 

Avalon decided that a finger wasn’t filling enough for her, so she 

impaled herself on Jeff.  The twink struggled between the two 

sexual athletes, and then his body fell into a natural rhythm. 

Braden had had the foresight to install cameras in the 

bedrooms, including excellent night vision cameras.  It took 

some review the next morning to figure out who had slept with 

whom else, but he and Avalon managed to work out a chart.  

Certainly none of them were where they had started the night 

before. 

“We’ll leave Braden and Jess to entertain our visitors,” 

Mark said.  He made a poppyseed muffin disappear.  “Matt, 

where’s your new pilot candidate?” 

Matt checked his phone.  “Already in the air.  She should 

be here in a couple of hours.” 

“You can pick her up at the airport when she lands and 

bring her by the office.” 

“Can I take the Porsche?” Matt asked eagerly. 

“I forbid boardshorts in my car,” Braden said. 

Matt grabbed him and pulled him down on the floor, 

kissing him.  His semi-hard prick immediately stiffened and the 

broad head prodded at the blonde’s hole.  “I promise,” he said 

sensually, breathing into Braden’s mouth, “that I will wear 

whatever you pick out for me.  As long as it’s one of your own 

speedos.” 
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“Seriously?” Braden asked.  His cock actually spat a gob 

of precum onto his abs. 

“Word of an officer and a gentleman.”  He released 

Braden, who dashed into his bedroom and returned with a 

bright blue Tyr suit with white flashes on the side.  “I don’t wear 

this one often.  It covers a little too much on me.” 

“So immodest,” Matt said.  He tried the suit.  On his 

physique, it was tiny.  His bulge was huge, but sufficiently 

disguised to be legal. 

“That’s hot,” Ethan observed, stepping into his G-string. 

“I’m not taking it off until he takes it off me,” Matt 

announced.  He kissed Braden again. 

“When I do,” Braden said, “I’m going to blow you while 

you’re spread out over the hood of my car.” 

“Imagine,” Ethan speculated to Matt.  “The first thing 

your mystery girl sees after we hire her is going to be her former 

lover engaging in public homosexual conduct.” 

“She’ll love it.” 

“We’ll know in a couple of hours,” Mark said.  Like 

Ethan, he was undressed for the occasion, clad in a deerskin G-

string hardly big enough to contain his package along with a 

braided leather band around one ankle and another encircling 

his bicep.  In the blinding Arizona sunshine, he might well be 

mistaken for nude from as close as a few yards away.  Jeff was 

even less clothed, lacking an armband.  His anklet was also of 

hemp rather than buckskin. 

“So when they see you for the first time,” Jeff surmised as 

the trio walked the few blocks to the offices, “we should pay 

attention to their pupils.  See if they dilate with sexual arousal.” 

“Why wouldn’t they?” Ethan said.  “I wonder how many 

of the pupils peering out of the windows around us right now 

are dilating?” 

“Who knows if there’s even anyone here,” Jeff said.  

“Teenagers skipping school, maybe.” 
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“The class of people most likely to demonstrate dilation 

in general.” 

The project offices occupied a converted manufactured 

home that had a porch stretching all along one side of the 

building, onto which several of the rooms opened.  It was a very 

convenient arrangement.  The reception room had no desk or 

table, just very comfortable chairs and spectacular artwork of the 

lower Colorado. 

“I like this very much,” Mark said.  “Braden has good 

taste.” 

“Who’s first on the agenda?” 

“Hopefully our doctor,” Ethan said.  “Nick Cheval.  He 

was a couple years ahead of me at Yale.  A friend of mine 

suggested him.  Harvard Medical School, now filling temp jobs 

in Miami.” 

“How are we getting them here?” 

“Flights to Phoenix, then Uber out here.” 

“Some Uber drivers are going to be making a lot of 

money today.” 

“There’s the first of them,” Mark said, nodding out the 

window. 

Nick Cheval turned out to be slightly taller and more 

solidly built than Ethan, broad-shouldered and thick with core 

muscle.  His strong legs were contained only by navy shorts and 

white espadrilles that contrasted beautifully with his dark skin. 

“French?” Mark asked, noting his accent. 

“Actually I’m from Saint Barthelemy,” Nick said. 

“Beautiful place,” Ethan said.  He looked at Nick 

curiously.  “I’d swear we’ve met at university.” 

Nick returned the appraising glance.  “I think so.  And 

yet…” 

“Of course.”  Ethan snapped his fingers.  “The pool 

locker room.” 
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“Right!”  Nick beamed at him.  “Oh, I remember you 

very well now.  And how eager you were.  Didn’t even let me 

get my swimsuit off.” 

“A classic locker room encounter?” Jeff inquired. 

“Pretty much,” Ethan admitted.  “Nick used to be an 

ardent water polo enthusiast back in the day.  I must not have 

looked closely enough at his resume.  I should have remembered 

you sooner.  Or known to call you directly.” 

“No harm done,” Nick said.  “I’m looking forward to 

finding out what this is all about.  I heard from Alonzo that it 

was something…special…I’d appreciate.  And now I see that 

Lord Corran is involved, which adds a couple of additional 

levels of intrigue.” 

“Lord Corran is behind the Mojave Heritage 

Foundation,” Ethan explained.  “The American side of his family 

is from this part of Arizona.  Now that he’s in control of a 

fortune amounting, as the whole world knows, to something 

over six billion dollars, he’s going to use it to fund the 

Foundation.  The Foundation in turn will work to conserve land 

in La Paz County, as well as to acquire BLM land for 

conservation and to lobby for increased federal and state 

protection of wilderness lands.  Further, the project aims to 

create an agricultural and arts community on the banks of the 

Colorado River, reclaiming commercial cropland for organic 

subsistence farming.  We will build an airport for light aircraft, a 

marina for pleasure craft, and a solar plant to power the entire 

county as a gesture of goodwill.” 

“Sounds like a great idea and a very generous plan,” 

Nick said, “but where do I come into it?” 

“We need a resident doctor, for several reasons.  First, we 

need someone to provide medical care to Foundation employees 

and tenants.  Free healthcare will be a part of the Cibola project.  

Second, we need a doctor to do physical exams on prospective 

employees and tenants; it keeps medical costs down in the long 
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run if we have healthy people to start with, and we want to 

make sure our prospective farmers are actually capable of 

working the land.  Third, we’d like to have an FAA medical 

examiner on staff, if that’s a qualification you’d be interested in 

getting.  And fourth, we’ll need a doctor who’s experienced with 

the Foundation and its operations to oversee the expansion of 

our healthcare program as we grow.” 

“Your first two reasons I guessed from reading your 

website, which told me most of what you just did.  And sure, it 

all sounds great.  But why me?”  He leaned forward.  “You can 

afford the best.  Yeah, I’m good.  But I’m a general practitioner 

and a very junior one.  Is it because I was the first person one of 

your friends recommended?” 

“In part, it’s because of the locker room,” Ethan said. 

“Pardon me?” 

“That—and other instances our mutual friend hinted at—

made me think that you might be the right kind of person for the 

job.” 

“How so?” 

“Everything you’ve read about the Foundation is true.  

But there’s another layer to it that we’re not advertising just yet.  

Its central project location at Cibola will in due course become 

the world’s largest nudist reserve.  A place where not only 

nudity, which is traditional in the Mojave, but also unrestrained 

public sex—which is also traditional in the Mojave—will be 

permitted and encouraged.  It will be at once an homage to an 

ancient culture and a bold step into a rational, progressive 

future.  It is intended to serve as a demonstration project for how 

sexual mores can be loosened without society collapsing, and as 

a keystone for future legal reform across the state and region.” 

“I understand,” Nick said.  A small smirk appeared at the 

corner of his mouth.  “You want a doctor comfortable with 

nudity and sex because he’s got a background in both.  And you 

want that doctor checking other, nonstandard, qualities during 
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his exams.  If applicants are comfortable nude.  If they hesitate at 

all in discussing their sexual history.  If they would be a good fit, 

psychologically, for the libertine environment.” 

“Exactly,” Mark said. 

“We’re also looking for a doctor who’s got a sense of 

decency, to be blunt,” Jeff broke in.  “You went from Yale and 

Harvard to working at a free clinic in Miami.  You were top of 

your class.  You could have done better in material terms.  Did 

you choose that job you’ve got now because of your sense of 

right and wrong, or for other reasons?” 

Nick leaned forward and appraised him.  “I’ll return the 

bluntness.  I took it in part because I wanted to get back to the 

Caribbean to lie in the sun and fuck, which I’m sure all of you 

will appreciate, but I also did it because that’s what I set out to 

do from the time I was a teenager.  I like helping people.  And I 

like screwing over people who want to make helping others a 

bureaucratic process.  And I like finding quick, easy ways to 

make lives better that don’t require complex infrastructure.”  He 

glanced at Ethan.  “And, of course, I like doing what others 

would say I shouldn’t.” 

“But do you believe the patient comes first?  No, I know 

every physician will nominally say that, but let’s get specific.  

When you’re—not performing a procedure, but merely 

discussing things with a patient—whose decision counts?  

Yours, or the patient’s?” 

“The patient’s,” Nick said at once. 

“You recognize that?” 

“Medicine as I see it is a collaborative effort between the 

doctor and the patient, and in the end the decision must rest 

with the patient, because I will never know as much about 

what’s happening in a patient’s body as that patient will.  The 

fuller the information, the better the decision.” 

“Even if you disagree with the patient’s decision?” 
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“Even if I disagree.  I’m only there to provide additional 

information and advice.  I don’t know best.  I can refuse to do 

something I feel is unsafe or harmful, but I have no right to try to 

manipulate a patient into obeying me.” 

“Humility in a physician?” Jeff remarked to the ceiling.  

“What exactly have we unearthed here?  So if a patient tells you 

something is going on that you can’t see, will you disbelieve him 

or keep looking?” 

“Keep looking, of course.  Again, I don’t know best.” 

“And if someone asks for a prescription you don’t think 

is the best choice for him, will you still write the prescription he 

wants?” 

“As long as I know it won’t actually harm him, sure.  I 

still believe in the ‘do no harm’ version of the Hippocratic oath, 

not the modern versions that have abandoned that commitment 

and could even be said to condone Mengele-like behavior if the 

physician justifies it as being in the greater interests of humanity.  

I also believe that the final decision on what is or isn’t harmful 

rests with the patient.  Plus, by giving any prescription I’m asked 

for, I help patients subvert harmful federal regulations that 

benefit drug manufacturers and let bureaucrats try to 

manipulate the population.” 

“Let’s consider a specific example,” Mark said.  “Part of 

our healthcare program will involve offering free birth control, 

including free sterilization, to tenants who want it.” 

“Including for yourself?” Nick joked.  Jeff snorted.  Mark 

chuckled. 

“Probably, yeah.  I was going to start looking into it 

anyway but with the earldom in play I might as well wait a 

while.” 

“Jess and I already got it taken care of,” Ethan said, 

waving a dismissive hand.  “You guys?” 
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“Nope,” Jeff said.  “It’s been impossible so far to find a 

doctor over here willing to do it on two very virile boys in their 

twenties.  Although we haven’t been in a tearing hurry.” 

“Which is exactly where my question was going, if we 

could get back on track here,” Mark continued.  “But to use this 

particular case as our example, would you perform vasectomies 

on Jeff and his boyfriend Braden if they asked you?” 

“Absolutely,” Nick said.  “Their choice, not mine.  I’m 

only the technician.  They have to decide if it’s healthy for them.  

Besides, though, if I think about the morality of it I get the same 

answer.  If I don’t sterilize someone who wants it, I’m not only 

making his life more difficult, I’m indirectly encouraging 

overpopulation, abortion, urban violence, and so on.  In my book 

that’s not helping people.  Putting your own ego ahead of the 

needs of others by deciding that a procedure isn’t in their best 

interests is definitely not helping them.” 

“I like how he answered that one,” Jeff commented.   

“And he’s another jock, so presumably he thinks about 

exercise and nutrition first when thinking about health, rather 

than pumping patients full of drugs,” Ethan said.  Nick nodded.  

“I think maybe we should give him a try.  If he wants the job.” 

“I absolutely want the job,” Nick grinned.  “But what 

about licensing in Arizona?” 

“Slower than it used to be.  Could take up to a couple 

months.  But we’d like you on staff right away, to consult with 

our architect about facilities.  And we should be able to get a few 

lawyers to speed up the process.” 

“I can resign and be out here in two weeks.” 

“Any girlfriend or boyfriend?” 

“Neither.” 

“We’ll start you at two hundred thousand a year.  

Housing provided by the Foundation, with a food allowance 

that we’ll work out as the project develops.  Here’s a preliminary 

contract.” 
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Nick crossed out the number at the top of the contract 

and replaced it with a smaller one, signed the document without 

a further glance, and handed it back. 

“Are you sure about that?” Mark said. 

“If we’re going to work together, it’s going to 

be…intimately.  That requires a basis of trust.  Now’s as good a 

time as any to start building trust between us.  Also, I don’t need 

to be overpaid to do something I believe in.” 

“Welcome aboard,” Mark said.   His handshake turned 

into a hug that turned into a kiss. 

“Fuck,” Ethan said, watching the nearly naked athlete 

and the clothed athlete make out. 

“My thoughts exactly,” Jeff said.  “Am I visibly leaking?” 

“Not yet.” 

“Why don’t you stay overnight and I’ll fly you back to 

Phoenix to catch a return flight tomorrow?” Mark offered, 

releasing Nick.  “You can also meet a few of your future 

coworkers.” 

“That sounds perfect.  Thank you.” 

“Tell the driver to go to this address,” Ethan said, writing 

it down, “and send him back to Phoenix afterwards.  We’ll be 

over in a couple of hours.  Two more interviews.” 

“Good luck, and thanks again,” Nick said.  His eyes were 

bright with excitement.  Neither Ethan nor Jeff could resist a 

farewell kiss. 

“Well done, Ethan!” Mark said as the car pulled away. 

“I’m just kicking myself that I had to ask Alonzo,” Ethan 

said.  “It was only one encounter, though, and I never knew he 

planned on going into medicine.” 

“He was just some hot jock you used to blow,” Jeff 

summarized. 

“Yeah, but now I want to see what I missed out on.” 

“He’s probably better now,” Mark said.  “He has a very 

active tongue.” 
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“I see a fun afternoon ahead,” Ethan mused. 

“Who’s next?” Jeff asked. 

“The architect,” Ethan replied.  “Katya Iversen.  Danish.  

Recent graduate of Parsons.  A recommendation from Moira’s 

girlfriend Victoria, who met her on several occasions and has 

corresponded with her over the years, given their shared interest 

in land use planning.  And group sex.” 

“So Mark told Moira about the project, and Moira 

recruited Victoria, and Victoria recruited another former lover of 

hers, who is coming in fully debriefed already.” 

“Guilty,” Mark said.  “And she probably has a lot to 

offer, because they’ve all been discussing our project among 

themselves for weeks.  The ferment of creativity.” 

“You make them sound like three witches prancing 

around a cauldron bubbling with a hellish brew.” 

“Why not?  Except that in this case the witches are young 

and beautiful, and their brew is a heavenly compound of all the 

sweeter passions.  Undoubtedly a fairer picture of the sexual 

rites of young women, which were the source material for the 

later horror stories of the witch trials era.  Stories crafted 

deliberately to be negatives, in a photographic sense, of the 

originals.” 

“Print the negative and you get back a truer image.” 

“So we’re printers and developers now?” 

“Why not?  There are latent revelations in every corner of 

history: a few great, many small.  The historian’s task is to bring 

them to light.” 

“And the reformer’s task is to select not just the good 

from the past, but also the good revealed by the past.  To 

winnow the negatives and the prints, to print the negatives, and 

then to assemble, from the best of his material, a new and greater 

picture.” 

“Metaphors,” Ethan said. 
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“Realities,” Jeff countered.  He waved a hand.  “What 

you see is not reality.  The concrete is not reality.  The abstract is 

reality.  The overarching reality that defines the existence of 

lesser realities, as the universe encompasses the various 

multiverses.  The concrete is merely a variation on reality.  And 

while variations are very beautiful, and very enlightening, it 

would be a mistake to confuse the variation and the theme.” 

“Will you still be so committed to your love of the 

abstract when a beautiful Euro girl is sitting on your cock?” 

“The Stoic need not disdain the pleasures of the flesh,” 

Jeff smiled.  “He can choose to, but he might find himself a better 

man if he doesn’t.  And a more effective one.  Nobody loved 

Cato for his prudery.  It took his death to wipe out all his little 

offenses against people’s feelings and get them to recognize his 

moral consistency.  If he’d been a little more loving, it might 

have made a difference.” 

“Emma Goldman taking joy in the revolution,” Mark 

said.  “If you’re so moral—if you’re so convinced of your own 

virtue—-why not live joyously?  Why choose to give an 

impression that virtue depresses you?” 

“Love attracts; hate repels.  Down Mars, up Eros!” 

“And all as a matter of policy.” 

“As a matter of policy, our new architect is here,” Ethan 

interrupted dryly. 

The new architect turned out to have stepped right off a 

Danish tourism poster.  Or that was the impression she gave, 

with her waist-length blonde hair and white summer dress 

draping a petite physique.  Both Ethan and Jeff felt their G-

strings pulling away from their groins. 

“Katya,” Mark said.  “I’m so pleased to finally meet you.” 

“I have been very excited to meet you as well.  Victoria 

and Moira had the most marvelous things to say about you.” 

“I hope it was show and tell.” 



225 

 

“It was.  I’m quite eager to be a part of this, if you’ll have 

me.” 

The faintest cough came from Jeff.  Katya glanced in his 

direction. 

“Merely an accidental allusion,” Jeff said to no one in 

particular. 

Katya walked over to Jeff and sat down on his lap.  “But 

it was not accidental.” 

“She’s going to fit in very well around here,” Ethan said 

to Mark. 

“We are the catalyst,” Mark said.  “We provide the initial 

mass that will one day accrete into a star.” 

“As much as I would like to explore the full meaning of 

that phrase,” Jeff murmured to Katya, “we have one more 

interview to do after we’re through with you.  Perhaps you 

could show us your sketches now, and the rest of you later?” 

“Of course.  How forward of me.”  She kissed him and 

slid off his lap—but suddenly grasped his would-be hardon 

through his pouch and stroked it.  Jeff inhaled sharply, and she 

pulled away and left him dangling. 

“Well played,” Mark said appreciatively.  Katya opened 

her portfolio and began to hand around her drawings. 

“Since the Foundation’s emphasis will be on creating 

individual farms within the Cibola area, I have drafted a number 

of designs for smaller, single-family homes.  All can be easily 

expanded or enlarged over time when families grow or combine.  

Construction is of concrete, adobe, or stone, with thick walls for 

insulation and durability in the desert.  Complexity is kept to a 

minimum to encourage families to participate in building their 

own houses, as farmers always have.  Most designs incorporate 

variations of the traditional Persian wind tower for maximum 

natural cooling.  I reflected that environmental friendliness was 

a priority for you, so air conditioning is not an option, given its 

wastefulness—and, since your idea is to encourage nudity, in 
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order to deter the use of clothing.  All heating is electric, given 

the enormous solar potential of the area even in winter.  To take 

full advantage of the sunlight, and to encourage exhibitionism, I 

have also incorporated partial glass construction into a number 

of these designs.  You will notice that many of these plans do not 

include bedrooms.  Instead, I have drawn upon the architectural 

history of the Southwest and revived the communal sleeping 

platform.  Shared living and sleeping areas encourage honesty, a 

sense of equality, and a lack of hierarchy.” 

“The Persian influence shows elsewhere in these sketches 

than the towers,” Jeff said, examining them.  “Not typical 

southwestern, yet not something science fiction, either.  And all 

the glass adds to the futurism.” 

“They’re not large by American standards,” Mark 

observed. 

“They are intended for occupants who live primarily 

outdoor lives and whose material needs are few.  And who will 

be, in many cases, exhibitionists.  You will notice that a number 

of these designs have no full bathrooms, only outdoor showers 

on the patios instead.” 

“One suggestion I would offer is placing a bench and 

spigot conveniently near the front door for washing up, since the 

sand tends to blow and a lot of us will be running around 

barefoot as well.” 

“I can easily add those.  Here are some buildings I have 

designed for craftsmen and those in business in small ways.  

Again, their construction is such that they will endure for 

hundreds of years and require little maintenance.  In the interest 

of reducing resource needs, I have returned to the old concept of 

‘living over the shop,’ which has been traditional among 

craftsmen since time immemorial, and which combines retail 

and domestic premises in a single space.” 

“Good!” Jeff exclaimed. 
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“I also propose that, after the initial planning is complete, 

the Foundation retain me on a permanent basis to provide 

custom design services to its tenants.” 

“Since we’ll want to do most of the construction 

ourselves, that’s fine,” Mark said.  “Not to mention that you’ll be 

a very valuable member of the project in your own right.”  He 

slipped Katya’s dress free of her shoulders.  She shifted slightly 

and let it fall, then stepped out of it, leaving her in nothing 

except her white Roman sandals.  Apart from kicking the dress 

aside, she did not at all appear to be conscious of her exposure. 

“I have also prepared designs for public buildings.  A 

health clinic.”  This was a single-story, expansive structure 

enclosing three sides of a courtyard, lined with broad, many-

paned windows so that a visitor could see right through it.  “A 

library.”  A low, buttressed building surrounded by terraces of 

fountains that cascaded back down to the Colorado, eclipsed by 

the delicate limestone petals that opened above it into a lotus, 

proclaiming itself at once scientiae floribus et communiuit.  “An 

airport terminal.”  This one burst out of the earth like an 

escarpment under which the birds of the air might perch before 

betaking themselves to the skies again.  The aquatic complex 

was formed largely from monoliths of stone, white and beige 

limestone interspersed with local rock.  Waves of shining facets 

stabbed skyward in a manner that Ethan said reminded him of 

Ballard’s crystal world.  Next to it was a sketch of what Cibola’s 

wharves might someday look like, terraced with a low line of 

stalls for vendors along the river’s edge.  And on the opposite 

side, an open-air amphitheatre with the space to mount almost 

any project in the human repertoire. 

“Bold where you should be, discreet otherwise, and very 

efficient,” Mark said.  “Would you like to stay the weekend?” 

“I can stay permanently if you like.  My current position 

is an internship and the partners are certifiable cretins.  I’d have 

no compunction about dropping them.” 
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“By all means, drop them,” Jeff agreed.  “People will 

drive across California just to look at your designs.  And that 

means exposure.” 

“Exposure is good,” Ethan gravely added.  “I speak in 

terms of publicity, of course.” 

“As well as generally,” Mark said.  The other two lost 

control and snickered.  Katya smiled.  “I agree with Mark,” she 

said, and placed a hand on his arm.  “Would you like me to wait 

until you are through with your next interview?” 

Ethan checked his phone.  “They’re on their way.  Better 

not, until we’re sure about this new girl.  You can join the rest of 

our party at the house, though.  The car can take you.” 

“I’d rather walk,” Katya said, “and enjoy some of this 

beautiful weather.  You may keep the designs for now.  Do you 

have a contract?”  Ethan produced one; she read it, bickered 

with him over the wording of a certain clause, initialed a 

correction, and finally signed.  Jeff offered her her dress, but she 

declined it.  “Too confining,” she declared.  From a side pocket 

on her portfolio she produced a tiny white swimsuit consisting 

of three triangles of fabric and a few strings.  The minimum of 

coverage required for legality. 

“You two will have to do a photoshoot together at some 

point,” Ethan said, observing her and Mark standing next to 

each other.  “You’re incredibly suggestive in tandem.” 

“And when barely concealed,” Jeff added.  “Proof that 

partially clothed can be far more arousing than fully nude.” 

“Yes, we tend to reverse things here,” Mark explained to 

Katya as their hands explored one another’s bodies.  “A world 

turned upside down.” 

“‘We will not bow to the masters, nor pay rent to the 

lords,’” Jeff couldn’t resist quoting. 

“Oh, I don’t mind bowing, as long as it’s mutual,” Katya 

smiled.  “Where is this house of yours?” 
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Ethan gave her directions.  “Look for the hedges.  If you 

hear moaning, it’s probably my girlfriend.” 

“I will be sure to listen for her.”  She nodded serenely 

and went out. 

“Wow,” Jeff said. 

“You want her right now?” 

“Oh yeah.” 

“I’ll flip you for her.” 

“I don’t do coins.” 

“A fiver on who cums in her first?” 

“Every time I bet I lose.” 

“How about making out while we take her at both 

ends?” 

“That offer I’ll take.  Starting now.”  Jeff grabbed Ethan 

and kissed him, hard. 

“Matt’s here,” Mark said.  “Still in the speedo.  The girl 

looks promising.” 

“She’d better be quick about it,” Ethan said.  “Our libidos 

are bouncing back from last night.” 

“You’re not the one practically pissing precum into a 

leather pouch.  Don’t tell me about libido!” 

The door opened again.  The new girl was short and 

curvaceous, very tanned, with curly brown hair pulled back in a 

ponytail.  She wore no more than a burgundy tank top and very 

abbreviated denim shorts, which did nothing to conceal her 

body.  They were as much a mockery of custom as Mark’s G-

string.  If she’d been wearing sandals at some point, she’d left 

them in the car. 

“Hi!” she said.  “I’m Kaitlin McMasters.”  Her eyes 

flicked back and forth over the three boys.  “Am I interrupting 

something?” 

“Actually we were expecting you,” Mark said. 
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“Then I think I’m in the right place.”  She grinned.  She 

was very clearly checking out their bulges.  “This is already 

looking better than my last job!” 

“Did Matt fill you in on the details?” 

“Oh, yeah.  Was he really being serious though?  Ratings 

paid for?  A chance to fly warbirds?  I can fly naked?  I get to live 

on the world’s biggest nudist reserve for free?  I get to have sex 

out in the open with anyone I want?” 

Ethan handed her a clipboard.  “This is our pilots’ 

contract.  And yes, nudity is explicitly protected as you’ll be 

operating out of a nudist resort.  Sexual behavior that does not 

endanger the operation of the aircraft is also permitted.” 

Kaitlin bent over it, scanning the terms.  “You’re not 

fucking shitting me.  This is for real.  I can start today?” 

“Absolutely.  We have company housing ready to go.” 

“What about my plane?  I rented it from the flight school 

back home.” 

“You can fly it back tomorrow, pick up anything you 

want, and I’ll fly you back in the Cessna,” Jeff suggested.  “It’s a 

pretty quick return flight that way.” 

Kaitlin scribbled her signature on the papers and handed 

them back.  Then, while Ethan was distracted, she dropped to 

her knees and began nibbling his cock right through his pouch. 

“That looks amazing,” Jeff said. 

“It feels about like that,” Ethan groaned.  Hearing that, 

Kaitlin wickedly switched from Ethan to Jeff. 

“We’re very much going to enjoy working with you,” 

Ethan commented, recovering himself.  Jeff stopped her as she 

was about to untie him. 

“I need to have you guys, right now,” Kaitlin said with 

the utmost seriousness. 

“Wait five minutes and you can have both us and your 

fellow pilots poolside.” 
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Kaitlin sprang to her feet.  “Then why are we waiting 

around?”  She led the way towards the exit.  The three boys 

quickly followed her. 

They were no sooner inside the gate back at the house 

than Mark grabbed Kaitlin and physically tore her clothes off in 

a stunning display of strength.  She raced ahead, turning 

cartwheels down the drive, but was brought up short at the sight 

of the car in which she’d been driven from the airport.  Her 

driver was spread-eagled across the hood, his wrists roped to the 

mirrors and his feet to the front bumper and wheels.  Now fully 

naked, his engorged prick, shining in the desert sun, was 

systematically being edged by a mere slip of a boy.  Her stud 

fighter pilot lover, who had overwhelmed her with his 

masculinity, was at the mercy of an apparently homosexual little 

twink, and loving it. 

She came closer. 

Braden let go of Matt’s erection and approached her.  She 

started to speak, but he covered her mouth with his hand.  He 

stood there for a few moments, his cock horizontal, poised, 

leaking, just touching her folds.  When he sensed she was ready, 

he pulled her into a kiss and into him. 

Jeff, watching from the sidelines, smiled. 

“Fuck,” Matt moaned, writhing with arousal at being 

dominated by the same guy who was simultaneously replacing 

him inside his former lover and future colleague.  Ethan brushed 

past the coupling pair and knelt in front of Matt, examining him 

critically. 

“I think I’ll take over here.”  He looked at the tray of tools 

Braden had thoughtfully laid out and selected some lube and a 

slender stainless probe.  Grasping Matt’s manhood with a 

feather-like touch that instantly made it hard and veiny, he 

began to penetrate it with the oiled steel. 

“Dude, what the fuck?” Matt gasped.  “Oh, 

fuck…fucking my cock…”  He spasmed all over and collapsed, 
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his eyes drawn to the brightly-lit figures of Braden and Kaitlin 

merging into one golden blur. 

Behind the house, a couple of the chaise lounges had 

been pulled together and the remainder of the Foundation’s 

workforce was sprawled over them, everyone’s lips on someone 

else’s body.  Nick and Katya were in the thick of it.  As Mark and 

Jeff settled into the hot tub to watch, Nick came all over his abs 

from a double blowjob by Robin and Avalon, who immediately 

licked it up and continued teasing him. 

“Our dream team is coming together,” Mark said.  Their 

hands moved gently over each other’s cocks. 

“You intend to hire Victoria as well, I assume.” 

“She’s perfect to direct the cropland restoration.  Because 

it’s going to need a lot of cleanup before it’s usable for real 

farming.  She’ll bring Moira with her.  And Moira’s parents have 

already committed to maintaining a residence and gallery here, 

giving us the start of our artistic community.  Krit’s father grew 

up on a farm and is happy to turn his hand to anything physical, 

so he’ll probably end up running our first demonstration farm.” 

“Picture a map of Europe,” Jeff chuckled.  “A dark map, 

gray lines on darker gray.  And all over that map, lines of color, 

hair-slim, racing here and there, sparking off new lines in all 

directions.  The word going out among the nudists of Europe, 

the libertines and the ones who don’t quite fit in, that soon there 

will be something better than the Cap or Montalivet.  A 

charming visual metaphor, to which another layer is added if 

you consider that the lines are rather like snakes, and the snake 

was a symbol commonly associated in the early Near East with 

matricentric, sex-positive cultures, particularly in pre-Homeric 

Greece.” 

“Lovely.” 

“Except the part where they killed the king every year to 

keep the whole process running.” 

“My ancestors had better manners.” 
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“They also managed to preserve their orgies for much 

longer, giving you a better chance of reviving them.  There’s a 

nineteenth-century English traveler’s account of the Mojave 

harvest dance that is made staggeringly funny by the author’s 

refusal to acknowledge why all these naked couples are rushing 

off into the bushes at intervals.” 

Somewhere in the distance, a siren blared.  It drew 

nearer, then stopped.  Braden and Kaitlin sauntered around the 

corner holding hands and joined them in the hot tub. 

“How’s Matt doing?” Mark asked. 

“His cock looks beautiful being penetrated,” Braden said.  

He shivered and cuddled up to his boyfriend.  “Krit wants to try 

it on me.” 

“You should let him,” Mark said.  “It’s an intense 

sensation.  Partly due to how much harder you get from the 

added pressure.” 

“Isn’t he juicy?” Jeff said to Kaitlin.  The bubbles were 

off, and he could see Braden’s cum seeping out of her pussy into 

the water. 

“He’s amazing.  I thought he’d never stop cumming.” 

“It’s one of the many things I love about him.  It’s 

delicious to drink.” 

“He made me taste some.” 

“That was very thoughtful of you,” Jeff said, kissing 

Braden.  He could feel Mark precumming and his own shaft 

becoming slick under the water.  Kaitlin disappeared beneath 

the surface and emerged, streaming, with a foot in each hand.  

One of Mark’s, one of Jeff’s.  She appeared to be studying them, 

even comparing them. 

“What do you think?” Mark asked. 

She slid her tongue up and down their soles a few times 

and tried some of their toes.  “They’re hot.  You guys take care of 

your feet, but you don’t baby them.  You’ve been barefoot pretty 

much your entire lives.” 
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“Bare feet aren’t only common sense and sexy as hell, 

they’re a sign of freedom and defiance,” Jeff said. 

“Totally.”  She went back to licking them both.  Jeff 

turned and started making out with Mark again.  He loved being 

handled by others, losing awareness of his body in a sea of 

sensation as his nerves were overloaded.  A scream echoed from 

the front of the house, followed by a series of yelps and pleas.  

Ethan had undoubtedly teased Matt to orgasm with the sound 

still fucking his dick, giving him the mental feeling of release 

without the physical feeling or the sight.  It was the ultimate 

form of denial.  The thought of it made Jeff explode.  He felt 

Mark twitching in his hand, the sudden stickiness of his cum 

filling the water.  They polished each other’s cockheads, 

moaning the overstimulation away through their conjoined 

mouths.  It was exhausting. 

“I could drink this whole tub up just to get at your 

mingled cum,” Braden said enviously. 

“Don’t worry, sweetie, there’s plenty more for you,” Jeff 

said. 

Abruptly Kaitlin dropped their feet.  “Oh, oh,” she 

moaned.  She clutched at the side of the tub, suddenly weak and 

flushing.  “Oh…oh God…no, no, no…oh…oh, oh fuck…” 

“Are you teasing her?” Jeff asked. 

“I was teasing her,” Mark said with determination.  “Now 

I’m going to make her blow.”  Sure enough, he had his big toe 

buried in her slit, at exactly the right angle to hit her G-spot.  It 

took all of fifteen seconds before she screamed and tried to fuck 

herself down on him before collapsing. 

“I felt you squirt over my foot,” Mark said.  “That was 

nice.”  The usually cocky girl was momentarily at a loss for 

words. 

Matt came barreling around the side of the house, 

manhandling Ethan.  He threw the smaller swimmer down on a 

chair, cuffed him to it, and stuck a prostate vibrator in his ass.  
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Switching it on to maximum, he walked off and slid his still-

hard cock into Katya, at the same time sharing Krit’s cock with 

her.  Their sprawling bodies made a marvelous living tableau. 

Braden reached over and plucked his phone off the patio.  

Somehow he was never far from it.  “Yes?  Yes?  For what 

reason?  Could we do this at a later time?  Very well.  When the 

gate opens, pull up to the house and come around to the rear, 

paying careful attention to all signs.  Thank you.”  He turned it 

off and sighed.  “We have a sheriff’s deputy coming over here.  

Apparently there have been reports of suspicious activity on this 

property.” 

“And we haven’t even had the Grateful Dead in yet,” 

Mark groused.  “Krit!” 

“Yes!” 

“Cops!” 

“Coming!”  The lawyer extracted himself smoothly from 

his position in the chain and trotted over.  “Who and why?” 

“Sheriff’s deputy.  Neighbor’s complaint,” Braden 

explained. 

“How?  They can’t see anything.” 

“We’re about to find out.” 

The deputy who came around the corner was a slight 

young woman whose bulky uniform seemed to emphasize 

rather than augment her smallness.  Mark watched her closely.  

She appeared surprised at the view that confronted her, but not 

horrified.  He raised a hand and beckoned her over to him.  She 

couldn’t help seeing Krit’s still-rampant hardon, although her 

reaction was unreadable. 

“In the time-honored formula, what the devil is going on 

here?” Mark enquired pleasantly. 

“Sir, are you the owner of this property?” 

“The Foundation I chair owns it.  I am Lord Corran.” 

“Yes, sir.”  She knew who he was, then.  “About an hour 

ago, a fourteen year-old boy who lives down the street from here 
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climbed up on his family’s RV garage with a pair of binoculars.  

He lost his footing and fell off the roof, breaking his leg.  He told 

his family that he had observed some sort of sexual bondage 

taking place in front of this house.” 

“He probably did,” Mark said indifferently.  “Is that all?” 

“Sir, are you concerned about indecent exposure here?” 

“Look around you.  We have an eight-foot hedge and a 

driveway closed by a gate too high to see over.  We have signs 

posted at the beginning of the drive indicating that visitors will 

encounter nudity on the property and should proceed or depart 

accordingly.  We have clearly taken all reasonable precautions to 

give no offense.  If someone goes to extraordinary lengths to 

circumvent our precautions, we are not responsible.” 

“Are you concerned that receiving a police officer in a 

state of nudity and sexual arousal could be construed as sexual 

assault or harassment?” 

Krit nodded sagely.  “Unfortunately…why no, not at all.  

We have excellent cameras covering every inch of this property.  

All the footage will show is a group of people minding their own 

business and an uninvited visitor walking in under the shield of 

the law, then walking out again.  Not a lot of room there to make 

it look like anything but an invasion of our privacy.” 

“And the report of sexual bondage?” 

“Over there, on top of the Dane.  Note the rope marks on 

his wrists and ankles.” 

She watched them for a minute.  “He looks fine.” 

“Bondage is more a mind game than a physical one.  

He’ll be better, though, once he releases some of his tension.” 

“Who did that to him?” 

“Braden, here, started it.  It’s his Porsche that Matt was 

tied to.  And Ethan finished it.  He’s the one watching in 

frustration over there.” 

The deputy stared down at Braden in mild astonishment.  

“He let you tie him up?” 
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Braden smiled angelically.  “Actually, he begged me to 

do it.” 

“Ummm…okay.”  Her mouth curved slightly at the 

corners, suddenly making her look more mature.  “That seems 

like a good reason to do it.”  She glanced back to Mark for a 

moment.  “Are you planning to live here permanently, Lord 

Corran?” 

“Oh, yes.  I intend to redevelop the entire Cibola area 

into a model agricultural experiment.  Are you from around 

here?” 

“I was born and raised in Quartzsite.  My dad was a 

deputy until he retired.” 

“You must know local politics pretty well,” Jeff said.  

“Would you care to stop by for a chat after your shift?” 

Her large brown eyes opened wide at that.  She looked 

around her again, weighing the situation. 

“Did you say there are cameras recording everything to 

prevent misconstruction?” 

“It seemed like a wise precaution under the 

circumstances.” 

“Oh, sure.  Well, I…guess I would be free this afternoon.  

Around four.” 

“Wonderful.  We’ll see you then.”  Mark treated her to 

one of his smiles.  She smiled in return, and turned away. 

“What’s your name?” Kaitlin suddenly asked. 

The deputy paused.  “Rivera.  Anna Rivera.”  And she 

was gone. 

“Bingo,” Jeff said as the car pulled away.  “Our entry to 

the local police force.”  Braden snickered. 

“Well, I don’t like being seen to give money to the police, 

so we’ll have to woo them with personal charm,” Mark said.  

“And in this case, it might be quite a pleasure.” 

“I wonder if she’s ever kissed a girl before,” Kaitlin said 

speculatively. 
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“What’s it like growing up sexual in Texas?” Krit asked, 

sliding down into the tub beside her. 

“You get a reputation as the school slut.” 

“That’s sad.” 

“I didn’t care.  The first time one of the other girls said 

something nasty to me, I smiled at her and asked how many 

orgasms she’d had lately.  I was getting laid, and sex and planes 

were pretty much the two things I lived for.  Why would I 

complain?  Plus, the hot lesbians on the sports teams were all 

over me because I was available and wouldn’t judge them or 

play mind games.” 

“And therein lies your deviance,” Jeff said.  “American 

culture treats sex as a currency or commodity.  It’s not 

something you give, it’s something you exchange for something 

else.  Not just workers trading sex for jobs or promotions or 

hookers trading it for money, but using sex to keep your partner 

in line, or denying it to drive its value up.  Treating it as 

something of which there is a limited amount, like the Chinese 

literally did with male semen.  So, when sex is seen in economic 

terms, and you come on the market with an unlimited supply of 

it, you ruin not only everyone else’s positions but also the 

structure by which they live their lives.  They hate that.” 

“There was this one football player who threw me up 

against the wall and threatened to beat me up if I didn’t stop 

sleeping with his friend.  I told him that if he loved his friend so 

much, he should suck his cock himself.  That way I wouldn’t 

need to do it.  There were a dozen people watching.” 

“He backed off?” 

“He never spoke to me again.  He couldn’t even look at 

me after that.” 

“Nicely done,” Jeff said appreciatively. 

“Come be deviant with me,” Krit said, pulling Kaitlin on 

top of him.  She squealed. 
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Jeff made sandwiches for lunch.  Matt had insisted on 

Ethan remaining cuffed to the chair for several more hours as 

punishment.  When he was finally freed, there was a saucer-

sized puddle of precum underneath it that had been forced out 

of him by the toys Matt had inserted in his arse.  His neglected 

cock sprang to desperate attention at the first touch.  Jess, randy 

from a morning without penetration, immediately pulled him 

into her and he came within seconds. 

At some point in the middle of the petting and 

discussions that followed the meal, Braden checked his phone 

again.  “Our visitor is here.” 

“I’ll go show her around,” Avalon said, jumping up.  She 

disappeared into the house while Braden tapped instructions 

into his phone. 

“I believe an exercise of your feudal rights would be only 

appropriate in this case,” Jeff said in an undertone to Mark. 

“I was thinking the same thing.” 

A few minutes later, Avalon came back—alone.  “She 

wanted to take a shower,” she said, smirking. 

“Think that indicates a degree of—shall we say 

anticipation?” 

“It could.  Really, the easiest thing to do when stepping 

out of the shower is to put nothing on your body.” 

“Dressing needlessly is a psychosis.  And a rejection of 

the concept of economy of effort.” 

“So this is also a test of her mental health.” 

“I believe that was always the idea in part.” 

“Yes, I seem to remember we’ve had this conversation.  If 

sex is normal, not to have sex is abnormal.” 

“Then even Louisiana, the randiest state in the nation, is 

woefully abnormal.  An average of fewer than sixteen sexual 

partners per person.  Lifetime average.” 

Jeff snickered.  “I’m in a long-term relationship and each 

of us still gets more new people than that in a few months’ time.  
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Hell, we got more than that in a week’s time on an Atlantis 

cruise.  Are people asleep?  Or would they rather watch 

television than have sex, for God’s sake?” 

“They’d rather watch television, obviously.” 

“May they rot in their motels to be disinterred and 

misinterpreted by the archaeologists of the future.” 

The breeze picked up.  They waited.  Braden made 

smoothies at the little bar near the shower. 

When Anna came out of the house, she was naked, 

without so much as jewelry, and her hair flowed freely over her 

shoulders.  She had eyes like a deer, of a melting softness, 

expressing understanding tinged with sorrow, apprehensive and 

yet thrilled beyond measure.  Virgins have been painted with 

such eyes.  Mark went to meet her, keeping his cock soft by a 

huge effort.  It swelled, but did not thrust out to meet her of its 

own accord.  She showed no hesitation now in admiring his 

body.  He led her to one of the lounges, and Braden brought 

them smoothies. 

Around them, the others went about their own business.  

Gradually the air filled with the soft sounds of sex again.  Mark 

let the tension build between himself and Anna.  Nothing could 

have prevented him from having a hardon at this point, but he 

ignored it.  He lay there, chatting with Anna and charming her, 

until she put out her first tentative fingers to stroke his cock and 

he touched his lips to hers in response. 

He worshiped her body.  Though she was not a virgin, 

sex for her had always meant occasional fingering or quick 

thrusting, over in a few minutes and inevitably involving her 

servicing rather than being serviced.  She had never had her toes 

sucked or her pussy licked or her nipples teased.  She’d almost 

never had an orgasm during sex, but now Mark gave her clitoral 

and vaginal and G-spot orgasms one after the other.  The sexual 

high she experienced was so intense that it took her five minutes 

to realize that he had entered her. 
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“Mark,” she said in wonder. 

“Yes, sweetheart?” 

“Will they all do this to me?  Make me feel this good?” 

“If you want them to, yes.  And they’d be honored to do 

it.” 

“And they’re all as good as you are?” 

“Absolutely.  And each one will do things a little 

differently.  A banquet that never gets boring.” 

She closed her eyes and shuddered as she came again.  

“Even…the girls, too?” 

“If you want them to.  They’re all very attracted to you.” 

“I…I’ve never…” 

“But you’re thinking about it.”  He bent and kissed her.  

“That’s all you need to do.  Be willing to experiment and to enjoy 

the pleasure.  If it happens, it happens.” 

By the time he came inside her, the sun was down and 

the air was getting brisk.  He cuddled her for a few minutes, 

then went over to the fire pit, where Jeff was coaxing a small 

flame to run up a pyramid of cedar logs. 

“She’ll stay,” Mark said.  “She’s twenty years old and no 

one ever gave her head before.” 

Jeff shook his head in amusement.  “So easy.  Like giving 

away water in the desert.  They have boredom; we have 

excitement.  The demographics alone would make the whole 

county government drop into our hands in time even if we 

didn’t speed up the process by moving in friendlies.” 

On the other side of the flames, they watched Avalon 

take a seat next to Anna.  In a minute, Jess joined them.  Almost 

imperceptibly, the older girls began touching her body with 

gentle strokes that inflamed her.  She trembled.  Her eyes never 

left Avalon’s.  Avalon took advantage of that to kiss her. 

Anna returned the kiss.  Her hand slid up Avalon’s thigh. 

Mark smiled. 
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Chapter 10 
 

 

“There are only seven members of the legislature in their 

late twenties or early thirties,” Jeff said.  “Arizona doesn’t even 

let people run for the legislature until they’re twenty-five, which 

cuts into the body’s overall libido.” 

“We’ll change that,” Mark said.  “First, we get the local 

voting age lowered, and then we simply have the minimum age 

for election set equal to the voting age.” 

The two of them were heading for Blythe in Mark’s Jeep.  

He’d been invited to a power lunch in Phoenix by several 

members of the legislature, who had smelled the vast reservoir 

of untapped campaign contributions that the Foundation 

represented and were circling.  One of the Phoenix papers had 

run an extensive story on his record donation to the Scottish 

Nationalists, which had further disturbed the waters.  All of 

them had rerun more or less censored versions of the various 

nude shots from Corran.  Then one of the photographers Mark 

had worked with published an entire very erotic series in DNA 

in Australia.  Braden, acting as press officer as well as business 

manager, had been swamped with calls asking for comment.  To 

all of them he had replied that Lord Corran had nothing to say. 

“The problem is complicated,” Jeff continued, “by the 

fact that Arizona is dominated by Republicans, and the 

Republican candidate pool skews even more male than the 

Democratic one.  Only two of the seven are female.  Calatrava is 
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single; Porter is engaged.  One of the men, however, is gay.  

Trevor Hudson.  All three will be at your lunch.  Also Raul 

Castellano-Perez, quietly known for fancying both sexes, age 

forty-seven.  Might be a valuable ally—if we avoid provoking 

any of his passions.  The others are the majority and minority 

whips and the chairs of the Agriculture, Energy, and Property 

Rights committees.  Braden arranged the guest list very deftly, 

signaling that Lord Corran would prefer to deal with younger 

members of the legislature.  A subtle hint as to whom we will 

support in future.” 

“So three, possibly four to bed,” Mark summarized.  

“Anything they need to know?” 

“A few phone calls in the near future might be useful if 

the county should prove hesitant to abandon all its roads 

through the property we’ve bought.” 

“That’s a priority.  I’m getting tired of driving to the 

airport.” 

“Just try to woo them without being scathing.  Spare 

them for now.  I know it’s an unpleasant task, but charm them.” 

“‘Pleasant scorpions! Agreeable rattlesnakes!’” 

“‘Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel?’” 

“Someone who isn’t looking where he’s going and runs 

over it.” 

“In that case, look,” Jeff advised, pulling into the airport 

parking lot.  He kissed Mark goodbye, then admired his body as 

he strode to the plane, his form barely concealed by forest green 

track shorts. 

The flight to Phoenix took thirty minutes in the Cessna 

400.  Mark landed at Glendale, changed at the FBO, and stepped 

out into his waiting car dressed in a pearl-gray suit and 

matching loafers.  His look today, as composed by Jess, was 

Mediterranean aristocrat.  Elegance combined with masculinity 

and a sense of relaxed confidence.  He would stand out in a 
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crowd of Western politicians, asserting his individuality, his 

remarkableness, from the start. 

Lunch took place on a cordoned-off section of the terrace 

at Flourish, overlooking one of Phoenix’s numerous golf courses.  

The food, Mark thought, might be worth the trip.  The company 

was surprisingly amusing.  He hadn’t counted on how much fun 

it would be to watch their reactions and their carefully schooled 

mannerisms.  Most of the legislators were vacillating between 

contempt for him as a child, suspicion of him as a hedonist, and 

reverence for him as the man who, if stroked correctly, could 

make many of their political dreams come true by opening his 

wallet.  They automatically started to patronize him, and every 

so often they would realize it and try to force themselves to treat 

him as an equal.  In no case did they fully succeed, although the 

younger ones were better at it, seeing him more as the Wonder 

Dog and less as someone who hadn’t paid his dues.  Hudson 

was distinctly uncomfortable around him.  Elizabeth Calatrava, 

on the other hand, couldn’t take her eyes off him during the 

meal and said little.  Castellano-Perez had held his hand a little 

bit longer than necessary upon being introduced.  The briefing 

material Jeff had provided indicated that he was a marathon 

runner who looked fantastic in tights.  Two, at least, were 

already in the bag, Mark decided. 

They managed to keep the conversation mostly to 

economics for the first half of the meal.  Praising him for his 

generosity in donating a solar power plant to La Paz county, 

inquiries about the logistics of power distribution, future 

projects, and so on.  No one referred to his flamboyant nudity 

until Hudson brought it up, branching suddenly into the subject 

from a discussion of public confidence in the Foundation as 

opposed to the reservations or state welfare programs. 

“But don’t you think, Lord Corran, that the Foundation’s 

task will be made harder if people distrust you for your 

lifestyle?” 
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“Quite the reverse,” Mark said.  “The lack of constraint is 

freedom.  Freedom is power.  It’s as simple as that.  For 

example,” he waved a hand, “there are a wide variety of 

scenarios in which any of you could lose your hard-won 

positions through a personal indiscretion.  Why?  Because you 

subscribe to a code of conduct that imposes many constraints on 

your behavior, and the more constraints that exist on your 

behavior, the greater the likelihood that you’ll accidentally or 

purposefully violate one of them.  ‘To create crime, create laws,’ 

Le Guin wrote.  You subscribe to many laws of personal 

conduct, and are therefore vulnerable.  I have few, and am thus 

much less vulnerable.  I can’t be attacked for inconsistency or a 

lack of integrity when I play by my own predetermined set of 

rules.  And that immediately diverts any attack from me 

personally to the abstract question of whether I should be 

allowed the freedom to live by my own code of conduct.  I shall 

be interested to see how Arizona deals with the question of 

personal freedom.  This is, after all, a social experiment we are 

preparing.” 

“It is also possible for you to be attacked on the grounds 

that you are well-meaning but in error.  That you personally are 

not at fault, but your code of conduct is.” 

“True.”  For the first time they were treated to Mark’s 

suavely menacing smile.  So might Cesare Borgia have smiled 

urbanely as he courteously invited one of his fellow cardinals to 

dine with him and his father.  “But when your code of conduct is 

backed up by logic, evidence, theology, and pragmatism, you’re 

pretty safe from attack on those grounds.” 

Castellano-Perez leaned forward.  “You can make a 

theological argument for libertinism?” 

“Quite easily.  The Cathars did, although for destructive 

rather than constructive reasons.  I can actually make a couple of 

them, if you like.  If I look to one side of my family, there is a 

Christian religious tradition, the central tenet of which is ‘love 
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thy neighbor.’  It’s difficult to understand how such a general 

statement can be read as an admonition to love only in the 

abstract sense while excluding the concrete sense.  Love is 

selflessness: placing the welfare and happiness of others above 

your own.  ‘Greater love hath no man than this, that he lay down 

his life for his friend.’  If you can bring another person benefits 

or pleasure through sex—and consensual sex, pursued for the 

right reasons, is always beneficial and pleasurable—then sex is a 

virtuous act and refraining from sex is a sin of omission by 

which you harm others.  Then again, if I look to the other side of 

my family, there is a Mojave religious tradition, in which one 

grows closer to the divine through sex—in which promiscuous 

sexuality was a requirement for shamans, in fact, and religious 

ceremonies were invariably accompanied by community orgies.  

By being promiscuous, I am being faithful to the highest ideals 

of both traditions.” 

“That first argument flies in the face of two thousand 

years of doctrine.” 

“But it’s logically unanswerable.  Is God illogical?  It is a 

tenet of your doctrine, I know, that God cannot be illogical.” 

“God’s statements sometimes require interpretation.” 

“The Pope cannot rewrite the gospels, much as he would 

undoubtedly like to try.”  Mark twisted off the tip of his 

cheesecake with a fork and swallowed it.  “What, no comment 

from the Democratic members on protecting native rights and 

respecting traditional customs?” 

“The custom of scalping, like that of promiscuity, was 

rightly abandoned,” Porter said dismissively. 

“Why?  Because it was exceptionally destructive or 

brutal?  Obviously not, compared to napalm.  Merely because it 

was a native custom?  Again, clearly not, since some native 

customs have survived while others have vanished.  Because it 

was not compatible with the civilization of the conquerors?  That 

seems more probable.” 
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“How can you say that promiscuity is not destructive?” 

another of the guests demanded. 

“Ah, you’re heartbroken by that statement, aren’t you?  

You find it beyond comprehension.  And yet the reality is that a 

society’s sexual openness correlates with the long-term stability 

and lack of interpersonal violence within that society.  We’ve 

known that for two generations.  A bunch of politicians prattle 

about how tragic the supposed rise in gun violence is and how 

necessary it is to get guns off the streets.  It never seems to have 

crossed their minds that if people were having more sex, they 

wouldn’t be shooting each other as often.  Even when the Elliot 

Rodger case made it explicit—even when a mass murderer 

named sexual frustration as his motivation—not one of your lot 

bothered to address that complaint.” 

“You’re positioning yourself as a public benefactor in an 

intellectual and moral sense as well as a financial one,” Calatrava 

said. 

Mark looked at her, amused.  “Not positioning.  I am a 

public benefactor.” 

“Your positioning will require proving.” 

“The Foundation will do it.” 

“And then?” 

“And then the people of Arizona will do the rest,” Mark 

smiled. 

That broke up the party.  Hudson and Porter scurried 

away, obviously displeased with their guest.  The older 

members showed their discomfort as well, but stopped short of 

repudiating him outright as they said their farewells.  Six and a 

half billion dollars covered many sins in their eyes.  Also, he had 

pushed the freedom button.  They were hardly the brightest 

politicians in the world, but they knew that he had them over a 

barrel there.  For them, the lunch had turned into an unspoken 

agreement.  Lord Corran had indicated what he wanted: to be 

left alone, and since he wanted it in the least politically 
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influential part of the state, they would give it to him, since his 

rhetoric—and hopefully his funds—would align with theirs.  

Mark, of course, knew that they knew it. 

Castellano-Perez delayed him on the way out.  “I’d like 

to talk to you more about your solar project sometime.  There’s a 

spot in my district that might make a great location for a similar 

effort.  If we could put together the necessary funding to make it 

work as a nonprofit.”  He pressed a card into Mark’s hand.  “Let 

me know.” 

Oh, I will, Mark thought, watching him walk away.  This 

one was a cocky bastard.  It would be a pleasure to tame him.  

He stood at the edge of the terrace for a minute and looked away 

at the encroaching city. 

“That went well,” said a voice behind him.  Elizabeth 

Calatrava was standing there, watching him. 

He raised an eyebrow.  “Sarcasm?  Actually I’m quite 

satisfied with how it turned out.” 

“You haven’t seen the last of Trevor Hudson.” 

“He’s not one of those, I hope.” 

“If by one of those you mean someone who believes you 

have a duty to your sexuality, then yes.” 

“He’s irrelevant.” 

“He’s going to be very popular with the younger 

generation of voters who will end up determining the success of 

your project.” 

Mark shrugged.  “He will bend, or he will turn into 

another aging reactionary, bypassed by time.” 

“Would you like to have a drink?” 

“I’m not fond of bars.” 

“I live fifteen minutes away.” 

“That sounds better.” 

Mark was reminded again of how little Arizona 

legislators were paid as he inspected the inside of Calatrava’s 

Prius.  He made a mental note to ask Krit about the possibility of 
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retaining some of them as consultants to the Foundation.  

Certainly they needed to secure the services of every former 

senior legislator in town who had gone into professional 

lobbying. 

“Given your Foundation’s rhetoric about the natural 

lifestyle, I’m guessing you don’t like Phoenix much,” Calatrava 

observed. 

“Not at all would be more accurate.” 

“You grew up in Sedona.  Were you here a lot?” 

“Rarely.  We avoided it.” 

“Farms keep a lot of people in poverty.” 

“Alternatively, they let people survive without 

dependence on a complex network of other people.  Take the 

medieval English manor.  Subtract the autocracy, add the level 

of simple miniaturized manufacturing technology that is now 

becoming available, and the result would be a society that would 

shock the modern world.  A complete small-scale economy, 

supplying virtually all its own needs in an environmental cycle 

that is not only carbon-neutral, but almost completely resource-

neutral.” 

“Thanks to your benefactions.” 

“Which would be wasted if I weren’t using them to make 

a better world.” 

“For people who agree with you.” 

“I could plead that it’s my money, and therefore my right 

to benefit those whom I choose, or that I am right, and that my 

actions are therefore good things in themselves which will lead 

to more good things for everyone.” 

“Your confidence is impressive, but you’ve still got a lot 

to prove.” 

Mark sighed.  “Look, this really isn’t complicated.  There 

is a set of behaviors that correlate with sexual repression, and 

those include paternal social organization, authoritarianism, 
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suppression of political liberties, worship of vengeful gods, a 

preference for concrete reasoning, materialism, and militarism.” 

“Whereas sexual license correlates with, what—

nonviolence, idealism, gender equality, freedom…” 

“…democracy, benevolent gods, abstract reasoning, and 

so on.  You’ve got it.  Now continue with that line of thought.  If 

you’re in the first position and wish to move to the second 

position, how do you get there?” 

“By changing all the behaviors that differ between the 

first and second positions.”  She began nodding.  “Such as 

changing sexual repression to sexual freedom.  Okay, it’s good 

anthropological reasoning, but I don’t think it will fly with the 

general public.” 

“I disagree.  But even if that is the case, they won’t have 

much of a say while we work out this experiment in private.” 

“They’ll still hate it.” 

“That’s one reason I chose to do this in a state that 

strongly protects property rights and has a rhetorical tradition of 

praising individual liberty.” 

“Hmmm,” Calatrava said.  “You can’t lose.  You’ll give 

the Republican establishment a chance to look broadminded 

while protecting one of their favorite planks.  While you create 

environmental and social reforms under their noses.” 

“That’s the general idea.  Make them help to subvert 

themselves.” 

“Why not work openly toward your goals with the 

Democrats?” 

“Because the Democratic Party has no ideology but 

pragmatism.  The greatest good for the greatest number.  When 

we disagree, who wins?  Obviously not me in that scenario.  You 

go back to your playbook, decide it conflicts with mine, and 

choose yours over mine.  The Republicans, on the other hand, 

are useful because they at least nominally subscribe to an 
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ideology separate from their personal platforms.  I can use that 

differential as a lever to hoist them unwillingly onto my side.” 

“I think you’re overly optimistic about how much impact 

you can have on them.  Also, I think we could work out most of 

our disagreements with a little effort.” 

“If you and your colleagues had control of the legislature 

and the governor’s office, would you legalize psychedelics 

tomorrow with no state regulation?” 

“Well, as you know, we have been working towards—” 

“Yes or no answer.” 

“No, of course not.” 

“Precisely.  It is quite conceivable, however, that with the 

right lawsuit and the right panel of Republican-elected, 

Republican-appointed judges influenced by Republican 

legislators, I could get psychedelics legalized on those terms.  By 

appealing to the individual’s right to decide what he can and 

can’t do to his own body.  You in the Democratic party have 

overreached yourself with the whole “my body, my choice” 

argument, which is becoming one more often used by pro-

freedom Republicans.  There’s even a chance I could get 

Republicans to legalize psychedelics on the grounds that such 

things as the peyote cactus and the psilocybin mushroom were 

created by God and man is in no position to outlaw any of his 

Creator’s creations.  If you’re tempted to laugh, bear in mind 

that argument has already been made in Texas for marijuana.” 

“Have you considered that the problem might not be the 

failure of others to give you what you want, but the things you 

want in the first place?” 

“No.” 

“Just no.  Just like that?” 

“It’s not a difficult answer to give.” 

“You wouldn’t be willing to consider supporting 

legalization of psychedelics under the same set of restrictions as 

marijuana, for example?” 
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Mark turned to look at her.  “No.  There is no logical 

reason for the prohibition of any plant or any beneficial 

substance.  Since I know that to be the case, were I to agree to 

your rules, I would be agreeing to something illogical.  Which 

would make me by definition insane as well as inconsistent.  

You don’t do something that’s wrong simply because it’s easy or 

convenient.” 

Calatrava shook her head.  “You’re going to create a lot 

of problems that you’ll have to deal with in the future if you 

encourage the Republicans now.  Immigration restrictions, 

militarization of the police, corporate privileges….” 

“I’m aware there are risks.  But the long-term 

consequences of my actions will diminish those risks.” 

“How?” 

“Cultures where individuals have easy access to sexual 

pleasure and practice resource equality and empathy are much 

less restrictive and violent than cultures lacking those 

characeristics.”  Mark shrugged.  “That’s anthropological and 

biological fact.” 

Calatrava’s apartment was on the fourth floor of her 

building, with a southern exposure that left it brilliantly lit all 

day.  It was small, befitting the finances of a part-time legislator 

and board member of several local nonprofits.  It was neat, 

perfectly adapted to entertaining select groups of the city’s best 

and brightest. 

“What would you like?” she asked, motioning to a tray 

set out on the breakfast bar. 

“Something cold.  Pellegrino if you have it.” 

“Plain or lemon?” 

“Lemon, thank you.” 

She fetched his soda and mixed herself a margarita.  

“You haven’t explained about the contracts.” 

“What contracts?” 
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“Foundation rental contracts.  You’re buying up 

residential properties all over La Paz County, and offering their 

former owners a chance to stay on at very low rent.  And getting 

them to sign rental contracts that not only explicitly allow 

nudity, sex, and a bunch of other things on the property, but also 

penalize the renters if they complain about those activities.” 

“Why would the Foundation rent to tenants who don’t 

agree with its objectives?” 

“Oh, I admit that’s perfectly reasonable.  But don’t you 

think you’re killing people’s freedom of expression, by getting 

them to agree not to complain about things that offend them?” 

“But such things don’t offend them.” 

“How can you be certain of that?” 

“They keep signing the contracts.  If they were offended 

by the prospect of witnessing nudity and sex, they wouldn’t sign 

contracts in which they agree to tolerate nudity and sex.  But 

they keep signing.” 

“You’re assuming they’ve fully read the contracts.” 

“Why would they sign contracts they hadn’t read?” 

“Now you’re assuming that they’re thoughtful and 

reasonable.” 

“I think I’m justified in expecting my tenants to be 

thoughtful and reasonable, able to use logic.  Human, in other 

words.  Humans use logic.  Animals don’t.” 

She sighed.  “You’ll upset a lot of people by saying that.” 

“We live in a society that devalues logic.  There is no 

reason we should follow its lead. 

 

“Let other lemmings take that airy path, 

And dash themselves upon the beach below— 

The tide tonight shall sweep them from the coast.” 

 

“Interesting.  Who wrote that?” 

“A friend of mine.” 
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“It could be argued that what you’re doing is creating a 

feudal structure with yourself at the apex.” 

“Except that I’m only one part of the quintumvirate that 

runs the Foundation, that all activities the Foundation 

undertakes do not force anyone to do anything, and that I’m 

vastly improving the financial situation of some of the poorest 

people in Arizona.  Furthermore, the Foundation will eventually 

be converted into an agricultural cooperative run by its members 

in which I will have no more say than anyone else.  I’m not 

trying to control anyone.  I’m going to create a beautiful land out 

of barrenness and the only condition I’m setting for those who 

want to share in it is that they have to play nice with others.  

Hardly a radical proposition two thousand years after Christ, or 

at least it shouldn't be.” 

“You’re also destabilizing the local economy along the 

way.” 

“By that you mean I’m putting millions of dollars into the 

hands of people who can now use it to build homes, start 

businesses, educate their children, legalize their residency status, 

create art—I could go on, but why bother?  Giving money to 

poor people is not a bad thing, as much as corporate America 

has tried to convince us that all giving should be routed through 

charities controlled by businesses.  I’m also cutting their rents by 

three quarters, providing them with a permanently improved 

standard of living.” 

“What happens if they get ambitious and move to 

Phoenix?  It might work out great for them, it might not; very 

likely they’d be no worse off in the long run.  But that’s the sort 

of thing that could depopulate La Paz County pretty quickly—

and leave your Foundation at Cibola with a disproportionate 

amount of influence.” 

“Except that, as I have pointed out, we do everything on 

a voluntary basis and are not going to use our influence to force 

any kind of an agenda.  I’m perfectly serious about this being a 
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voluntary model for the rest of the state.  The legislature may not 

want to acknowledge it, but once everyone in Arizona visits 

Cibola and sees that libertinism does not destroy civilization, 

they will have to move.  All without us lifting a finger.” 

“You could end up remaking a county just to market 

your agenda.” 

“My agenda is human rights.” 

“And if people suffer?” 

“You’ve yet to predict a situation in which the 

Foundation causes suffering.  Our blueprint, in fact, calls for 

reducing suffering.” 

“Through sex.” 

“Through sex.” 

“A philosophy you practice yourself.” 

Mark smiled charmingly.  “I would be a hypocrite if I 

didn’t.” 

She leaned back on the sofa and studied him.  “You seem 

to like directness, so here goes.  Would you have sex with me?” 

“Would you like to?” Mark retorted.  She flushed. 

“That doesn’t answer my question.” 

“It’s a necessary piece of information.  Very often I desire 

those who desire me simply because they desire me.  If you 

don’t want me, why would I waste time pursuing you when 

there are others who do?  If you do, then I certainly have no 

problem saying that I’d love to have you as well.” 

“Even though we seem to disagree considerably over 

politics?” 

“Did you enjoy your margarita less because you and I 

were disagreeing?” 

“Well, no.” 

“How is sex that you enjoy different than drinking 

something you enjoy?” 

“I don’t have an answer for that, apart from the fact that 

it carries a much higher social penalty.” 
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“Ignore the social aspect.” 

“Then it isn’t any different.” 

“Precisely.  You wanted that margarita.  Do you want 

me?  The decision is yours.” 

She moved closer to him.  “I’m curious.  You have a 

reputation already.  It would be nice to know the truth.  

Besides…does it make a difference when a guy is a lot more 

experienced?” 

“In my experience, yes.” 

Very slowly, Calatrava unzipped him.  His cock, denied 

for hours and anticipating something new, sprang out.  Already 

the head was wet with precum. 

She made no move towards sucking it.  Instead she held 

it between her hands, feeling it throb, watching it drip.  Mark 

waited patiently.  He loved the sexual tension building around 

them.  If she was content to admire him, he was content to be 

admired. 

“You like being handled.” 

“I admit it.” 

“Sex really is an act of reverence for you, isn’t it?  And 

yet you leap into it so casually.” 

“That would suggest an excess of spirituality is a bad 

thing.  Or that joy is something to be hoarded and not given, a 

contradiction in terms.” 

“So you’ll give it to me even though we disagree.” 

“Of course.” 

He stood up and undressed himself.  Her gaze never left 

his swaying erection as she knelt on the sofa, watching him 

move.  Seeing the grace of his body, that she had admired in his 

pictures, and realizing that the flesh had a trick of movement 

that pixels on a screen could not capture.  Fluid dripped from his 

prick on to her carpet, a spiderweb of rainbow silk in the 

afternoon sun. 
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Mark came back to her and put his hands on her 

shoulders.  He stared into her eyes; his fingers moved.  They slid 

over her body like liquid, gathering up her dress and underwear 

with subtle, practiced movements, perfectly natural.  She lifted 

herself for him, and then she was as bare to him as he was to her.  

He bore her down into the cushions, meeting her tongue with 

his.  His cock rested atop her body and teased her with its heat 

and hardness.  Her arousal was so great that he could feel her 

wetness on his balls as they lay there. 

He began to finger her, searching for a rhythm that 

would suit her, and found it.  She struggled with surprise on 

feeling that first sudden orgasm sweep over her.  Mark could 

feel her heart pounding against his chest, her lungs pulling the 

breath from his.  He slid his lips down to her nipple, atop a 

breast that was taut and high.  Beneath his tongue, it hardened 

instantly.  Calatrava let her head fall back and sighed.  Having a 

lover who was passionate about worshiping her body was still a 

new experience for her.  Like most of her contemporaries, she 

thought fitness was about attracting a male, not giving him 

material to work sensual magic upon.  But Mark was in no hurry 

to take his own pleasure from her. 

The next time she came, he lifted his dripping fingers to 

her mouth.  She parted her lips and sucked her own juices off his 

fingers while looking at him.  Again he inserted them into her 

before wiping her cum over her nipples and licking it off.  He 

moved lower, his tongue teasing the very top of her slit.  Her 

whole body tensed.  Mark grinned to himself.  He took that 

thread of hesitation and spun it out.  When he touched her, it 

was so gently as to be frustrating rather than stimulating.  Her 

mind went into overdrive, desperately wanting to come again, 

but it didn’t happen.  All that Mark’s attentions did was to send 

blood rushing to her groin, swelling out her folds and her 

clitoris, the latter of which he ignored completely.  Until he 

dropped a bead of spit right on it and she shook all over. 
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He spread her lips with his thumbs and began to polish 

her clit with his own saliva.  Calatrava shrieked, bucking upright 

in astonishment.  She seemed fascinated by the view.  Mark was 

no anonymous face buried between her legs.  He was staring 

into her eyes, both aroused and amused, while continuing to 

pleasure her.  She collapsed again and let him do what he 

wanted.  That, apparently, did not include letting her orgasm 

any more.  Whenever she approached climax, his mouth always 

moved to another part of her cunt.  The denial she felt was ten 

times worse now than it had been when he had begun. 

“Please…” she panted. 

“Please…what?” Mark asked throatily, pausing in his 

task for a minute. 

“Please fuck me…” 

He kissed his way up to her mouth again.  His cock slid 

wetly across her torso.  Beneath him, she bucked her hips, trying 

to get him inside her.  Skillfully, he pinned her down, evading 

her twists at the same time. 

“Please!” she begged. 

Mark rolled over, off the sofa, and sprawled out on her 

living room floor.  His body glowed in the light that poured 

through the balcony doors.  He gave her a lazy smile.  “‘If you 

want it, here it is.  Come and get it.’” 

Calatrava staggered to her feet, unsteadily, and stepped 

over him. 

“Stop,” Mark said.  “Wait.” 

“I want you,” she whispered.  She began to kneel.  

Moving quickly, Mark grabbed her hips with his feet and pulled 

her down between his legs, making her miss his cock with her 

cunt.  Calatrava reacted almost as fast and made up for the loss 

by plunging his shaft into her mouth.  She treated Mark’s 

erection like a straw, trying to draw as much of his precum up it 

as she possibly could.  She seized his thighs and held them back 

while she took an impressive amount of his length into her 
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mouth even though she couldn’t deepthroat.  Mark cooperated 

by pulling his knees all the way into his chest.  With his prick at 

the vertical, Calatrava moved slowly up and down its length, 

nibbling at his glans.  The taste of his precum further infuriated 

her.  She pulled off and met Mark’s speculative, daring gaze. 

“Well?” he breathed. 

And then she winked at him. 

“I just want you to remember that you put yourself in 

this position,” Calatrava said sweetly, and slid herself down on 

his dick before he could move.  She cried out in a mini-orgasm 

an instant later. 

“Damn,” Mark said softly.  “And I thought you wanted 

me to fuck you.” 

“We’ll get there,” Calatrava sighed, beginning to work 

her hips.  She’d never fucked in this position before, but she was 

in good shape and Mark fit easily within her soaking cunt.  The 

contrast between his quiet arrogance at their lunch, and his 

position on her living room floor an hour later, urging her to 

take charge of their sexual encounter, struck her as she started 

fucking him faster and kicked her arousal up an extra notch.  

Plus, she really liked being on top for a change.  She grabbed 

Mark’s ankles and spread his legs further, and his eyes opened 

and he smiled with delight.  The reaction that she got when she 

sucked his toes into her mouth as an experiment encouraged her 

to keep doing it for a few minutes.  Inevitably, they kissed 

afterwards, and Calatrava’s muscles rippled in orgasm along 

Mark’s prick.  He reached for her and stroked her arse with one 

hand while teasing her clit with the other.  The legislator kept 

fucking him, more and more slowly, feeling a new pressure 

build within her.  Mark would draw back and then resume his 

motions.  The pleasure became unbearable, but as she opened 

her mouth to demand that he do something about it, Mark 

shifted position beneath her for the first time, pressing his shaft 
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up into her, probing with intent.  Simultaneously, he let his 

fingers go on her clit.  Calatrava squirted cum all over his abs. 

Mark sat up and took her in his arms.  He always 

preferred to hold his lover if possible, and so he did.  Calatrava 

cooed from his petting and uninterrupted fucking, more than 

willing to continue at a slower pace after the intensity of her last 

orgasm.  She came twice more before Mark crested and shot his 

load.  It dripped out onto the carpet between their bodies, 

mingling with the rest of their juices.  Neither of them cared.  

Well, Mark might have cared somewhat.  He laid her down and 

ate his cum out of her, and then snowballed it with her.  

Surprised, she swallowed it before she could think about it. 

“Good girl,” Mark whispered, stroking her. 

“I never do that.” 

“You did this time.  It was hot.” 

“It was.  Can we do it again sometime?” 

“Whenever you want to.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Thank you.  You were much better than lunch.  Or 

dessert.” 

He put her dress back on her, without anything under it.  

She was surprisingly shy about it. 

“The touch of it on my body turns me on,” she confessed. 

“That’s what clothes do when used properly for teasing.  

Underwear dull sexual sensation and hide evidence of arousal.  

And let’s face it, do you really need them in this weather?” 

Calatrava drove him back to Glendale Airport and 

shared a parting kiss with him.  “I hope I’ll see you again soon.” 

“You can come out to visit any time.” 

“I’ll think about it.  I’m not sure about the whole nudist 

lifestyle yet.” 

“When you are, the gate is always open.” 

“And my gates are always open for you.”  He imagined 

he could still taste their joint flavors on her lips. 
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Forty minutes later, Jeff was kissing him again.  

“Mmmm.  You do taste better than usual.  How was she?” 

“Good,” Mark said.  “Not great, but good.  A quick 

learner.  Wants to support us, but isn’t willing to come to us.  

Yet.”  He was undressing as Jeff pulled out of the parking lot.  

He didn’t bother to replace his formal clothes with anything else, 

either, even though the top and windows were down on the Jeep 

as usual.  Jeff had ditched the track shorts and was naked except 

for a G-string. 

“Which one?” 

“Calatrava.” 

“She was the most likely prospect.  But I was hoping that 

Porter would have pulled you into a threesome with her fiance.” 

“Not a chance.  She’s uptight.  So is Hudson.  He’s one of 

that new breed of gay men defined by their hostility towards sex 

rather than their use of it as a weapon.” 

“The homofascists.  The ‘born this way’ crowd.” 

“Yes, those.  But he was into me at the same time.  Two 

different parts of his brain fighting it out.  One clearly 

dominant.” 

“He goes into the ‘compromise’ category instead of 

‘allies.’  What about Castellano-Perez?” 

“He gave me his number.  Wants to talk to me about a 

solar project in his district that might need fundraising.  By 

which he means we should shoulder most of the costs and 

organization in order to give him a haze of local glory, in return 

for which he will back us—in part—in the legislature.  When it’s 

not inconvenient for him.  Also, he wants to fuck me.” 

Jeff laughed.  “Did he say that?” 

“With body language.  Big time.  He sees himself as the 

powerful, dominant erastes to a young, sleek, submissive 

eromenos.” 

“Damn.  I wish I could be there to see the expression on 

his face when you slide your dick into his arse.” 
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“Yeah, it’s necessary at this point.  Apart from that, I 

don’t know how likely he is to support us politically in any 

obvious way, but I think he’ll quite enjoy the social side of the 

Foundation.” 

“Possible future lobbyist?” 

“Maybe.  Anything happen here today?” 

“Avalon bought the last couple of houses.  One of them 

involved swapping with a retired couple.  She convinced them 

to trade their trailer, which was inside the zone we’ve reserved 

for the airport, for a nicer house outside it.  They didn’t want to 

leave the area.  When she told them about our plans for a giant 

nudist colony, it turned out that they had lived in a commune 

outside San Francisco for a number of years and had absolutely 

no problem with living in the middle of a bunch of nudists.  So 

they got an upgrade, a nice cash payment for their trouble, and 

another one for the option on their home in due course.” 

“Two more satisfied Foundation clients.” 

“It’s so cheap to make people happy around here.” 

“We may be sailing a trifle close to the wind.  Calatrava 

has some inkling of what we’re trying to do.  She wondered 

openly if we’d be depopulating the county by giving people an 

incentive to move to the city by buying their homes.  Which 

would give our tenants the controlling voice in local 

government.” 

“How did you deal with that?” 

“Told her another part of the truth.  That even if we will 

have a lot of influence in the county, we have no intention of 

using it to force anyone to give us special privileges.  That we 

intend to effect change through leadership by example.  As long 

as no one catches on that we’re actually going to be moving large 

numbers of people in until after we have control over most of the 

residential areas, she can wonder about depopulation all she 

likes.” 
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“Thank God for your mother.  The reservation dare not 

move against you yet, and with them out of the equation, the 

county’s ability as a whole to resist is severely weakened.” 

“A fortunate conjunction of circumstances.” 

“Concatenation.” 

“Whatever.” 

“Don’t be facetious, darling,” Jeff teased, flicking at 

Mark’s nipple. 

“What else did you do today, or rather, whom did you 

do?” 

“Went on a hike with our new hires.” 

“Hot.  Those naked bodies dripping with sweat.” 

“We were actually naked for the whole thing.” 

“And where was Braden?” 

“Tied up.  By Krit.” 

“That must have been intense.” 

“It was.  But Kaitlin has helped him recover nicely.” 

“She’s really got a thing for your boyfriend.” 

“She does, but she seems more oriented towards girls in 

general.  I wonder occasionally if she likes Braden so much 

because she thinks of him as a beautiful girl with a penis.” 

“Well, he was presented to her in a context that could 

have given her that impression.” 

“I don’t think he minds.  I’ve never seen him happier.” 

Mark reached over and took Jeff’s hand.  “I love making 

you guys happy.  And I love you even more for helping me 

make this all possible.” 

“You’ve made our lives perfect.  You deserve all the love 

and help we can give you.” 

“Alone, we are still sexually powerful.  United, our 

power is multiplied.”  He admired Jeff’s lean body sitting 

relaxed in the seat, the tightness of tendons that was apparent in 

his wrists and ankles. 
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“You might want to put a string on before you get too 

excited,” Jeff suggested, noticing where Mark’s eyes were.  Mark 

chuckled and opened the glovebox.  “Are we going 

somewhere?” 

“Just to inspect the new runway site.  Avalon and Kaitlin 

got excited and started measuring it out.  We’ll probably use an 

existing road and widen it a bit, clear some additional space for 

parking areas.  That will speed things up.  As soon as the county 

vacates the roads we can start building officially.  Krit is working 

on that; it will probably take about a month.  But everyone’s 

moved out of the neighborhood and the streets aren’t being used 

anymore, so there’s nothing to prevent us from blocking them 

off and moving the planes in as soon as we get a few fences out 

of the way.” 

“I love these big empty spaces.  You can do almost 

anything in them simply because there’s no one there to notice.  

To live in a major city is to voluntarily put yourself at the mercy 

of a million spies, all of whom would inform on you for no 

reward because they think it’s their duty.” 

“Did you say that to your lunch hosts?” 

“It wouldn’t have been within their comprehension.” 

Jeff pulled the Jeep over and parked at an intersection.  

“You see this, Simba?  All the streets beyond this are yours.” 

“Well done,” Jeff said.  “I should give Avalon something 

nice for getting it finished so quick.” 

“Wait until she’s finished with the farmland.  Which 

she’s on track to do ahead of schedule.  Then give her something 

really nice.  A little crotch rocket plane of her own.” 

“Preferably with side-by-side seating so she can 

multitask.” 

“Good idea.”  They climbed out and walked over to the 

girls, who were standing in the middle of an abandoned dirt 

road with a measuring wheel.  In the distance, Nick was coming 

towards them, carrying a number of signs. 
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“We have our runway?” Mark asked. 

“We have our runway!” Avalon announced.  Kaitlin did 

a cartwheel.  “It’ll need some leveling and filling to be really 

usable, but we could get in and out.” 

“Those power lines will need to come down.”  He 

nodded off towards the southern end of the street. 

“Once we’ve demolished the houses, the power company 

won’t have any reason for refusing our request to remove them.  

Especially if we offer to cover the overtime,” Jeff said. 

“You two look wonderful,” Mark said, switching his 

attention back to the girls.  Neither of them was wearing 

anything except the briefest of buckskin strings, in defiance of 

Arizona law, which classed the female nipple with the genitals. 

Avalon shrugged.  “We own every piece of property 

along this road now, so the road itself is effectively private.  

We’ll exercise caution until it’s legally ours, but this is a pretty 

small risk.  Americans don’t usually call the cops on topless girls.  

Mostly they pay money to see them.” 

“What’s Nick up to?” 

“We made up some preliminary nudist zone signs and 

he’s going around posting them.” 

“You have our doctor posting signs?” 

“He already gave me a gynaecological exam this 

morning.  Do you want me to have two in one day?” 

“Did that ever stop you before?” 

Jeff shrieked with laughter.  So did Nick, who had 

arrived in time to catch the joke.  “Good lunch?” he asked. 

“Very entertaining, thanks.” 

“Who was it?” 

“You assume there was someone?” 

“You’d have been back hours ago if there wasn’t.  So let’s 

hear it!  We’ve all been wondering.” 

“Calatrava.” 

“She’s hotter than Porter.” 
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“I was hoping that little twinky boy Hudson would 

throw himself down for you,” Kaitlin pouted. 

“Hudson is not a twink,” Jeff objected.  

“He’s…remarkably average.” 

“The perfect politician, in other words.” 

“He might end up doing that at some point,” Mark said.  

“He doesn’t like me, but he wants me very badly.  In all 

probability he’ll try to win me over in bed, or at least that’s how 

he’ll justify it to himself.” 

“The crazy ones are sometimes the most fun,” Kaitlin 

said. 

Jeff shuddered.  “The crazy ones come with 

complications.  And if you choose complications willingly, 

you’re crazy yourself.” 

“Thank you, Comrade Kalashnikov!” Avalon exclaimed, 

making him a mock bow.  Jeff opened his eyes wide in surprise. 

“This one is definitely a keeper,” he said to Mark. 

“What?  I like guns,” Avalon said. 

Jeff walked over to her.  Without any warning, he slid 

two fingers behind her string.  “Bang bang.” 

“Wow,” Nick said as they watched him finger her.  

“Reminds me of summers in France.” 

“I like guns, too,” Jeff said to Avalon.  “Some in 

particular.  Like a Cimarron revolver, charcoal blued, walnut 

grips, case hardening.” 

“Sounds like a beautiful gun,” Avalon breathed. 

“You know the nice big front sights those old single-

action revolvers have?” 

“Oh, yeah.” 

“Since you like guns, I might take that one and put the 

barrel inside you.  It would probably hit you in all the right 

places.” 

Avalon came all over his hand. 
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“I’d check with Robin, but you may have set a new 

record for shortest time to make her cum,” Mark said with an air 

of detachment from the sidelines.  “Seriously, if you two do that, 

I’m filming it.” 

“We’re doing it,” Avalon said.  Her eyes were sparkling. 

“The National Enquirer would probably pay millions for 

the contents of your servers,” Nick commented. 

Jeff shook his head.  “Too much of it.   So much that it 

reduces the value of the whole to almost nothing.  One video of 

Mark having sex might be worth a lot of money.  But since Mark 

isn’t ashamed of being seen having sex, all he has to do in such a 

case is release a lot more videos, for free.  That destroys the 

tabloid market.  Another side effect of libertinism.” 

“By the way,” Mark said to Jeff, “remind Ethan to make 

copies of the recording from today.” 

“Wait—did you actually record yourself fucking a state 

representative?” Kaitlin said incredulously. 

“Yes.  And her telling me she wanted to do it again.” 

“That’s insanely hot.” 

“Also very important.  If she ever gets nasty and tries to 

claim sexual harassment, all I have to do is produce a recording 

of her begging me to fuck her.  End of story.  I would 

recommend that all of you do the same if you have any sexual or 

professional contacts with politicians.  That’s another reason we 

have cameras all over the place.  As long as we all play nice, 

anyone who attempts to accuse us of misconduct can be stopped 

immediately, enhancing our reputation for competence and 

ethical behavior.” 

“To use a sports metaphor, we’ll play on the field for 

now, but we’re going to use every inch of the space.” 

Avalon shrugged.  “I don’t mind that at all.  But to be 

honest, as the project grows, none of us are probably going to be 

having much sex with outsiders except when we travel.  If Jeff 
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wants to move six thousand libertines to the county, a lot of 

them to Cibola, it would take years to work through them all.” 

“God, I can’t wait!” Kaitlin said. 

Gravel popping beneath its tires, Mark’s Jeep pulled 

around the corner and rolled up to them.  Krit was at the wheel. 

“Mark!  There’s something going on you need to see.  Jeff 

and Avalon too, probably.” 

They piled in and Krit took off.  Mark leaned in for a 

quick kiss.  “Hi.” 

“Hi.” 

“Where are we going?” 

“Just up the road.  Avalon bought a large tract nearby, 

one of the farm fields.  There’s half a dozen kids from the 

reservation camping on it.” 

“Squatters?” 

“They’d like to be official Foundation tenants.” 

“Are you serious?” 

“I think Anna may have started a rumor.  Or they got a 

look at some of the leases, put that information together with our 

website, and decided they didn’t want to wait.  You need to see 

them.” 

Two minutes later, Mark was seeing them.  Four boys, 

two girls.  Youths rather than actual kids.  They were gathered 

around a beat-up Datsun pickup hitched to a camper parked at 

the edge of the field.  Off to one side, a hose snaked away to tap 

into the abandoned irrigation system, next to a portable propane 

tank.  Nearby stood a large tent.  Through the flaps, Mark 

noticed that it was filled with a single large air mattress.  He 

smiled and climbed out of the car. 

The teenager who walked up to him was about his own 

height but heftier than he was, with a few gym muscles and a 

couple of pointless tattoos.  All of this was easily visible, as he 

wore nothing but a G-string and moccasins clearly modeled on 

Mark’s wardrobe.  That was all any of them were wearing.  
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None were particularly handsome, but they were all somewhat 

fit. 

“You Mark Hartley?  The Foundation guy?” 

“I’m him,” the fifteenth Earl of Corran grinned.  “I’m told 

you guys want to live here.” 

“We can’t afford to buy or rent land.  But if you’re 

serious about wanting to farm it right, we’re willing to help.  We 

all grew up farming.  We all want to go organic but our families 

don’t want to switch.” 

“Lots of hands-on experience, nothing on paper.” 

“Yeah.” 

“You can have as much of the land as you want to work, 

rent free for now.  We’ll work out terms to eventually take a rent 

in produce.  Our architect will help you build a house if you 

want.  As long as you’re willing to abide by the Foundation’s 

rules about how we treat each other with respect, you’re 

welcome here.” 

“Thanks.”  It was just one word, but Mark sensed an 

enormous release behind it. 

“You’re aware that the Foundation permits nudity and 

sex anywhere on its properties, in accordance with traditional 

Mojave custom, and its tenants need to be okay with that.” 

The teenager nodded.  He swallowed.  “We…we made a 

promise to each other when we came down here, that once it 

was allowed, we’d get totally naked when we were working.” 

“This is my land now.  You’re free to lose it anytime.” 

For a minute, the youth hesitated.  His fingers moved 

slowly to the string around his waist and tugged the knot away.  

The pouch fell to the ground and he stepped out of it.  Behind 

him, his friends followed suit.  One of the boys immediately 

dropped to his knees in front of one of the girls.  Nudity and sex 

as an act of homage. 
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Mark had never been more satisfied in his life.  He ripped 

his own string away, accepting their gesture in the spontaneous 

spirit in which it was given. 

He saw that the other boy was looking at him.  “Uh…can 

I ask you something?” 

“Anything you like.” 

“Well…they say…you have sex with other guys, right?” 

“Of course.” 

“That’s a Mojave custom too?” 

“And Hopi, and Zuni, and so on, in spite of what Anglos 

want you to believe.  Yes.” 

“How…”  He looked around nervously and braced 

himself.  “How do you do it?” 

Mark stepped close to him until their cocks touched.  The 

other boy’s member inflated against him in a surge of hot blood. 

“Kiss your lover.  Lick and touch his body.  The whole 

body is a sexual organ.  Stroke his cock.  Suck on him.  Always 

swallow his load unless you want to do something even kinkier 

with it.  Be creative.  Don’t be in a hurry.  Let his responses guide 

you.  Try different things and keep doing what feels good for 

both of you.  And above all, make him happy.  Sex is about 

giving.” 

He touched the boy’s lips with his own and turned away, 

leaving him awestruck and visibly aroused. 

“We’re winning,” Mark said in the back seat of the Jeep.  

“They deserted their family farms on the reservation for the 

opportunity here.  If there’s more of them, they’ll tell their 

friends.  The stream will grow.  We’ll draw away the youth of 

the reservation, and, in time, have a majority of the tribe on our 

side as well, eliminating the single greatest long-term threat to 

the project.” 

“And we’re winning on more than principle,” Jeff added, 

wiping some precum off Mark’s cocktip.  “We’re winning on 

leadership, too.  Or, specifically, you are.  They’re imitating you.  
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You’ve captured their imagination and given them hope.  The 

ethical aspect of the project is beginning to have an effect.” 

“I think,” Mark said, watching Jeff toy with his erection, 

“that we’re going to need a bigger capacity for handling 

volunteers.” 

“If we build it…” 

“They will cum.” 

“You had to do that, didn’t you?” 
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Chapter 11 
 

 

“I miss them already,” Jess said. 

“I do, too,” Ethan replied, ruffling her hair.  “But we’ll be 

back together soon.  Next year we’ll all have established homes 

of our own out here and there won’t be any reason not to spend 

Christmas together.” 

They were curled up in the back seat of Mark’s Jeep.  

Mark was driving and Krit shared the front seats with him.  

Overhead, the sun shone through a lattice of ice-crystal cirrus.  

The four of them were headed north to Sedona to spend 

Christmas with Mark’s family.  Jeff and Braden were in Hawaii 

with theirs; the others had gone off for the same reason.  But Krit 

had never really celebrated the holiday much, nor had Ethan or 

Jess. 

“Is it wrong that I sometimes think of myself as having 

four or five boyfriends?” Jess asked. 

Ethan smiled.  “I can’t blame you.  I love them, too.” 

“I think you may just be trying to compete with Avalon 

and her three boyfriends,” Krit suggested. 

“Maybe,” Jess giggled. 

“After the project is thoroughly underway, we should 

take a few vacations and try mixing up our combinations,” Mark 

suggested.  He looked over at his passenger.  “Krit, how’d you 

like to go backpacking around Europe next year?” 
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“I’d love that.  Ethan, could I take Jess to a swinger’s 

resort sometime?” 

“His cock just got hard,” Jess reported. 

“Yes,” Mark translated.  Ethan just shook his head, but he 

was laughing. 

“It would probably be a good idea to spend a lot of next 

summer at Cap d’Agde anyway,” Mark went on.  “By that time 

we’ll have the nucleus of the Foundation’s efforts ready at 

Cibola.  We’ll be walking advertisements for the project.  When 

France gets too cold, cross to America for the winter and frolic 

naked in the sunshine all year long.” 

“The pictures in the papers,” Jess said, a note of 

hysterical humor in her voice.  “‘Lord Corran and party, naked 

on the Riviera.’” 

“That’s the Daily Telegraph,” Ethan specified.  “The Sun 

will undoubtedly use the headline ‘Pick-a-Prick.’” 

“Over a picture of all the guys in our party lying on the 

beach in a row with very slight arousal showing,” Krit 

visualized.  “Well, they’d be foolish not to.” 

“And then someone will lodge an objection with the 

Press Complaints Commission on the grounds that our privacy 

is being invaded and exploited, even though we are avowed 

exhibitionists,” Mark said.  “The British law is a wonderful 

thing.” 

“With stern, judicial frame of mind,” Ethan sang, 

 

“From bias free of every kind, 

This trial must be tried!” 

 

Mark countered without missing a beat: 

 

“And when, amid the plaintiff’s shrieks, 

The ruffianly defendant speaks— 

Upon the other side; 
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What he may say you needn’t mind— 

From bias free of every kind, 

This trial must be tried!” 

 

“Point to Mark,” Krit said. 

“And from my own colleague in the law,” Ethan 

lamented. 

“I didn’t become a lawyer to sustain the edifice of the 

law,” Krit said fiendishly.  “I became a lawyer to get access to 

the works so I could gum them up.” 

“Any new projects in that direction?” Mark asked. 

“I have a few things in mind.  First, a challenge to the 

federal prohibition on the purchase of firearms by marijuana 

users in states that have legalized it.  We can get around that by 

pointing out that the Dana-Rohrabacher-Farr Amendment 

prohibits the federal government from spending money to 

enforce federal marijuana laws in legal states.  The NICS system, 

which is used to deny firearms purchases on the basis of federal 

drug law, is funded by the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and 

Firearms.  If they don’t remove the marijuana question from the 

form in states that have legalized weed, they’re violating federal 

law.  This should have been done years ago, but no one has 

cared to go to bat against the federal government to prove the 

point.” 

“Again,” Mark said, “the people who want to find 

treasure can’t afford to do so, and those who can afford it don’t 

want it.” 

“We may get bad press on the grounds that we’re 

helping put more firearms into circulation,” Ethan warned. 

“Which will be countered by the support of all major 

marijuana legalization organizations for exactly this reform.  It’s 

simple common sense.” 

“Any other ideas?” 
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“A crazy thought, but it might catch on.  As a protest 

against immigration law, we can try smuggling a truckload of 

rich white Americans into Mexico to pick melons.” 

“Yeah, that’s definitely crazy,” Ethan said. 

“I like it,” Mark declared.  “The trick would be arranging 

discreet press coverage.” 

“Six nights a week for the past eighteen years,” Jess 

intoned in a deep voice, channeling David Attenborough, “a 

convoy has set out from the quiet suburb of Paradise Valley, on 

the outskirts of Phoenix.  Wending its way south through the 

desert, the string of air-conditioned Mercedes vans approaches 

the Mexican border at no official crossing….” 

Mark burst out laughing.  “Terrific!  The ridiculousness 

would be worth the effort.” 

“I’ll give it some more thought,” Krit said facetiously.  

“I’m also looking into having the Foundation participate in the 

Adopt-a-Highway program in states where public nudity is 

legal.  Of course we’d recruit nudist volunteers to do the 

cleaning, which would draw even more attention to the 

Foundation’s philosophies.” 

“And provoke the states in question into trying to revoke 

our sponsorship…” 

“Which would give you and I plenty to do in challenging 

their breaches of their own laws.”  Krit smiled sweetly. 

“As far as road signs go,” Mark said in an unpleasant 

tone, “what I’d really like to do is go around and screw some 

signs of our own onto all those signposts in Arizona that actually 

encourage travelers not to give to panhandlers but to organized 

charities instead.” 

“What would yours say?” Jess inquired. 

“‘Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of 

these my brethren, ye have done it unto me.’” 
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“And then you’d get charged with vandalism and could 

plead the First Amendment on multiple ground,” Krit mused.  

“It could work.” 

Mark’s great-grandparents had sited their home on a 

hillside with spectacular views of some of Sedona’s more 

prominent bluffs.  It was an amateur-built structure of logs and 

stone, extended and reshaped over the years, isolated among the 

twisted pines.  Land had been cheap fifty years ago, and that 

was where the founder of the American branch of the Corrans 

had buried his bit of the family gold. 

“Ouch,” Jess said, shivering briefly as they climbed out of 

the Jeep.  “We should have put clothes on.  It’s like being back in 

Scotland.” 

“But sunny,” Ethan put in.  “Not too bad.” 

There were two men waiting on the porch for them.  Both 

had short-cropped hair beginning to show silver in occasional 

gleams, and strong, muscled bodies totally unclothed.  Mark ran 

up to them, and they pulled him into a group hug.  He turned 

from one to the other, kissing them interchangeably.  Ethan 

watched as they massaged his butt, fingering his hole 

automatically.  And Mark was letting them do it. 

“Guys,” Mark said, turning back to them, “these are my 

Uncle Cody and Uncle Carson.  This is Ethan, Jess, and Krit.” 

“Welcome to Sedona,” Cody said, giving each of them a 

kiss in turn.  “Merry Christmas!” 

“Mark has gorgeous relatives,” Jess said, blushing 

slightly as she was surrounded by the two powerful men. 

“Thanks,” Carson replied with a hug.  His growing 

erection slid between her legs without a problem, but he made 

no move to enter her.  “He also has gorgeous friends.  We’ve 

been looking forward to meeting you all for months.” 

“You should have come down to Cibola.” 

“Mark doesn’t want us to see it until it’s ready.  We all 

plan to spend the winter there next year.  Sedona’s nice, but it 
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will be a long time till his vision catches up with us here.”  

Carson disengaged himself.  “It’s great to meet you guys, but I 

have to head down to Phoenix now and pick up Kieran.” 

“Is Kieran bringing Bradley?” Mark asked. 

“He is,” Carson said.  Mark chuckled.  “Good.” 

“Who’s Bradley?” Ethan queried. 

“My brother’s boyfriend,” Mark said.  “A very hot little 

package.  Come on, let’s go inside.” 

The main room of the house was wide and high-

ceilinged.  An enormous stone fireplace reared up along one 

wall, with a hearth broad enough to roast a boar.  The floors and 

paneling were all of seasoned pine.  A large dining room and 

adjoining kitchen appeared to open off the great hall in one 

direction, while in another a hallway leading to bedrooms could 

be glimpsed.  In the corner, a spruce tree towered nine feet tall, 

laden with half a century’s accumulation of ornaments.  It was as 

baronial in its way as Westerton or Corran, and Ethan said so. 

“No ghosts yet, I’m afraid,” Mark demurred.  “But in 

time I’m sure a legend will arise of my parents haunting the 

airport.” 

“Probably,” Cody grinned.  “They’d love that.  Maybe we 

should start one.” 

“Maybe so.  Is Amanda here yet?” 

“Got back yesterday.  She and your aunt are down at the 

arena.” 

“Cool.”  Mark led the way out the rear of the house onto 

a spacious patio.  A long, narrow pool broke the stonework off to 

one side.  Beyond it, a trail circled the flank of the hill.  It worked 

around to a saddle of land that had been flattened and graded 

for use as a riding arena. 

Inside the arena, a bay horse cantered around in a circle 

at the end of a lunge line.  Atop its back were a green blanket, a 

white vaulting pad, and two naked women.  One of them, 

bracing her feet on the pad, picked up the other and hoisted her 
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into the air.  The hoisted girl spread her legs into a V, balancing 

on her partner’s hands and cutting the air like a two-tined 

pitchfork. 

“Wow,” Krit said.  Ethan and Jess were silent, astonished, 

lost in admiration. 

The other end of the line was held by a boy who 

appeared to be naked, too, until they realized he was wearing a 

pair of dark-brown tall boots almost exactly the color of his 

coffee-toned skin.  His proportions were breathtakingly perfect, 

broad shoulders sweeping in to a tiny waist and then curving 

out to a firm bubble butt.  His skin was entirely smooth, even his 

head, which was shaved and gleamed in the sunlight.  He was a 

creature of the sun, and did not seem to feel the slight cold. 

“Who is that?” Krit asked quite deliberately, but with a 

perceptible catch in his throat. 

“The one being lifted is my sister Amanda.  The one 

doing the lifting is my Aunt Rebecca.”  Mark paused for effect.  

“And the hottie holding the line is Rebecca’s son, my cousin 

Micah.” 

“My God,” Ethan said.  Jess was noticeably twitching.  

“All the Corrans I knew before you were plain as an empty sheet 

of paper.  Why does everyone on your side of the family look 

practically ready to step onto a movie set?” 

“They picked healthy people with lovely bodies to have 

kids with, instead of the horse-faced children of fat City men and 

their anaemic suburban wives, and they taught their kids to stay 

active.”  Mark stroked Ethan’s back gently.  “When you get over 

the erotic shock, put some of our pictures next to photos of the 

other Corrans sometime.  It’s not that we’re so much better 

looking than they were.  It’s that we’re fit and healthy and 

normal, and, contrary to what many sociologists pretend to 

think, physical fitness rather than facial beauty is the main 

trigger for arousal.” 
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“It’s at a time like this that one sympathizes with the 

Duke of Edinburgh’s desire to reincarnate as a deadly virus,” 

Krit commented.  “Since such plagues seem to have been 

instrumental in purifying the line of the Corrans.” 

The horse slowed and trotted over to the fence, halting a 

few yards from the group, and the two women leaped off its 

back and over the railing onto the other side.  Amanda nearly 

tackled each of them in turn, with predictable results.  Ethan 

realized, as he made out with Rebecca, that she could have been 

Amanda’s older sister rather than her aunt.  Her muscles were 

fine-drawn and firm under the same flawless soft skin she had 

handed down to her son.  Her body felt fantastic against his 

erection. 

“Don’t be greedy,” Jess said enviously.  “Save some for 

the rest of us!” 

Rebecca smiled and turned towards her.  “You must be 

Jess.  I’ve admired you very much in the videos Mark sent us.  

You’re a wonderfully shameless young woman, and that is a 

rare thing in today’s world.  Thank you for giving me a great 

deal of pleasurable anticipation.”  Jess’s only reply to this was a 

series of gasps as the older woman expertly toyed with her folds.  

She stared at her boyfriend.  Somehow, when she was being 

sexually displayed by others, she felt an urgent need to know 

that he was aware of her brazenness.  And he was.  Amanda was 

stroking him and Krit at at the same time, but he was completely 

ignoring her.  His eyes were on his beautiful girlfriend. 

Behind them, Mark had gone over to Micah, who had 

been leading the horse out of the arena until he’d been distracted 

by his cousin’s embrace.  And it wasn’t a simple embrace, either; 

they were making out passionately, with tremendous feeling, 

pulling back to look at one another, and then diving in again 

with even more abandon. 

“Micah!” his mother called.  “Go put Pescadero away 

and then you can fool around.”  Reluctantly, the boy obeyed.  He 
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picked up the lines and led the horse around the back of the hill, 

throwing a backward glance at Mark, who was staring after him. 

“They use to be a couple before Mark went away to 

school,” Rebecca explained. 

“Wait…a couple?” Ethan asked.  “Not just play?  A one-

on-one relationship?  Mark?” 

“Seems unbelievable?” 

“He’s always so very in control of everything and it 

makes him seem slightly isolated.” 

“Even when you love him?” 

“That’s right.” 

She nodded.  “I think Micah is the only person Mark has 

ever trusted with every one of his thoughts.  And vice versa.  

They always had a natural bond.” 

“Why didn’t they go to college together?” 

“Micah’s a tremendous scholar but hates the very idea of 

being in a city.  He has to be outdoors constantly.  Mark can be 

patient when he has a long-term objective in sight; Micah has 

much less patience and tolerance.  He would do anything for 

Mark, but Mark wouldn’t ask him to suffer.  And Micah didn’t 

want to claim Mark while they were separated, in case Mark met 

someone else.  But they kept it going with visits for a while.  

Micah would go out to see Mark every few weekends.  Now, 

with this project of Mark’s going on, they haven’t seen each 

other in a couple months.” 

“We should give them a bed to themselves tonight,” 

Amanda suggested.  She licked precum off both her hands. 

“Sleeping arrangements are fluid here?” Ethan asked. 

“Very.  Although Cody and Carson usually sleep 

together.  They’ve pretty much been a couple since they were 

kids.  The rest of us tend to shuffle around.” 

“I like this,” Krit said, cupping her butt in a capable 

hand.  Jess bit her lip and came, hard.  Her knees buckled for a 

moment. 
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“Am I imagining things,” Ethan observed, “or do the 

guys in your family tend to gravitate towards other guys for 

relationships?” 

“That’s possibly true,” Rebecca said.  “It wasn’t as much 

so for Mark’s dad.  But I think it may have something to do with 

the male libido usually being higher than the female in 

American culture, thanks to the way the genders are socialized.  

Now all of us have exceptionally high sex drives, but that’s not 

true of the general population, so…” 

“So when you look for lovers outside the family, the ones 

who can keep up are more likely to be male,” Ethan concluded.  

“What about Micah’s dad?” 

Amanda laughed outright.  Rebecca smiled.  “To tell you 

the truth, I have no idea who his dad is.  I went on a trip through 

the Caribbean the summer after I finished high school, and I 

took full advantage of the nude beaches.  I must have had a 

couple hundred lovers during those months.  Micah might have 

been sired by any or all of them.  No, I like to think of him as 

mine alone, or if not that, then as the child of pure sex.” 

“No wonder he and Mark get on so well.” 

“They probably are getting on right now,” Amanda said, 

looking back over her shoulder.  Mark had disappeared.  “If he 

seemed distracted this morning, it’s because he was.” 

“Oh, he was,” Krit said, “but we assumed it was family 

stuff in general.  Not one specific family member.” 

“And that member’s member,” Amanda said.  Jess came 

for a second time.  “She’s fast!” 

Rebecca sampled her fingers.  “She tastes good, too.” 

“I can personally guarantee that she does,” Ethan said 

gravely.  That one got a laugh. 

The barn was tucked away behind the hill, out of sight 

and smell of the house.  Mark saw no one else there.  He walked 

across to a stone patio next to the building that had an outdoor 
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shower in the middle and a bench off to one side.  He sat down 

on the bench and waited. 

The vaulting horse came trotting out of the barn and 

sauntered over to a flake of hay in one of the pens.  A couple of 

minutes later, Micah emerged from the darkness of the great 

doors and walked straight to the patio, carrying a towel in his 

hand.  At the edge, he paused and took his boots off, then 

stepped under the shower.  There was a rack of bottles hanging 

from it.  He opened one of them and lathered his body, rubbing 

it sensually and with care.  All this time, he never glanced at 

Mark, but his cock never softened, either.  Nor did Mark’s. 

When he was done, he meticulously dried himself, 

sponging every inch of his skin.  The water evaporated fast in 

the desiccated air.  Micah set his towel aside and walked off 

down a path that led away among the pines.  Mark rose and 

followed him. 

At one point the path detoured around a jumbled mass of 

weather-worn boulders.  Instead of following it, the two boys 

scaled the boulders and came down the other side.  Time had 

carved a broad and largely inaccessible shelf of smooth rock 

there, looking over the trees.  Micah turned, and Mark came up 

to him and took both his hands. 

“I’ve missed you so much,” Micah said.  There were tears 

forming in the corners of his eyes, but he was smiling. 

“I’m so sorry I left you here.  I should have taken you 

with me.  Please forgive me.” 

“No, no, sweetheart,” Micah said, hugging him.  “I’m so, 

so happy to see what you’ve done.  You are doing everything we 

dreamed about.  Remember when we used to sit here and dream 

about the fantasy world we’d make if we could?” 

“Mmmm,” Mark said.  “Heroes and magic and sex and 

nakedness.  Swordfights and cunning plans and elaborate ritual 

and forgotten history.  And life.  Constant living.  No tedium.  

Joy.” 
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“Your life, now.  You’re the magician, acting out our 

dreams.  I’m proud of you beyond belief.  You want me to be 

happy?  Watching you is the greatest joy in my life.” 

“You’re a part of my life.  You should have been with me.  

Living it with me.  I got caught up in the power of it and the 

ability to suddenly do things.” 

“I’m happy here, though,” Micah said, brushing Mark’s 

cheek.  “I love this place.” 

“I love you.” 

“I love you, too.” 

“Please come back with me to Cibola.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Micah,” Mark said, his voice shaking with intensity, 

“will you please be my boyfriend again?  My forever 

boyfriend?” 

“Oh, God, yes,” Micah faltered.  “Why were we ever 

stupid enough to think that we’d need to change that?”  He 

burst into tears.  Then Mark, too, was crying on his shoulder.  

They sank into a pile, arms and legs intertwined, and sobbed.  

That was all they could do.  Eventually they ran out of emotions 

and were content to hold each other. 

“I want to wake up next to you every morning,” Micah 

whispered at last. 

“What if there’s someone else in bed with us?” 

Micah chortled.  “Then it depends on where the bodies 

fell the night before.  As long as you and I are there together.” 

Mark kissed him on the forehead.  “Always.  You’re 

more magical than any character I ever fantasized about.” 

“You’re leaking all over me.” 

“So are you.” 

Micah leaned into his boyfriend, kissing him and rubbing 

their slick cocks together.  He pushed Mark onto his back, and 

Mark didn’t resist for an instant.  In fact, he parted his legs, 

letting Micah spread them.  He closed his eyes, heard Micah 
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fumble among some loose rocks, the scrape of metal as a flask 

was unscrewed, the indescribable sound of slickness.  He 

breathed deep and savored the fragrance of the forest that 

surrounded them.  His lover slid into him without breaking their 

kiss. 

It was a slow fuck.  It had to be.  Their passion had not 

expended itself in tears; their need that had built up over months 

had to be satisfied.  And yet both of them trembled on the edge 

of orgasm from their extreme arousal.  The combination required 

a terribly gradual coupling.  Even so, they had not been joined 

for a full minute before Mark’s load burst out of him, splattering 

their bodies.  His arse clamped down on Micah’s cock, and 

Micah thrust as deeply as he could go, pouring his cum into his 

boyfriend.  His.  Again and now for always.  His dominant 

athlete boyfriend.  Submissive to him out of sheer love. 

Their bodies writhed upon the rocky shelf, evoking the 

image of a many-limbed, polymorphous deity presiding over a 

wilderness it purposed to people, or matter forming out of 

chaos—or chaos being born from matter.  Micah’s hips swayed 

steadily.  His thick, beautiful cock was spitting Mark with every 

stroke.  His own juices eased his passage.  Mark clung on to him 

with hands and feet, making no moves, initiating nothing.  From 

time to time, they would stop kissing long enough to remind 

each other of past encounters, previous feats of daring, special 

orgasms that they had shared.  Of desires they had yet to explore 

and challenges they had yet to undertake.  And of their blood 

relationship.  How they admired the intimacy of their uncles, 

who were not merely cousins but half-brothers.  How they were 

glad beyond measure to be able to love one another in so many 

ways. 

Passive beneath Micah’s plunging thrusts, Mark 

exploded again.  The second orgasm was too much.  He felt 

himself go limp, his body aching.  Micah pulled his hips up and 

stabbed him deeper than ever, cumming with greater force and 
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volume than before.  He fell onto Mark and held him.  

Overhead, the sun beat down on them and warmed their bodies.  

They slept. 

Micah woke to Mark’s hands caressing and massaging 

his back.  “Hi.” 

“Hi.”  Mark kissed him.  “How does waking up with me 

for the first time in months feel?” 

“I’m getting hard again just from being next to you.  I 

love you so much.” 

“In the last few months I have had the most fantastic sex 

of my life with the most passionate group of guys and girls ever.  

But not one of them can equal you.” 

“I can’t wait to meet them.” 

“My poor boy.  I have so much to make up to you.” 

“I have the thing I want most.  I am content.” 

“And I have everything I want.  The world has never 

looked so beautiful.” 

Micah sat up and admired his boyfriend.  “You know 

how much I love to look at you.” 

“Look who’s talking.  You have the most flawless 

physique I’ve ever seen.  I love every part of your body.”  Mark 

reached out and picked up one of Micah’s feet, brushing the red 

Sedona dust off his sole.  “And it’s been too long since I told you 

how much I particularly love your feet, and how amazing it was 

to grow up as a barefoot boy with you.” 

“Remember that time we went a month without making 

each other cum except with our feet?” 

“That was amazing.  Our cocks were so sore by the end 

of it.  But the arousal was incredible.  And it taught us good 

habits, too.”  By now Micah was massaging Mark’s soles as well.  

Their feet were the same size, strong, thick-soled, and muscular.  

Neither boy bothered to say much after that.  For them, 

worshiping and caressing each other’s feet was as intimate an act 

as sucking one another’s cocks. 
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“We should be getting back,” Micah eventually said.  

“Uncle Carson’s probably back from Phoenix by now.” 

Mark grinned.  “I suppose they won’t mind our 

erections.”  Both of them were hard and dripping again.  They 

stopped at the barn shower to clean up, then circled back around 

to the patio.  Mark took Micah’s hand and held it. 

“You want them to know?” 

“Right away.” 

They all did.  The patio was filled with naked bodies 

draped over various article of furniture.  Amanda was flung 

back in abandon on a chaise while Jess tongued her slit and 

steadily humped Amanda’s toes.  Ethan was giving Rebecca a 

strong but unhurried fuck.  Krit was chatting with a tall, slim 

boy with short dark hair and a much lighter tan than everyone 

else.  Their fingers scratched gently at each other’s pricks; both 

already had precum down to their balls.  Nearby, Cody and 

Carson knelt on one of the chaises.  Between them, with their 

hands playing over his body at will, was an auburn-haired little 

twink with startling green eyes and a very hard, curving cock, so 

stiff that it didn’t even twitch.  He was making out with both of 

them alternately, and they clearly had no inhibitions about 

treating him as a plaything.  Nor, from his visible arousal, did he 

have any inhibitions about being a sex toy.  And yet, in spite of 

his preoccupation, he was the first to notice the approaching 

boys.  He froze for a second before slipping out from between 

his playmates and racing towards them. 

“Mark!” he shouted.  He jumped onto the taller boy, who 

kissed him and swung him around like a little kid.  Micah got 

the same treatment. 

“Hi, Bradley,” he said, ruffling the twink’s hair.  “Having 

fun?” 

“It’s been great!  Mark brought really hot friends this 

year!”  His little brogue was adorable. 

“I take it you approve,” Mark said. 
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“Approve?  I want all of them!” 

“You haven’t had all of them yet?” Micah teased him.  “I 

remember when your normal form of greeting was a blowjob.” 

“Well, that, sure,” Bradley said dismissively.  He had 

taken hold of their erections and was leading them towards the 

pool by them.  “But that was just introductions.  Ethan’s 

girlfriend tastes fantastic.  And she’s a moaner.” 

“Like you, you mean,” Mark countered. 

“Ah, how I remember when I was the sexually 

precocious one and you were the cute little boys down on your 

knees, both slobbering over my teenage cock at the same time,” 

Bradley reflected. 

“And now we’re the hot jocks who can both fuck you at 

the same time and make you cum like a girl,” Micah said, 

slapping Bradley on the butt. 

“Oh, I hope you will before we go home.”  Bradley 

paused and turned around.  “You guys were holding hands 

when you got here.  Are you just being cute, or are you back 

together again?” 

“We’re back together,” Mark said.  They smiled. 

“Hurrah!” Bradley shouted, and did a backflip, followed 

by a handstand.  He proceeded to walk on his hands all the way 

around the pool, shouting, “Mark and Micah are back together!  

Mark and Micah are back together!” 

“Well, that simplified things,” Micah said. 

“I’m thinking we’re going to need to spend a night 

teasing him.” 

“We usually do that anyway.” 

“Yeah, but really drag it out.  Torture him.” 

“I do love how he takes punishment.  A bit of the 

masochist, but not enough to ruin his sensibilities.” 

They sat down next to Kieran and Krit, who were 

enjoying a very relaxed sixty-nine.  Kieran disconnected long 
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enough to kiss both of them.  “Welcome home,” Mark said.  

“Merry Christmas.” 

“Merry Christmas,” Kieran grinned.  “And what a great 

present!  Or three.” 

“Bradley said much the same thing.” 

“Our minds work on similar lines.”  Kieran pulled Mark 

in for another kiss.  “Mmmm.  God, I’ve missed that.  You know 

how much I love making out with my brother while getting my 

dick sucked.” 

“Your cousin, too?” Micah asked. 

“Always.”  They traded tongue for a while.  Kieran 

sighed.  “You two are the sexiest couple ever.”  In desperation, 

he turned and swallowed Krit’s cock again.  Neither of them 

were using hands, only lips and tongue.  It promised to be a 

delightfully long session. 

The boys cuddled up and watched them for a few 

minutes before wandering into the kitchen.  Ethan and Rebecca, 

having finished already, were putting sandwiches together. 

“What have you done?” Rebecca asked Mark in mock 

dismay. 

“You mean, what forces of sexual potency have I let loose 

in the world?  I have no idea.  But we’re going to find out.” 

“My girlfriend is going absolutely nuts for your sister,” 

Ethan said with a raised eyebrow. 

“I can’t help that.  My sisters are even more sexually 

driven than my brother and I.  And Amanda is a tame pussycat 

compared to Carla.” 

“Carla would have been called a nymphomaniac fifty 

years ago,” Micah remarked, thoughtfully screwing the lid onto 

a jar of mustard. 

“Carla would still be called a nymphomaniac,” Rebecca 

disagreed.  “In fact, that was one of her Fantasy Fest costumes 

this past year.” 

“She sounds like fun,” Ethan said. 
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“Oh, she’s fun,” Mark conceded.  “But also utterly 

undisciplined.  I can be very patient when I have to be.  Kieran is 

naturally orderly, and Amanda has a very calm personality.  But 

Carla has no restraint at all.” 

“I’m always very tempted to put her and Bradley on 

opposite ends of a nice long dildo,” Micah suggested. 

“He’d look good there,” Ethan chuckled.  “How long 

have he and Kieran been together?” 

“Since they were thirteen, actually.  The second year, 

when they were fourteen, Bradley came out here with Kieran for 

the summer, and that really jump-started his sexuality.  He looks 

like a little club twink—and he can act that way sometimes—but 

he’s also a professional yoga teacher and acrobat.  He’s 

incredibly fit and uses his abilities indiscriminately to make that 

beautiful cock of his cum.  Which he can do over and over again.  

And now that Kieran has only about a year of real work to go in 

his doctoral program, their sex life is about to get much more 

intense.” 

“Kieran can teach at our new college.” 

“And probably run it, too.  Bradley can teach in the 

athletics department, since we’re planning to require fitness 

courses.” 

“Do you want us to move the trail ride business down 

there as well?” Rebecca asked. 

“Well, you might open a branch.  We’re certainly going 

to offer nude trail rides as part of the resort experience.”  Mark 

looked down, then knelt and began probing her slit with his 

tongue.  “Ethan, I see you had a nice load this morning.” 

“You creampied my mom?” Micah asked.  “With this 

cock?”  Seconds later he was on his knees hungrily sucking her 

juices off Ethan’s shaft.  He was good.  He made Ethan shoot in 

five minutes, at the same time that Mark’s attentions to Rebecca 

made her cum and spill some of Ethan’s first load back into his 

mouth with her contractions.  Mark lunged at Micah and they 
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kissed, swapping both batches of Ethan’s seed.  Momentarily 

exhausted, all Ethan and Rebecca could do was exchange a 

glance and shake their heads. 

After lunch, Carson and Cody brought out a water pipe 

three feet tall and set it up by the pool.  Cody took a bud, broke 

part of it off, and packed the bowl.  Mark picked up the rest and 

sniffed it.  It was redolent of orange peel, with dirty, earthy notes 

and a slight bitterness beneath the primary flavor. 

“This smells delicious.” 

“Wait until you taste it.  Orange Durban.  We got it from 

a couple from Washington who were in town a few weeks ago.  

Tastes like drinking fruit juice.  And very exciting.” 

“I’ll have to take some of this back for Jeff.  He’ll love it.  

Got any more?” 

“Lots.”  Cody flicked a lighter to the bowl and Mark 

inhaled.  Smoke billowed up the glass columns and vanished 

into him.  He exhaled, letting the white streamers drift in the low 

winter sun.  Micah came over and shared the next hit with him. 

“So you two are going to couple up again,” their uncle 

observed, watching them share the pipe.  They didn’t know it, 

but they were displaying an instinctive closeness, letting their 

bodies touch and overlapping their feet whenever they could. 

“We are.” 

“For now, or for good?” 

“For good.  Micah is coming back to Cibola with me.” 

“Good.  College was nothing more than an experiment 

for you, Mark.  You don’t belong in a city any more than he 

does, and you knew it.  I was afraid the last few months that you 

two would begin to grow apart.”  Cody’s finger penetrated 

Mark’s hole with ease.  “But I see that hasn’t happened.” 

“It never will,” Micah promised. 

The boys shared a second bowl.  The others drifted over 

and Cody was kept busy servicing the pipe.  Bradley crossed the 

patio with Jess in his arms.  He kept fucking her as she 
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shotgunned smoke into his mouth.  Krit, meanwhile, was on all 

fours between Cody and Carson, sucking Cody with abandon 

while Carson pulled his cock back and edged it.  Kieran thrust 

lovingly down into his aunt, who responded by fucking his 

mouth with her toes. 

Mark and Micah sat down some distance away.  Neither 

one of them felt much like sharing at the moment, but watching 

the milieu they’d helped create was a constant turnon for them.  

They cupped each other’s cocks and teased them.  When Micah 

felt his balls pull up, he twisted sideways and shot his load all 

over his boyfriend’s torso, marking him externally as well as 

internally.  Mark gasped and returned the favor.  They made no 

move to lick it up, letting it soak into their skin instead. 

Wet and streaming, they wandered through the house 

and up to a little platform on the roof that their grandfather had 

built for his telescope.  The fittings for the tripod were still there.  

Around them, Sedona fell away in a glorious panorama of red 

rock springing out of green forest.  No snow, yet.  Blue sky and 

yellow sun.  A world of color. 

“Mark.” 

“Yes, sweetheart.” 

“I’m really looking forward to Cibola.  You know how 

much being able to live stark naked turns me on.  The mere 

pressure of the ground on my feet is going to give me an 

erection.  Walking through a public area, knowing that anyone 

can stop and fondle me if they want, is going to make me leak all 

over the place!” 

“You’re going to be the most beautiful thing there.” 

“You and I and our friends and lovers will be.  But as free 

as we will make the place, it’s not beautiful.  It’s barren, and 

while there’s a certain charm in desolation…” 

“This is our home,” Mark finished. 
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“I wish we could be naked here.  I want to be able to 

walk through all those crowds of tourists holding your hand, 

our bodies bare, with no threat of violence hanging over us.” 

“One day.  I promise you that I will do everything in my 

power to make that happen for us.  And for everyone else, too.  

This is only the beginning.  Once we take control of the county 

government in La Paz, we can begin looking here.  By then the 

long-term success of our experiment should be evident.  We can 

use that proof, in combination with strategic donations, to win 

over the city and county governments here.” 

“How much money do we have?” 

“Over six billion dollars at the moment, though spread 

around.  Some in the Foundation, some in the Corran and 

Formentera projects.” 

“What’s not being used is being invested?” 

“Yes, Sir Patrick—or someone in his office—is quite 

competent at that, surprisingly.” 

“An income of three hundred millions,” Micah said 

dreamily.  He smiled.  His expression was a still more powerful 

version of Mark’s beautiful savagery.  “Total spending on all 

congressional races in the state is less than a fifth of that.  

Spending on legislative races is only a tenth of that!  And all 

channeled through charities and nonprofits with virtually no 

limitations.” 

“We could buy the state outright,” Mark observed with 

satisfaction.  “And we might if I get impatient.” 

“But people will notice.” 

“It doesn’t matter.”  They had been lying on their backs, 

and Mark rolled over to face his lover.  “We can make a 

legitimate case for legal nudity in many different ways.  That’s 

already been done.  Sometimes it works, sometimes it doesn’t.  

But the reasoning and evidence already exist.  We won’t be 

paying officials to do something without a reason; we’ll be 

paying them simply to pick one set of reasons over another.  As 
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long as they and we can hide behind a legitimate case, how the 

money flows is irrelevant, because that information can’t be used 

against us.” 

“Provided we violate no campaign finance laws.” 

“Hard to do in a state this red.” 

Below them, they heard a car door open.  They peered 

over the edge of the platform.  Krit was looking for something in 

the glove compartment of the Jeep.  He fished it out and walked 

backed towards the house.  Far down the drive, dust drifted over 

the trees, signaling a car approaching.  Krit stopped and waited 

politely, his cock softening, while the dust resolved itself into a 

sporty navy blue Mazda with the top down.   

The girl who climbed out of the car would have stopped 

traffic fully clothed, and in this case she was only wearing a tiny 

pair of jean shorts and a checkered shirt with rolled-up sleeves.  

Krit dropped his extension cord and stared at her, transfixed.  

She paused and returned his gaze with interest, noting the 

beauty of his body and the speed with which his cock swung 

upward. 

Krit walked over to her.  He didn’t touch her.  He merely 

looked at her and she looked back.  Up on the roof, Mark felt his 

spine tingling. 

Then Krit tore her shirt off.  There was no expression of 

lust or urgency on his face, or of terror or offense on hers.  Both 

of them were perfectly calm.  They had the attitude that they’d 

done this a thousand times, so often that it had ceased to be 

either interesting or boring and was normal.  Krit very 

methodically removed every scrap of her shirt before moving on 

to her shorts.  The seams burst apart.  Rather than contenting 

himself with dropping them to the ground, he pulled until they 

tore in half and he threw the pieces away. 

Their bodies merged so fluidly it was impossible to tell 

what happened first.  They seemed to flow down onto the 

ground, Krit spreading her limbs with his.  He covered her like 
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an animal, but kissed her like a god.  Her nipples were so hard 

from cold and excitement that they left marks on his body where 

he pressed it to hers.  His hips rolled like a stormy ocean, and 

she arched her body to meet his thrusts. 

“Mark…” Micah gasped.  He felt his lover spit on his 

hole, wetting him, and the precum-slick velvety softness of 

Mark’s cockhead inching into his lubed passage.  He’d prayed 

every day for this to happen again, for them to give themselves 

to each other once more.  “Mark,” he moaned again as Mark’s 

lips brushed his neck.  “Fuck me like your boytoy is fucking 

your sister.” 

“He does it well,” Mark whispered.  He twisted his cock 

inside Micah, and the taller boy whimpered. 

They made love in silence after that, watching their loved 

ones make love.  Relishing the smoothness of their skin 

touching.  Endless drops of precum fell from Micah’s cock, even 

when Mark was hardly moving.  It was intimacy they were after, 

not release.  Below them, Carla came again and again beneath 

Krit.  He was fucking her harder now.  She was demanding it.  

And she was insatiable.  Each orgasm only made her need the 

next one more.  No exhaustion, no faintness, no loss of control.  

She was, without question, the most enthusiastic lover he’d ever 

encountered. 

He pulled her up against the car and bent her backwards 

over the hood, and she squealed in delight.  When he tired of 

that, he rolled over onto the car and let her ride him, which she 

did with enthusiasm: feet pointed back, hands behind her head, 

using him like a dildo.  Completely abandoned to the 

experience.  Krit must have enjoyed the view.  He spouted cum 

into her, so much that it dripped back down onto him.  Carla 

shuddered through another climax of her own, but kept working 

him relentlessly.  That really set him off.  He tried to stop her, 

and, with surprising strength, she gripped his wrists and pinned 
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him down.  She gave Krit no choice but to enjoy the 

overstimulation.  His desires and reflexes were fighting it out. 

His desires won.  His cock stayed hard and swelled 

within her.  Only then did she slip off him, making him 

whimper as his inflamed erection hit the cool evening air.  She 

fondled it gently before beginning to lick it.  Krit reared up, 

seized her hips, and began eating his load out of her.  She 

deepthroated him instantly. 

Above them, Micah came at the sight, bringing Mark to 

his fourth orgasm of the day.  They were still so excited, 

however, that neither could go soft if they tried. 

“I almost feel that I don’t need to have anyone else inside 

me ever again,” Micah whispered.  “You’re perfect.  I love you 

so much.” 

“And you are perfect.  How does a nice hot shower 

sound?” 

“Also perfect.”  They slowly stood up.  Mark somehow 

kept his cock inside Micah and fucked him standing for a few 

minutes, Micah’s cock bobbing like an erotic weathervane.  

“What about them?” 

“Let’s leave them to their own devices.  I want to see if 

they’re still out there when we’re done.” 

They were.  When Mark and Micah came down from a 

lengthy shower to a blazing fire in the great room, around which 

the rest of the party was gathered, Krit and Carla were still 

absent. 

“Has anyone checked on them?” Mark asked, taking a 

Pellegrino from the table. 

“I did a while ago,” Kieran said.  “They must be freezing 

by now.” 

“We are!” Carla shouted, bursting in the front door.  She 

pecked everyone on the cheek and sprawled out in front of the 

hearth, cum beading on her swollen folds.  “Mark, your new 

lawyer is amazing!” 
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“I thought he was a very nice fit,” Mark grinned.  

“Would you agree with that?” 

Carla wiped some of Krit’s cum up with her fingers and 

licked it off them in a smooth, incredibly erotic gesture.  

“Totally.”  She was quite petite, shorter than Amanda, and 

whereas Amanda kept her hair boyishly short, Carla had long, 

shimmering locks that fell about her shoulders in a wavy 

curtain.  As with all her siblings, there wasn’t a tanline on her 

body. 

“Krit?” Mark asked. 

The lawyer nodded.  He still couldn’t look away from 

Carla.  “She’s even more sexual than you are.”  Everyone in the 

room burst out laughing, including Mark. 

Dinner consisted of lasagna and fresh-baked biscuits.  

The Orange Durban circulated again afterward, and Bradley, in 

an especially horny act of daring, crumbled a bud up and 

sprinkled it into Carla’s slit.  Far from objecting, she did a split 

and spread herself for him, and he followed up the weed with 

his cock.  The little bit of extra stimulation it provided turned out 

to be fantastic for both of them.  Krit, watching the performance, 

eventually lost patience.  He simply walked over, lifted Bradley 

off Carla, and entered her himself.  She cooed in appreciation, 

basking in their desire.  Bradley smirked and switched his 

attentions to Ethan.  Jess had already been led away by Mark’s 

aunt and uncles, and the others cuddled in a heap and enjoyed 

being together again. 

Eventually Keiran retrieved his thoroughly exhausted 

boyfriend.  Ethan propositioned Amanda with a kiss and she 

wandered off with him.  Mark scooped Micah up in his arms. 

“I love carrying you.  I love how your muscles feel 

beneath your skin.” 

“You’re sweet,” Micah said, petting him.  Mark laid him 

down in bed and they slept.  There was no need for them to 

make love again.  Holding each other was enough. 
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Chapter 12 
 

 

“Chocolate chip cookies are the best cookies,” Bradley 

said. 

“Agreed,” Mark said. 

“Disagree,” Kieran said.  “Double chocolate cookies are 

the best.” 

“No, chocolate chip,” Micah said, polishing the receiver 

of the Stoeger double that Mark had given him for Christmas. 

“I’m making nothing but chocolate chip cookies from 

now on,” Bradley threatened his boyfriend. 

“You never make cookies that don’t come out of a 

package.  And then you don’t eat them.” 

“I do eat them, I just burn the calories fast!” 

“Between you and Carla, this Christmas is rapidly 

getting exhausting,” Ethan said. 

“Mary Tudor took three months to kill Louis XII with 

sex,” Kieran informed them.  “Carla could have done it in half 

the time.” 

“She just turned seventeen,” Mark said.  “She’ll calm 

down once her hormones balance.”  He looked at his phone and 

nudged Micah with his toe.  “Are you almost done with that?” 

Micah snapped the action closed.  “Sure.  What’s up?” 

“Moira wants to video chat.  Want to meet her and 

Victoria?” 

“Absolutely.” 
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A large room on the second floor that was at an odd 

angle to most of the remainder of the building had been used as 

a tiny movie theatre by Mark’s grandfather.  The projection 

screen had grown bigger over the years, and the peripherals had 

gotten more sophisticated.  Mark plugged his phone into the 

console, tapped a few buttons, and the camera overhead sent 

their images a third of the way around the world. 

The screen flickered into life, showing a sunlit porch 

lined with long shadows.  Two beautiful girls sat on a small 

loveseat, wearing thick sweatshirts and bikini bottoms.  Their 

exposed legs were a lovely shade of old gold in the light of the 

late afternoon. 

“Hi, girls,” Mark said, waving.  “Merry Christmas!” 

“Hi, Mark!” Moira called.  Victoria smiled. 

“This is Micah.” 

“I can see that.  He’s stunning.  Congratulations, you 

two!” 

“Thanks, but it’s really just affirming what we’ve known 

all along,” Micah said modestly. 

“So what’s going on over there?” Mark asked. 

Moira seemed to blush slightly.  “Remember our time on 

Corran?  I told you there was one particular reason I wanted you 

so badly, but that I didn’t want to reveal it then.” 

“Yes, I recall that.” 

“The reason was that from the first time I learned about 

you, I fell in love with you and wanted to bear you a child.”  She 

looked straight at him.  “I’m pregnant, Mark.  You and I are 

going to have a son.” 

Mark straightened up in astonishment.  “You’re certain?” 

“Certain.” 

In five seconds he processed the information and made a 

decision.  “Moira, will you marry me?” 

She gasped.  “Mark!” 

“I’m serious,” he assured her. 
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“But you have a boyfriend and I have a girlfriend.” 

“And neither of us believes in marriage anyway, so why 

not use it as a tool?” 

Her eyebrows went up in sudden comprehension.  “You 

want our son to be the sixteenth Earl of Corran.” 

“Yes.  I’d be a total cad if I had it in my power to give 

him that chance by going through a silly little ritual and I didn’t 

do it.  How could I think of myself as a decent father after that?” 

Moira nodded.  She looked over at her girlfriend.  

Victoria leaned in and they began whispering in Italian. 

Mark felt Micah take his hand.  He looked over at his 

boyfriend.  “You’re okay?” 

“Of course,” Micah said.  “As soon as we found out 

you’d inherited the title I knew you’d have to marry sometime to 

avoid it going out of the family.”  He smiled.  “I’m so proud of 

you, my love.  You’ve proven your virility in the most masculine 

and traditional way possible.” 

“This is wonderful.  I thought it would be much longer 

until I got around to it.  I’m going to have a son!”  He grabbed 

Micah and squeezed him, beaming. 

“Mark.”  This time it was Victoria speaking to them out 

of the screen.  She looked amused, but also serious. 

“Yes, Victoria.” 

“Moira and I have always planned on having children.  

Not so soon, perhaps—I think you share that opinion—but 

certainly one day.  We both have strong feelings for you and we 

think you’ll make an excellent father.  So I would be more than 

happy for you to marry her for long enough to ensure that your 

son becomes the next earl.  I’m very pleased that you thought of 

him first.” 

Mark spread his hands in a gesture of deprecation.  “It’s 

the right thing to do.” 

“Yes.  However, I am going to propose a condition.  To 

be honest, I am not certain how comfortable I would be with 
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Moira having a child by you if I felt that it was a sign of special 

favoritism.  My request is that, since she carries your first child, 

you will allow me to carry your second.” 

An incredulous and delighted grin spread over Mark’s 

face.  “Serial monogamy!  What a good idea!”  Micah chuckled. 

“I told you he would love it,” Moira said. 

“Love it?  It makes a mockery of the British succession 

laws.  It makes the Marquess of Bath look conservative and staid.  

When challenged, I can reply that I’m following in the footsteps 

of the Prince of Wales, only at a faster pace given my greater 

virility.” 

“That sort of thing will definitely not get you the 

Thistle,” Micah reminded him. 

“I don’t care.  Victoria, you’re brilliant, and I can’t wait to 

help you create the next Corran.”  Mark was almost crying with 

excitement.  “Thank you both, so, so much.  Moira, how’s your 

pregnancy going?” 

“Almost too easy.  No complications at all.”  She grinned.  

“I guess it was lucky for once that I ran out of pills.  And then 

you came along.” 

“Not luck.  Someone’s design,” Mark smiled.  “And what 

a great story it makes.  Anyway, we should probably get married 

in a couple of months, and Europe will still be cold then, so how 

would you like to do it here, in Sedona?” 

“Sounds ideal,” Moira smiled.  “Outdoors, of course?” 

“Of course.  Small wedding?” 

“Family and close friends only.” 

“Stark naked or barely clothed?” 

“Oh, my parents are fine with casual nudity,” Victoria 

said.  “We’ll both strip off when we go inside.” 

“Excellent.  I can hopefully fly you all over at once.  If Sir 

Patrick can finish buying my damn airplane by then.” 

“There will probably be nine of us,” Victoria calculated. 

“The plane can hold ten.” 
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“Wonderful.” 

“Then you can fly back to finish school and return after 

the end of the academic year.  I’d like it if the next earl was born 

in Cibola.” 

“That seems right,” Moira agreed.  “Mark, thank you so 

much for this.  We both know you don’t have to—but you want 

to.  And that’s what really counts.” 

Mark blew her a kiss.  “Thank you, beautiful girl.  Take 

care of our son, okay?” 

“Okay.  Love you!  And Merry Christmas!” 

“Merry Christmas!  Love you both.”  The picture blurred 

as Victoria switched the camera off. 

“Wow,” Micah said.  Mark sat down on the floor and put 

his head between his knees.  He was breathing fast. 

“It’s okay, sweetheart.”  Micah hugged him.  “We’re 

going to have a son.” 

“I know.”  Mark smiled back through the tears.  “It just 

seems to me that now everything has a much higher chance of 

success.  Imagine the possibilities!  Children raised by you and 

me and Moira and Victoria in Cibola!” 

“They’ll grow up trained in logic and accustomed to 

freedom, and they’ll spread it like an infection.” 

“When one civilization collapses, prepare to build 

another in its place.” 

“Our children are going to be marvelous.” 

“Yes,” Mark said thoughtfully, stroking Micah.  “We’re 

going to have to arrange something for you as well.” 

“You think so?” 

“We can’t control the future.  But I would love it if the 

seventeenth earl was descended from both of us.” 

“Our union preserved for the rest of human time in our 

living descendants.” 

“A growing family of sexual and intellectual 

revolutionaries.” 
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“Stop talking like that.  You make me want to go 

downstairs and impregnate someone.” 

“Try doing it to Carla and she’ll cut your balls off.  You 

know she doesn’t want kids.” 

“But it would be a shame to lose all her better qualities.  

We should get her to donate eggs.” 

“Not a bad idea,” Mark said thoughtfully.  “Shall we go 

tell them?” 

“Let’s.”  The boys jumped up and trotted downstairs. 

“We have an announcement to make,” Micah announced 

as they emerged onto the patio.  “We’re having a kid!” 

“Excuse me?” Carson said. 

Bradley pulled apart Micah’s cheeks and probed his hole 

experimentally with a finger.  “So soon?  You boys have been 

busy.” 

“Not me,” Micah said.  “Not me literally, anyway.  

Mark’s Corran fling—” 

“Moira,” Mark said wryly. 

“Moira, yes—turns out to be carrying the next Earl of 

Corran.” 

“You’re going to marry her to legitimize the boy?” 

Rebecca asked.  “What about her girlfriend?” 

“Her girlfriend gave her permission on one condition.  

After Moira has my son, she wants to have my second child, on 

the same terms.  I accepted, of course.” 

“That’s not only generous, it’s fucking hot,” Cody said.  

“Well done!” 

“Congratulations, Mark,” Ethan said, smiling.  He gave 

him a long, lingering kiss.  “I guess that was why Moira kept 

avoiding my cock the whole week!” 

“Oh, it was.  She admitted it.” 

“Naughty girl.  Your kid is going to be a terror.  And 

congratulations to you, too, Micah.  It sounds like you’ve not 
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only gained a boyfriend, but a couple of girlfriends and a son as 

well.” 

“I know!” Micah exclaimed with glee.  “Isn’t he amazing?  

He comes with every accessory a guy could want!” 

“Good job,” Kieran said, hugging his brother.  “I thought 

I’d be the first one of us to be a father.” 

“Grad school gets in the way.” 

“Mmmm.  And Bradley.  He and I have remarkably little 

extracurricular sex sometimes.  He’s so very satisfying.” 

“Understandable,” Mark concurred.  Bradley was on his 

knees in front of him with Mark’s cock buried in his mouth.  

Words of congratulation were clearly inferior to a blowjob, in his 

opinion. 

“Oh, and Carla, we decided to ask if you’d donate some 

eggs,” Micah said.  “Your genetics are too precious to be lost to 

humanity.” 

“Sure,” Carla said, her breathing slightly ragged.  She 

and Krit were sitting on opposite sides of the breakfast table, to 

all appearances ignoring each other—except that Krit’s toes were 

buried inside her, casually working her G-spot.  “Would you like 

to take some now, or after I cum?” 

“After,” Ethan interrupted.  He was looking at his phone.  

“Jeff is still in Hawaii, right?” 

“As of yesterday; why?” 

“He wrote someone a check for ten and a half million 

dollars.” 

Bradley actually spit out Mark’s cock.  “Ten and a half 

million?  You’re fucking joking!” 

“Put it back in your mouth,” Mark said severely.  Bradley 

obeyed. 

“As your lawyer,” Ethan insisted, “I think we should see 

where the money is going.” 

“Maybe he needed to bribe someone,” Jess said 

flippantly. 
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“Too much for a bribe.  Too little to buy a whole island.  

And we really don’t need a beachfront home there.” 

Mark reached over and picked up his phone off the table.  

“I imagine he’s calling to tell me.”  He tapped the screen.  “Hey, 

Jeff!  Aren’t you a bit overdressed?” 

“Actually I am, I can’t wait to get out of this stupid shirt.”  

The shirt in question was a very fetching Armani polo.  In the 

background, palm-lined streets were receding behind Jeff’s 

image.  He appeared to be calling from a moving car.  “Anyway, 

I bought you a PC-24.” 

“Ethan thanks you, that avoids his potential coronary.”  

Ethan smacked Mark on the back of the head.  “How’d you find 

one?” 

“A family lunch that turned into an introduction to 

somebody who knew a guy who’d recently picked one up in a 

trade and wanted a faster plane for the money.” 

“Where’s it located?” 

“California, fortunately, because it would be a nightmare 

trying to reposition it from here.  But I paid for it and Krit should 

be getting the documents to transfer the registration shortly.” 

“Great work!  Sir Patrick has been dragging his feet on 

this.” 

“He must think a private jet is too showy.” 

“What he thinks is irrelevant.  We’re going to need that 

plane pretty soon.  It turns out Moira is pregnant.  With my son.  

Naturally I proposed, and we’re going to have the wedding here 

in a couple of months.  Hence the plane, to fly her and Victoria 

and their families over.” 

“Wow.  That’s a lot of news for one morning, but 

congratulations.”  Braden could be heard cheering in the 

background. 

“Thanks.  How’s the trip?” 



305 

 

Jeff sighed.  “We spent the night with an insatiable Army 

sergeant.  We’re actually heading to meet him at the nude beach 

now.” 

“Nice.  Have fun and see you soon!”  Mark ended the 

call.  “Feel better?” 

“Much,” Ethan said. 

“Hire an accountant.” 

“The likelihood of a secret being blown—” 

“Is proportional to the square of the number of people 

who know it.  Yes, I’m aware.  In that case, ‘compose yourself.’” 

“I am composed.” 

“Have some of that lovely Jack Herer we brought.” 

“It’s breakfast time!” 

“That’s why it’s called a wake-and-bake.”  Mark nodded 

at the remains of the muffins littering the table. 

“Actually, that’s when someone died the night before 

and you start smoking the next morning during the laying-out,” 

Bradley put in. 

Mark looked at Kieran.  “This boy has quite a mouth on 

him.” 

“I know.  It’s very endearing.” 

“That he has no filters?” 

“I think of it as radical honesty.” 

Mark chuckled at that and took another look at his 

phone.  “Now this is interesting.  Remember Miss Calatrava?” 

“The sound of a state legislator begging you for sex is 

something I will never forget.” 

“You have a very orderly mind.  Anyway, it appears 

she’s in the neighborhood, visiting friends, and would like to go 

hiking this afternoon.” 

“Hiking, or…?”  Amanda raised a leg in the air 

suggestively. 

“Presumably the former but hopefully the latter as well.  

We’ll see how comfortable she is with the idea.” 
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“Should be nice weather for it.”  It had been a warm 

Christmas and the temperatures were comfortably in the sixties. 

“I have high expectations,” Mark said throatily.  He 

turned and kissed Micah, passionately, as he emptied his load 

into Bradley’s willing mouth. 

“Awww,” Amanda said, pouting.  “Nothing left for me.” 

Mark chuckled and cupped Micah’s butt.  “Go fuck my 

sister for me, would you, boyfriend?” 

“No problem.”  Micah practically leapt on her and began 

dragging his cock up and down her slit, teasing her with his 

hard, wet helmet. 

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Ethan groaned.  It wasn’t clear 

whether he was referring to the sight, or to Bradley, who had 

transferred his affections to him. 

“Oh, yes,” Kieran said.  “Jess, how about a swim?” 

“Love to.”  They sauntered away towards the pool 

together. 

A couple hours later, Mark pulled his Jeep into a parking 

lot a few miles from home, where he had agreed to meet 

Calatrava.  It was deserted except for her Prius, and her.  She 

was doing stretches in the adjoining parking space.  Mark noted 

her attire with approval.  Sports bra and skintight shorts, and 

lightweight hiking sandals instead of boots. 

“Merry Christmas,” he said to her, climbing out.  “You 

look fantastic.” 

Her eyes widened.  She’d only ever seen pictures of Mark 

in a G-string or speedo.  Seeing him so scantily clad in person 

was very compelling and, from certain angles, the effect was 

almost obscene. 

“Thanks.  So do you.”  She returned the pressure of his 

handshake and looked up at him with an amused curiosity.  “A 

little formal, maybe?” 

“Would you like a more personal greeting?” 

“I would.  Very much.” 
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Mark brushed a stray strand of hair away and kissed her 

without hesitation.  “Welcome to Sedona.  Having fun?” 

“Now I am.  You grew up here.  Any suggestions?” 

“I know a great trail we can take.” 

He led the way along a path that quickly gained in 

elevation and sun exposure.  In the distance, the famous rock 

formations were bathed in what appeared to be a perpetual 

summer. 

“Good choice,” Calatrava said at their first halt.  “How’s 

your Christmas been so far?” 

“Absolutely perfect.  I’m back together with my 

childhood sweetheart, I’m having a son, and I’m getting 

married.” 

She stared at him in astonishment.  “All of that in a 

couple weeks?” 

“Well, the son happened a couple months ago, but I 

didn’t find out until this morning.  His mother is a wonderful 

girl I met on Corran.  We’re planning to get married in a couple 

of months, so that the earldom will pass to my eldest son.” 

“Wow,” Calatrava said, shaking her head.  “I’m having 

trouble grasping this all.  You’re getting married.  Doesn’t 

your…” 

“Boyfriend.” 

“Boyfriend, okay—doesn’t your boyfriend have a 

problem with that?” 

“Why would he?  We’ve been in love since we were kids.  

A bit of paperwork isn’t going to make any difference to that.” 

“And your future wife doesn’t have a problem with you 

having a boyfriend?” 

“Just like her future husband doesn’t have a problem 

with her having a girlfriend.” 

“Holy shit.  And they thought two guys getting married 

was nontraditional.” 
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“This is very traditional,” Mark disagreed.  “When was 

marriage in real life—outside of fiction—ever primarily about 

falling head over heels in love?  Not even the chivalric ideal of 

the Middle Ages bothered to romanticize the love marriage; in 

fact, quite often in medieval stories, love does not end in 

marriage.  It took the sentimental Teutonic Albertians to come 

up with that one.  Purely cultural perception.  Across the Rhine 

in France, it’s practically routine for both husband and wife to 

take lovers.” 

“We’re not in France.” 

“No, but I do live in the Mojave, where the same customs 

were practiced for thousands of years.” 

They moved up the trail.  “You’re making yourself a very 

hard sell, Mark.” 

“I’m not running for office.” 

“But if you fail to gain public support, you can be legally 

attacked.” 

“Except that the law is on my side.” 

“I admit, you’ve got a very favorable position in Cibola.  

You’re removed from the other populated areas, keeping to 

yourself, and thanks to Mojave Solar—over which I noticed your 

foundation is retaining control—no one will dare challenge you.  

Until they get comfortable with you.  Start taking you for 

granted.” 

“That’s a risk, yes, but there is always risk.  Sometimes 

risk is to be preferred.  It brings out the best in the human 

character.” 

“You’re confident, and that’s good, but is your 

confidence also wise enough to accept a little outside help?” 

“Of course.”  He held out a hand to assist her up a steep 

place in the trail.  “What did you have in mind?  If you’re 

thinking PR, we already have an adorable boy who handles 

that.” 
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“I’m sure you do, but no, I was thinking something more 

practical.  A tip, for starters, and an offer.” 

“Fire away.” 

“First, there have been some unofficial complaints about 

your activities from the Colorado Associated Tribes.  Nothing 

more than phone calls and emails right now, but there is a 

growing undercurrent of bad feeling.  The tribal leadership 

resents that dozens of their young people, and their members’ 

employees, are moving down to Cibola, where they can get a 

much better deal on your terms.  They accuse you of 

encouraging the practice.” 

“I’m not encouraging it, but I’m not resisting it, either.  

I’m letting human beings move where they feel they’d like to.” 

“The reservation preachers are going nuts.  Accusing you 

of luring their youth away with the sins of the flesh, with naked 

women and unnatural lusts.” 

Mark turned and faced her with a very ironical 

expression.  “Alternatively, I’m allowing them to practice their 

own traditions, which long predate the arrival of imported sex-

negative religions.” 

“The background research the Foundation put together 

has them stopped for that reason.  For now.  Because they can’t 

attack you without making themselves look like they’re 

disowning their heritage.” 

“They’ll find a way.  Like the Jewish lawyer who accused 

a judge of anti-Semitism after the judge ordered him removed 

from the courtroom.  When informed that said judge was also 

Jewish, he retorted that the judge was a self-hating Semite.” 

“That’s my point.  They’re not that far along yet, but 

there is definitely a lot of hostility towards you in that 

direction.” 

“Thank you for the notice.  We’ll take it under 

advisement.  What’s the offer?” 
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“I’ve been thinking about it, and I was wondering if you 

might like me to introduce a bill for you next session.”  She 

cocked an eyebrow at him.  “Something small but defensible.” 

“Interesting,” Mark said.  He smiled.  “You think I’m 

overconfident and we’re taking a lot of risks.  That the public is 

unlikely to tolerate the Foundation past a certain point.  You 

certainly don’t agree with me on a lot of points.  And yet you 

come here offering to collaborate.  Why?  What motivates you?” 

Calatrava took a deep breath.  “Because I don’t disagree 

with you as much as you think.  I agree with your basic 

concepts.  I understand the underlying research.  I’m not sure 

that you can translate theory into practice.  That’s my concern.  

But since you have the money to do it, and are willing to try the 

experiment, on your own time and property, I think you should 

have the chance.  So I’m willing to help you in that direction to 

some extent.  Provided you give me an out each time.” 

“A line of defense,” Mark elaborated.  “A justification for 

your actions sufficient in and of itself.” 

“Exactly.” 

“That’s always easy.” 

“Any suggestions?” 

She suddenly realized that Mark was quite obviously 

examining her body.  It was very flattering. 

“One for which you can make a very easy argument on 

the usual Democratic Party grounds of equality and science.  

Title 13, Section 1402, paragraph A.  Introduce a bill striking out 

the part about exposure of the areola or nipple being indecent 

exposure, since as written it applies only to women.  Obvious 

gender discrimination.” 

“That’s a simple start.  But it challenges a very 

entrenched belief.” 

“You introduce it and I’ll see what we can do to move 

things along.” 
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“It is unfair, isn’t it?”  Calatrava slipped her spandex top 

off and hung it on a tree branch.  “I can definitely see your point 

of view.” 

“I wonder,” Mark said. 

“What do you wonder?” 

“If you would enjoy my point of view as much as I am.” 

“You mean, you wonder if I would find myself sexy?” 

“Exactly.” 

“I finger myself while watching myself in the mirror 

sometimes, so yes.”  She crossed the distance that separated 

them and ran a finger over his nipple.  “Since the nipple isn’t a 

sexual organ, this isn’t sexual in the least, is it?” 

Mark cupped her breasts.  “Not at all.  It feels good, 

though.” 

“Just a little friendly stimulation.  Tell me, if I wasn’t 

here, and you were hiking alone…” 

“Yes?” 

“Would you be wearing this?”  Her fingers slid over his 

G-string. 

“No, it would come off as soon as I was out of the 

parking lot.” 

“Don’t let me inhibit you.” 

With that, she loosed the knot at Mark’s hip and the 

string dropped to his ankles.  Mark sighed.  His cock inflated in 

three seconds, pulling forward heavily, a leaning tower upborne 

by blood. 

“I really turn you on, don’t I?” Calatrava observed. 

“A hot girl strips me in public?  I’d better get aroused, 

unless there’s something wrong with me.” 

“Most guys would be terrified.  You’re not.  You’re so 

fucking confident.  It’s pretty hot.  And your cock bobbed when I 

called you hot.” 

“Flattery will get you everywhere.” 
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“Including into my pants, as we proved last time.  I’ve 

not been wearing underwear very often anymore due to your 

example.” 

The look that came over Mark’s face was not merely a 

smile, but the same sort of relaxation into happiness and 

satisfaction that he’d shown when Moira had told him he was 

going to be a father, only to a lesser extent.  “Thank you.  That I 

could inspire you to be more daring and sensual, even in a small 

way, is exactly what I live for.”  He actually went down on his 

knees and kissed her feet. 

“Fuck,” Calatrava murmured, running her hands over 

her body.  “God…what would your boyfriend think if he knew 

you were doing this?” 

“He’d join me in a heartbeat.  When I tell him about it 

later, it will probably make him leak from hearing about it.” 

“And your fiancee?” 

“She would, too.” 

“Am I right in sensing there’s something you’d like to 

know about me?” 

Mark looked up at her.  “If you think so, why not satisfy 

my curiosity?”  His hands were massaging her calves now and it 

felt fantastic. 

“I played around in college.  Freshman and sophomore 

years.” 

“Did you enjoy it?” 

“I did.” 

“So why stop and limit yourself?  Job concerns?  You 

would have had a predecessor.” 

“I got a serious boyfriend, and then when we broke up a 

couple years later, I was too busy to really start dating much 

again.  Plus there’s not a lot of out girls in Arizona.  There are 

lots more opportunities in college.  Outside, you actually have to 

go looking for it.  You know the saying.” 
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“Lesbian until graduation, yes.  So now I know better 

why you’re here.” 

Calatrava sighed.  “Mark, there’s a lot of aspects of 

myself I’m still coming to terms with.  But I know that I am a 

very sexual person.  I also know that I cannot indulge that side 

of me as much as I’d like due to my political career.  Especially 

as a woman.  Castellano-Perez can get away with stuff that I 

never could.  Have you fucked him yet, by the way?” 

“Not yet.  The long-distance flirtation continues.” 

“Have fun.  I’ve thought I might like to sometime.  

Anyway, I resent that double standard.  So I’m going to give you 

my political support—to what extent I safely can—in the faint 

hope that your project will succeed and bring about a world in 

which I can have both my career and a ripe sexuality.  Also, 

because I’m hoping that in Cibola I can find a safe and 

confidential environment for exploration.” 

Mark stood up and embraced her.  “Welcome to the 

team.” 

“You’ve seen me naked now, emotionally as well as 

physically.” 

“I’m even more attracted to your honesty.”  He shifted 

his position and pressed his cockhead against her.  The thin 

fabric of her lycra shorts reshaped itself around him.  Covered 

with it, as if it were a spandex condom, he actually penetrated 

her for a couple of inches. 

“Oh my fuck!” Calatrava cried from arousal and surprise 

rather than discomfort.  The fabric was soaking wet from Mark’s 

skillful foreplay.  She didn’t have time to say anything else 

before his tongue was seeking her throat desperately.  He fucked 

her through her shorts until she came.  Then he let her go, 

gasping. 

“That…holy fuck, I’ve never felt anything like that.”  

Mark grinned at her.  She thought he looked like a coyote, lean 

and predatory and cunning, but with an underlying sense of 
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humor.  With a momentary sense of embarrassment, she looked 

down at her shorts.  “Well, these are obviously ruined.” 

It occurred to her that Mark was right.  Fundamentally 

right.  It was a beautiful day.  The sun was warm on her skin, 

and there was no reason she needed a stained, stretched-out 

piece of cloth to cover her.  She took the shorts off and tossed 

them on a rock.  Remembering Mark’s attitude, she unstrapped 

her sandals as well. 

“How do I look now?” she asked, posing for him. 

“I have never seen you look hotter.”  He stroked her.  

“No makeup, no clothes, no shoes.  Nothing but you and me 

with nothing between us.  And no fear.  How does it feel?” 

“Wonderful.”  She closed her eyes and let him hold her.  

His erection was a steel bar against her hip.  “Mark.” 

“Hmmm?” 

“I want to have a foursome with you.” 

“It takes more than two to make a foursome, unless we 

do it in front of a mirror.” 

“I would love it if the others were your boyfriend and 

your wife.” 

Mark picked her up and carried her off the trail into the 

trees.  When he set her down again, it was in a little clearing 

with full sun.  He spread her legs and crouched between them. 

He ate her out and fingered her until she nearly passed 

out, her folds doubled in size from excitement.  At one point, all 

Mark had to do to make her cum was pass his tongue over her 

clit.  The ground below her was damp from her spasms, torn up 

where her heels marked it in her passion.  Finally, she lay there, 

drained, almost unresponsive to the near-blowjob he was giving 

her tenderest spot.  Mark crawled forward and slid inside her.  

He came in no time.  Servicing her had been even more exciting 

for him than if she had been servicing him.  Racked with release, 

he nearly let himself sink onto her, but thought better of it in 
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time and rolled them both over together.  Atop him, his cock still 

lodged in her, she stirred and cuddled up to him instinctively. 

“Is that what you do when I say something that really 

turns you on?” she asked him in a whisper some time later. 

“Yes.” 

“I like it.  But I’m getting cold now.” 

“Easy enough to fix.”  Mark moved inside her.  She 

giggled, half-hysterical.  “Not that!” 

“Too much?” 

“Just a little.  I don’t get as much practice as you.” 

“Practice builds stamina.” 

“I know.  That’s why I want to practice this.”  Now it was 

her turn to move down his body, licking him, until she could 

take his cock in her mouth like a lollipop. 

“How many times have you cum so far today?” she 

asked, popping up for air. 

“Twice.” 

“Who made you do it first?” 

“My brother’s boyfriend.” 

“You mean I’m licking his spit off your dick?” 

“Pretty much.  Whatever I didn’t already work into your 

pussy.” 

“That’s hot.”  She went back to work.  She was very 

good.  It came as a pleasant surprise to Mark when she firmly 

grasped his rising balls and held them down.  The ache was 

exquisite, and the denial dragged out his pleasure until he felt 

like screaming.  When he came, his seed poured from his cock 

rather than shooting, hot on her tongue.  He choked, strangled, 

trying to squirm beneath her but not daring to because of her 

grip on his balls, and finally stilled. 

“We’re definitely going to have that foursome,” he said. 

Calatrava smiled.  “Thank you.” 

“Thank you.”  He sat up and they traded a kiss.  “Shall 

we start back now?” 
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“I guess so.  Which way?” 

Mark led again, this time holding her hand.  They 

regained the trail, where he gathered up his scrap of clothing but 

didn’t put it back on. 

“You’re going to hike back like that?” 

“Chances are no one will see me.  And if they do, by the 

time they get to somewhere with cell service and call the cops, 

I’ll be long gone.  Show up injustice as impotent, and it becomes 

much easier to get rid of.” 

“You never quit, do you?” 

“I don’t, no.” 

“You’re awesome.”  She handed him her own hiking 

attire.  “Can you hang on to these for me?” 

He grinned.  “I’d love to.”  He admired her arse all the 

way back to the parking area.  As he predicted, they met no one 

else.  No one saw them kiss lovingly before climbing into their 

cars and driving away. 

“I see the afternoon was a success,” Micah said, 

examining the shorts with a critical eye.  “Did you take them off, 

or did she?” 

“She did.  And then she expressed a wish to have a 

foursome with me, you, and Moira.  I had to fuck her senseless 

after that.” 

“Converting doubters, one bed at a time,” Kieran 

observed. 

“It’s far more entertaining than standing on a platform 

and making speeches.” 

 

“Nor are his high desires above his strength: 

His sceptre and his prick are of a length; 

And she may sway the one who plays with th’ other, 

And make him little wiser than his brother,” 
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Ethan quoted.  “Something smells—and it’s not only the shorts!” 

he rebuked Bradley, tossing a cookie at him as if he were a 

puppy.  Bradley actually caught it in his open mouth and 

wagged.  “What did she want from you?” 

“Sexual relief, for one thing,” Mark said.  “And yes, she 

admitted it.”  He reached into his flowing hair and withdrew a 

tiny black device that he handed to Ethan.  “Jeff found this 

somewhere.  For those occasions when I’m having sex without a 

cell phone nearby.  It’s what I used with her last time.” 

“You bugged a legislator?” Cody asked. 

“Technically, I bugged myself.  We do it all the time.  Or 

at least we’re planning to.” 

“Give me a precis of it,” Ethan insisted. 

“Hang on,” Mark said. He grabbed his phone and dialed.  

“Jeff needs to hear this, too.” 

The phone’s screen showed the blonde stretched out on 

the beach, mountains rising out of the water in the distance.  

“Having fun?” 

“Hell yeah.  I just saw Calatrava again.” 

“Saw…in the usual sense?”  Jeff flicked his phone to one 

side, showing them a view of Braden vigorously sixty-nining 

with a hot little military twock. 

“Yes, in the usual sense.  She admitted she sympathizes 

with the Foundation and hopes it will give her an outlet to 

explore her own sexuality.  So she’s willing to work with us, as 

long as we give her an out with a legitimate argument on each 

issue.  She wants to introduce a bill for us next session, and I 

suggested legalizing toplessness as an easy beginning with a no-

brainer case to be made on grounds of gender equality.” 

“Good,” Jeff said.  “Very good.  And if she can mobilize 

even a portion of her colleagues, this won’t be just a gesture.  We 

could actually win this one.” 

“Even with all the conservative Republicans voting 

against us?” 
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Jeff chuckled.  “Even with that.  I see three lines of action 

here.  First, get Castellano-Perez to lead a bipartisan effort to 

support the bill.  He could certainly make the argument that as a 

great lover of the female form, he has every incentive to offer his 

support.  But as long as we can mobilize him on grounds of 

individual freedom, that’s fine. 

“Second, according to the rules of the House, specifically 

Rule Six, a quorum to do business consists of a simple majority.  

The size of the House is sixty; a quorum is thirty-one.  We figure 

out ahead of time which legislators are most indifferent to the 

proposed bill and arrange for them to be absent when it’s voted 

on.  If they don’t care, or don’t want to commit themselves, they 

will be susceptible to lucrative speaking engagements—possibly 

out of state—lunches with distinguished elder statesmen, and so 

on.  Then we won’t have the risk that they’ll decide to vote 

against us.  I should mention that we will apply this effort 

without regard to party.  ‘Ze Mata Hari School of Dance is ze 

only truly international school of espionage in ze world.  Zere 

are no political prejudices here.  We train Russian spies for 

America, und American spies for Russia.’  On the day of the 

vote, we also strategically arrange minor distractions and 

detours to keep opponents of the bill from attending the House.  

The purpose of all of this is to get attendance down as low as 

possible so the votes we have count more.  If it’s a full House, we 

need thirty-one votes; if it’s a bare quorum, sixteen.  We’re much 

more likely to get the sixteen than the thirty-one.  Our success 

will also depend in part on which other bills are on the agenda 

for that day.  It would help if we could arrange for nothing else 

very interesting, so let’s give some thought 

to…ah…befriending…committee chairs or someone in the 

offices of the majority leaders.  

“Third, we use Rule Thirty-Four to our advantage.  We 

get questionable members of the legislature indirectly involved 

in Foundation business operations, for a salary, perhaps as 
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consultants, as often as we can.  Consequently, when a bill that 

the Foundation is supporting comes up for a vote, they’ll have to 

declare a personal financial interest and either refrain from 

voting or have the contradiction between their vote and their 

financial interest subjected to public scrutiny.  And since the 

Fund is already gearing up as a legislative watchdog, in 

conjunction with its other activities, that will give them an 

interesting three-way choice.  If they declare their interest, and 

then vote against the bill, they’ll look like they’re biting the hand 

that feeds them and we’ll publicly humiliate them as fair-

weather friends, not renewing their contracts and backing their 

opponents in the next election.  Obviously, we can’t be expected 

to continue to employ someone who has publicly opposed us.  If 

they don’t declare their interest, and vote again the bill, we can 

have the Ethics Committee down on them in about thirty 

seconds.  But if they declare their interest and recuse themselves 

from voting, that works to our advantage, and they get to look 

like principled leaders who are up front about their business 

dealings.  Everybody wins.” 

“It’s a civil service parlor trick,” Jess said cynically.  “You 

set up the game so they pick the answer you want them to pick 

in the first place.” 

“It’s very effective.” 

“And bloody dangerous,” Ethan said, shaking his head.  

“That is skating dangerously close to bribery.” 

“No, not really,” Krit said.  He was scrolling through the 

House rules on his phone.  “It’s actually a very elegant solution.  

Rule Thirty-Three, Section A, Paragraph One forbids a member 

from benefiting financially only when there is ‘an agreement or 

understanding that his vote, opinion, judgment, exercise of 

discretion or other action as a public official will thereby be 

influenced.’  We will never lobby these guys, we’ll simply give 

them good salaries, and then each time one of our bills comes 

up, the easiest way out of a conflict of interest for them will be 
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for them to recuse themselves and not vote at all.  And having 

them unable to oppose us is as useful as having them vote for 

us.” 

“What about the Senate?” 

“We deal with the Senate using the same methods,” Jeff 

said.  “Except that the Senate is half the size of the House, which 

means that a quorum is sixteen and a simple majority is nine.  

Forty votes are all we need to get a bill through the legislature.” 

“Then you still have to get it by the governor,” Ethan 

countered. 

“The governor is a problem,” Jeff agreed.  “The chance of 

his signing such a bill into law is zero, and it’s extremely 

unlikely that we can get enough votes to override a veto in the 

near future.  Fortunately, in Arizona, the governor has to veto a 

bill within five days of passage.” 

“He only needs five minutes.” 

“And if he’s not in Arizona at the time, how does he find 

those five minutes?” 

“How do you plan to get him out of the state?” 

“One idea that springs to mind is funneling a few 

millions into a new right-wing super-PAC not ostensibly 

affiliated with us in any way.  As a launch event, it invites 

prominent Republican statesmen on safari to Africa or Australia 

for a combination of working discussions and recreation.  Once 

in the bush, they can go five days without so much as cell service 

and it will look perfectly normal.  Granted, this will all take quite 

a bit of coordination, but it’s doable.” 

“And highly risky,” Ethan disagreed.  “And far too much 

effort for what we would get in return.” 

“But all perfectly legal.  Besides, give me a few minutes 

and I’m sure I can think up a few alternatives.” 

“What if the NSA is listening to this?” 

“Of course the NSA is listening to this,” Jeff said irritably.  

“And watching this, too.”  He turned the phone back to Braden 
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and the other boy.  “Every American of great wealth is actively 

monitored by the NSA, as are the associates of known radicals.” 

“And this doesn’t bother you?” 

“At the moment, no.  The NSA doesn’t give a shit about 

some rich kid’s underground campaign to let girls take their tops 

off in public.” 

“Ouch,” said Mark.  “Painful but true.” 

“We’re dangerous, but we’re dangerous with ideas.  

Since we’re not stockpiling guns or organizing rallies, they can’t 

understand that.  And they have less respect for sex as a political 

force than they do for anything else.” 

“Committees!” Ethan howled. 

“For that we need friends inside, and Mark is making 

them.  You should be, too.” 

“He’s not sharing her so far.” 

“He will.  Anything else?” 

“Yeah.  What about a pilot for the jet?” 

“The training takes a couple weeks, it’s done in Dallas.  

Send Kaitlin out there as soon as possible.  And let’s see if the 

others have enough accumulated leave to squeeze in their 

transition training before they technically separate from the Air 

Force, so they can come right out to Cibola.” 

“Good plan.  Have fun!” 

“Don’t swallow too much sand!” Jess called.  Jeff grinned 

and disappeared. 

“Where’s Carla?” Mark asked, looking at Krit.  “She’s not 

attached to your dick, for once.” 

“Oh, Amanda is warming her up in the playroom for 

me,” Krit said, still looking at the House rules. 

“I didn’t think she’d leave you voluntarily for that long.” 

“She didn’t.  I had to tie her down and gag her.” 

“She looks fantastic,” Kieran said.  “But he’s not letting 

anyone touch her.  Amanda’s putting on a little show for her to 

get her emotionally ready.” 
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“She’s ready,” Amanda said, emerging from the hallway 

in a slightly flushed condition.  “In fact, she’s trying to get out.  

You haven’t let her cum today and it’s driving her nuts.” 

“How beautiful she looks in bondage,” Krit said 

reflectively.  He stood up.  “I guess I should go admire her some 

more, if it will make her feel better.” 

“She’s been begging him for that all week,” Amanda 

said, looking after the departing lawyer.  “I have never seen her 

want anyone this badly.  Or this consistently.” 

“Krit can be very masterful,” Mark said.  “Remember 

that video of his first night with us?” 

Kieran chuckled.  “When he strung Jeff up from the 

ceiling and you all tortured him?  Bradley wanted me to do that 

to him when we watched it, and since I couldn’t by myself, he 

was desperate to get Krit to do it to him.” 

“And that’s what really set Carla off,” Amanda 

concluded.  “She was very, very envious.” 

“And yet, once he’s given her what she wants, she’s not 

satisfied.” 

“Right now she wants him in combination with 

everything else.” 

“He might be good for her,” Mark said.  “He’s superbly 

self-disciplined.  He has a lot to teach her.” 

“And bondage is one way of doing it?” 

“Why not?”  Mark sank down on the sofa and pulled his 

siblings after him.  “I love being between you two again.” 

Kieran stroked his hair.  “You’ve been a little distant this 

trip, too.  I understand, though, that you and Micah have had a 

lot of things to work out.” 

“In another year, you’ll be in Cibola and we’ll be 

reunited,” Mark assured him. 

“I can’t wait.” 
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“I love watching you guys make out,” Amanda said 

sweetly.  She caressed Mark’s body, ignoring his throbbing 

prick. 

“You belong in the middle,” Mark said.  He picked her 

up and repositioned her.  She didn’t protest.  “So are you and 

Micah going to help me out in Cibola?” 

“Jess has been going over her plans for the resort.  I’ll 

train some more horses over the summer and bring them down 

when you’re ready.  We can cut back a little here if necessary.  

Hard to find someone else who wouldn’t mind the libidinous 

atmosphere around the ranch.” 

“Hopefully we can recruit someone as Cibola attracts 

participants.  Maybe one of the kids from the reservation has 

experience with horses.  That was another thing Calatrava said.  

The tribes are complaining already.” 

“How’s that part of the project working out?” Kieran 

asked.  “The reservation kids, I mean.” 

“Pretty well, so far.  We have an entire area of land set 

aside for them at the southern portion of the curve in the river.  

They’re cleaning it up and ripping out the old irrigation systems.  

Preparing to do a lot of things to the soil before we can grow 

food in it safely.  Most of them wear nothing at all in the daytime 

now except maybe some mocs or sandals.  Just like their 

ancestors.” 

“It’s really a very clever piece of sociology,” Kieran 

commented.  “Giving them a way to rebel that channels their 

energy into a positive effort to reform society.  And their choice 

is reinforced by the way you appeal to tradition.  They can 

believe they’re the true Mojave and the older members of the 

tribe are sellouts and assimilationists.  The whole power balance 

of the reservation and its sovereignty will drop straight into the 

Foundation’s hands.” 

“Thereby giving us overwhelming preponderance in La 

Paz County.” 
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“Provided we don’t have an influx of new residents 

trying to take ‘their’ county back from the perverts and hippies 

and naked Indians.” 

“They won’t realize what’s happening in time.  We’ll 

own all the residential properties before there’s any nativist 

mobilization.  The financial benefits of selling out to the 

Foundation are enormous.  Some of these farmers who spent 

their lives eking out a living along the river are now 

millionaires.” 

“The thirteenth earl would be having a fit if he knew you 

were taking the family money out of London.” 

“It’s my family now, and London is a mess of ruins built 

on a swamp.” 

“So how do we plant the Corrans here in Sedona, and 

adjust the local environment to suit ourselves?” Amanda 

queried. 

“It’s going to take some work.  The problem is that 

Sedona is split between two counties.  To control the area, we 

have to get both of them.  And that’s a much bigger task.” 

“Geography suggests moving over into Yavapai County 

first, since it borders La Paz,” Kieran said. 

“Yes, and the Yavapai, like the Mojave, were known for 

their nudity.  However, the historical basis for our argument 

breaks down elsewhere.  The Yavapai and Havasupai were both 

Apache-influenced and thus had some of the most restrictive 

sexual customs in the region.  Yavapai might seem a promising 

place to start, but it’s solid Republican and casts over a hundred 

and ten thousand votes. Coconino County leans Democrat and 

casts sixty thousand votes, but is the stronghold of the Navajo, 

who were anti-nudity and somewhat restrictive sexually, and 

who are the wealthiest and most organized tribe in the country.  

We may be absurdly rich now, but their income is at least twice 

what ours is.  And they are tremendously denialist and 

conformist; they’ll fight us every step of the way.” 
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“But Coconino also contains the Hopi reservation, and 

the Hopi had a sexual culture as vibrant and promiscuous as 

that of the Mojave.” 

“Which they go to great pains to deny ever existed.  The 

instant we mention that the Hopi historically connected sex with 

worship, or their fondness for public masturbation, to say 

nothing of their more exotic customs, the modern Hopi will be 

our enemies.  In fact, we might be the first to force the Navajo 

and Hopi to cooperate.  Truly a sign of the end of the world.” 

“On the other hand,” Amanda speculated, “if we could 

get the Hopi on our side, we could sandwich the Navajo 

between them and us and harass them in concert.” 

“The Tlaxcalans and the Spaniards making common 

cause against the Aztecs?  Go on.” 

“The Hopi have made perhaps the greatest point among 

Arizona’s natives of preserving their traditional ethics and 

spiritual system.  They emphasize some of the same values the 

Foundation does.  Besides, the tribe is poor by Corran standards, 

and sixty percent of its revenues come from coal mining.  

Suppose you proposed to set up a parallel Hopi Heritage 

Foundation, which would replace the revenues from coal mining 

by producing an equivalent value of energy from solar or wind 

projects on unused tribal lands?  That foundation would also 

work on the side of the Hopi in their land disputes with the 

Navajo, including lobbying Washington.  All they need is the 

capital, and you can provide that.  And if the concession they 

have to make is accepting not the advocacy but the legality of 

nudity—quietly—under the guise of personal freedom—I think 

they might be willing to make it.” 

“Amanda, you may be a fucking genius,” Kieran said, 

nibbling on her earlobe. 

“Coconino is the smaller of the two in any case,” Mark 

ruminated.  “If we have an outright majority in La Paz, and a 
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strong position in Coconino anchored by the Hopi reservation 

and Sedona—” 

“Hold on; how do we get Sedona?” 

“Actually pretty easy.  We get the city council and tell the 

police not to enforce nudity laws, just like in La Paz.  Not 

encouraging it, simply allowing it.  If challenged by state or 

county authorities, we claim human rights and individual 

liberty, citing numerous precedents in state and international 

law.  That’s a fight that they don’t want to have, so if they can 

avoid it—and we won’t be flagrant about it—they will avoid it.  

We’ll also get progressive merchants in the town to join the 

Foundation’s business council, part of which will involve the 

designation of their establishments as nudist-friendly.  That will 

build us a base of acceptance to start with.  As for getting the 

council, all the votes cast for councilmembers in the last election 

came to barely seven thousand for a dozen candidates.  That 

gives us the chance to easily slip in a couple of our own 

nominees while courting established members as well.  Once La 

Paz is firmly flipped, we can afford to start expanding the 

Foundation’s buying operations into Sedona.” 

“Avalon will be in heaven.  She loves it here.” 

“This is our destination.  La Paz is just a stepping stone.  

Anyway, if I could finish my original thought without 

interruption—” 

“Sorry,” Kieran said exaggeratedly, while rolling his 

brother’s balls gently between his fingers.  Mark gritted his teeth 

and forged ahead. 

“If we have a double position in Coconino, Yavapai will 

be grasped between our operations here and in La Paz.  We will 

probably have a bunch of court decisions in our favor by that 

time.  A little quiet work behind the scenes should be enough to 

get a tacit acceptance from local government.  Meanwhile, Cibola 

will be eclipsed by Sedona as the premier nude vacation 

destination in the world.  All the curious youth of the Phoenix-



327 

 

Tucson area will flow up here for weekends and spring breaks.  

In the summer, college kids from all over the country will be 

drawn to the region—encouraged in part by the libertine ranches 

we’ll build, to attract the outdoorsy types.  Many will choose to 

relocate to Phoenix after graduation for that reason, for the 

convenience of being close to Sedona.  That will give us the 

Phoenix metro vote, and with that will come control of the 

legislature.” 

“Which will take the state laws off the books altogether,” 

Amanda concluded triumphantly.  “Arizona will suddenly have 

a level of social freedom comparable to Europe.  Crime will 

drop.  Water use will be diminished as people wear less clothing.  

Overall health will improve and pregnancy and STD rates will 

drop.  Emissions will go down as the Foundation’s solar projects 

kick in, along with those of its competitors.  Energy use overall 

will go down as people abandon air conditioning, realizing they 

don’t need artificial cooling if they’re not wearing clothes.  The 

rest of the country, all those social conservative Republicans and 

Democrats, will look furiously for something they can blame on 

the libertinism—and they won’t be able to find anything.  

Freedom works.” 

“When did this become a strategy about reforming the 

entire state and, presumably by extension, forcing changes in 

national laws?” Kieran wondered. 

“Oh, that’s always been in the background,” Mark said.  

“But this is the first time we’ve actually worked out what it 

would look like in detail.” 

“‘It’s a short day, and a big country.  We’ve got to move 

fast.’” 

“‘You’ve got to tell me when that’s going to happen!  Is 

this how you guys decide to go to war?’” 

“‘Will someone get her a cupcake or something?’” 
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“Mmmm, cupcakes,” Kieran said.  “Or muffins.”  He slid 

down Amanda’s body and licked her, flicking her folds expertly 

with his tongue. 

“No one knows how to kiss me like my brothers,” 

Amanda purred before Mark began an attack on her other set of 

lips.  The boys carried the trenches immediately and plunged 

into the thick of the battle without hesitation.  They were experts 

in bringing her to orgasm after a lifetime’s practice.  Their bodies 

fit together with perfect precision.  Mark, inflamed, thrust into 

her.  Kieran licked his brother’s cock as it slid within his sister, 

lubing it until it was so wet and slick that Mark was forced to 

stab harder and harder in search of adequate sensation.  Then he 

moved his tongue to her clit.  He eased her into a climax that 

surprised even her, and two others immediately thereafter. 

Mark drove deeper, and Kieran rose to his knees.  He fed 

his siblings his erection.  They hungered for it; their desire was 

overwhelming.  They fucked with smooth energy, their bodies 

like key and lock mated, their attention all on their brother’s taut 

shaft and slippery, dripping pink tip.  Amanda’s lips would 

flutter lightly across his cockhead while Mark’s tongue worked 

up and down its length.  Or they would reverse the order, or 

both work his head together, or his shaft.  It was a spectacular 

feeling, and it provided an equally gorgeous view.  Kieran shot 

his load all over their faces. 

In an instant he was bending over them, licking up his 

cum and feeding it to his lovers, their tongues a passionate 

tangle.  His own immediate need satisfied for the moment, he 

slid over to the other side of the sofa.  He admired the breadth 

and the curvaceous muscularity of their feet.  His lips caressed 

their toes, nibbled on their heels, planted kisses across their 

soles.  Amanda was cumming over and over again.  He sensed a 

sudden relaxation of tension in Mark as reflex took over and his 

prick became the most important part of his body, emptying 

itself inside Amanda’s warmth. 
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When Mark stopped convulsing, Kieran gently slid his 

cock out of Amanda’s pussy.  He tasted his brother’s cum 

dripping out of her even as Mark rolled over on his back, 

momentarily relaxed.  Amanda, however, was not.  She spread 

her legs and beckoned to him.  Kieran obliged her. 

Now it was Mark’s turn to admire the eroticism of his 

siblings, which he did for a while.  That gave way to wondering 

about what Carla was up to.  He’d not spent as much time with 

her as he would have liked, either.  And when he’d joked with 

Krit about it…well, it hadn’t been entirely a joke.  Carla really 

had been inseparable from him the whole time.  Their initial 

coupling reminded him of his own meeting with Moira.  Their 

obvious preference for each other reminded him of his own for 

Micah. 

He stood up and made his way to the playroom.  It was 

an old storage room at the very end of the building that his 

uncles had repurposed as young men.  They had an almost 

clinical approach to sex at times, but the orgasms their 

somewhat impersonal techniques produced were spectacular.  

Mark shivered, remembering the intensity of the two of them 

working his body.  Now Krit, a younger version of them, had 

Mark’s sister in there at his mercy. 

Mark stopped in the doorway, silent, and watched. 

Carla lay on her back in a sling, her limbs spreadeagled 

and bound.  Her skin glistened in the dim evening light.  A gag 

filled her mouth, a blindfold covered her eyes.  Between her legs 

stood Krit, his erection a magnificent arch.  He wasn’t touching 

it, though.  Sensuously, he sucked her toes into his mouth while 

playing a violet wand over her inner thighs.  Carla moaned, 

continuously, unceasingly, from the gentle stimulation.  Lean 

muscles stood out, sweating, on every part of her body from her 

nonstop efforts to convulse in response to the current.  Mark 

knew her reactions well.  If Krit had denied her all day, and was 
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doing this to her now, she would be desperate in a sense almost 

beyond her own understanding. 

He watched as Krit reached out and took a burning 

candle from a side table.  With extreme care, Krit held it over 

Carla, no longer teasing her with the wand, and let a single drop 

of wax fall directly onto her clit. 

She came, pressing harder against the bonds that allowed 

her almost no motion, her moans shifting to a higher key.  Krit 

did nothing.  He set the candle down and waited.  Gradually she 

quieted.  Only then did he pick up the wand once more and 

reapply it to her thighs.  He was in no hurry.  Hardly touching 

her, he made love to her, drowning her in a sea of desire and 

sensation produced by the most precise techniques.  At the right 

moment, when Carla was distracted, he flicked the bead of wax 

off her.  She squirmed, and almost came again, but it wasn’t 

enough.  Krit smiled and waited patiently.  His fingers caressed 

the candle. 

Mark backed away, unseen by them, shaken at the 

strength of his sister’s arousal and her willingness to be 

dominated.  She’d always been a vixen, and sometimes very 

kinky—but this?  Either she badly wanted to experience what 

Krit had to offer, or she intended to give herself to him in a very 

meaningful way. 

He thought about it the rest of the night, especially after 

neither of them reappeared later.  He thought about it when he 

woke up in the morning, and when he went downstairs to find 

Micah making orange banana smoothies. 

“Stop it,” his boyfriend said, kissing him and handing 

him a frosted glass.  Micah could see him brooding. 

“I don’t know how to feel about Carla and Krit,” Mark 

replied. 

“How do you feel?  Experiencing a little big brother 

protectiveness?” 
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“She was letting Krit treat her in a very extreme way last 

night.” 

“I saw some of it on the house cams.”  The playroom was 

fully wired for video, and all of them could check the feed at any 

time unless the camera had been physically turned off.  “It was 

an extraordinary scene.  Made me reconsider going to Folsom 

with you sometime.” 

“Well, yeah, it was hot,” Mark admitted.  “But there’s 

still a primitive little part of me that thinks he might have been 

taking advantage of her.  No safeword, no ball to drop—nothing.  

She came and came—but did she want to be made to cum like 

that?” 

Micah sighed.  “You know perfectly well that she wanted 

it, and that she deliberately put herself in that situation.  Also, 

you know Krit well enough to be sure he would never abuse her.  

He’s kinked, but a hundred percent safe.” 

“I know, I know.  The kinkiest people are the safest, most 

consensual, and most talented, on average.  An argument which 

applies equally to all of us.  But still…” 

“Will this change your mind?” Micah demanded, holding 

out his phone. 

Mark looked at the screen and blinked.  “They both 

updated their relationship status on Facebook.  To each other.” 

“Satisfied?” 

“Carla with a boyfriend?  Carla, who laughed at the 

suggestion she’d ever find a guy who could keep up with her?” 

“That’s the attraction.  Krit can.” 

“Wow.”  Mark shook his head.  “They were hot 

playmates, but as a couple, with her sexuality trained and 

channeled—holy shit!” 

A pair of hands tweaked his nipples from behind.  

“Pleased, brother dear?” 

Mark spun around on his stool and faced her.  “Actually, 

now that I think about it, I am.  Congratulations, sweetheart.”  
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Carla, radiant, actually blushed.  When Mark pulled her in for a 

hug and kiss, his morning erection sheathed itself inside her 

neatly.  She trembled from it. 

“A little sore this morning?” 

“Just a little.” 

“Why did you let him do that to you?” 

“I love him.  He understands me so well.” 

“And you wanted to trust yourself to him entirely?” 

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak, gasping a little 

as Mark made short, sharp thrusts into her. 

“Surrender can be a beautiful thing,” Mark reminded her 

quietly.  His fingers probed gently at her still-inflamed clit.  “As 

long as it’s an act of love.” 

“Mark, I want him…I need him…I have to give him the 

best loving of his life.  I have to!”  Her eyes were brimming with 

tears. 

“You do, sweetheart,” another voice whispered in her 

ear.  Her boyfriend’s hands encircled her breasts.  “I’ve never 

had anyone as abandoned as you.  Not even your incredible 

brother.” 

“Welcome to the family,” Mark winked.  He leaned over 

her and joined lips with Krit, still loving the older boy’s 

technique.  “Now you’re my brother, too.” 

“Thanks.”  Krit was unmistakably thrilled this morning.  

“I don’t know why, but…” 

“You don’t have to explain it.  I’m only glad that you two 

fit together.  I think you’ll be very good for her.” 

Carla came in his arms, her brother inside her, her lover 

stroking her body.  His own shaft looked painfully red and hard.  

Mark realized, with a shock, that he probably had not cum all 

night, if his priority had been pleasuring Carla until she was out 

of her senses. 

“Why don’t you take your boyfriend out to the pool?” he 

asked her.  “He looks like he could use some attention.” 
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“I love hearing you call him that,” Carla said with a little 

smile.  It curved upward into a naughty smirk.  “Yes, and I think 

I know exactly what he needs.”  She pulled off Mark, grasped 

Krit by his tender erection, and led him away. 

“Problem solved,” Micah said.  “Strawberries and 

Bradley cream?” 

“Bradley cream?  Really?” 

“Our uncles got up early and milked him dry.  I’m 

surprised we didn’t hear him moaning.” 

“Tasty,” Mark grinned.  Micah dipped the berry in the 

boy’s cum and fed it to Mark.  Now that their immediate needs 

had been satisfied, he loved taking the time to tease his 

boyfriend into a constant state of arousal through small, erotic 

additions to their everyday lives.  Besides, Bradley was a health 

nut and a fruit juice boy, and his seed tasted fantastic. 

They finished breakfast and went out to the pool.  

Amanda and Jess were sixty-nining on one of the chaises.  

Otherwise, the patio was deserted except for Krit on another 

lounge, with Carla crouched between his legs, worshiping his 

manhood. 

“I think they have the right idea,” Mark said, lying down 

next to the girls.  He realized they weren’t content with eating 

each other.  Amanda was working a zucchini in and out of Jess’s 

arsehole as she sucked her pussy, while Jess was feeding a 

considerably larger cucumber into Amanda’s cunt and licking 

her clit. 

“Don’t block my view,” Amanda muttered through a 

mouthful of Jess, pushing Mark’s leg out of the way.  They were 

clearly getting off on watching Krit being teased by his new 

girlfriend. 

“This is so weird,” Jess half-grunted, half-giggled 

between gasps.  “And feels so good.” 

“Nothing weird about it,” Micah said.  “For us, anyway.  

We all spent our teenage years putting vegetables up each 
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other’s asses a lot more often than we did dicks.  They don’t cost 

anything, they come in all sorts of sizes, and to clean up all you 

have to do is throw them away.  One hundred percent 

biodegradable.” 

“You talking about it reminds me that you and I haven’t 

done it in too long,” Mark smirked.  He plucked another 

zucchini from Amanda’s toy basket and covered it in oil, placing 

it against his cousin’s arse.  “Ready?”  

“Oh yeah,” Micah sighed, breaching his boyfriend’s hole 

with his own zucchini at the same time his lover entered him.  

He swallowed Mark’s cock and was rewarded with a steady 

trickle of precum.  A slight pressure of his finger on Mark’s 

perineum produced a stronger flow.  He drank it down, his 

attention likewise fixed on the scene across the pool. 

Carla pulled back.  Krit reached for her half-heartedly 

and she quieted him with an unheard word.  He knew it was 

part of the tease.  She reached for her backpack, which she must 

have fetched earlier, and rummaged through it, producing a pair 

of handcuffs.  Krit, basking in the sun, was completely unaware 

of her designs on him as he felt her sliding sensuously up his 

body—until the steel snapped on one of his wrists.  Before he 

could react, she dragged his arm across his body and locked his 

other wrist into the cuff.  Krit tried to sit up, but Carla leaped to 

her feet and pulled his wrists back.  She had the advantage of 

leverage, and in moments she had the handcuffs fastened to the 

frame of the chaise with a zip tie.  Krit couldn’t move.  His 

erection stood upright between his legs, throbbing, dripping. 

“Holy fuck!” Mark gasped, spitting out his boyfriend’s 

cock in astonishment.  It nearly took his eye out. 

It appeared that Krit, knowing himself to be well and 

truly caught, had resigned himself to his predicament.  He 

relaxed, following his girlfriend’s every move with his eyes.  On 

her part, she showed no inclination to rush things.  She took a 

collapsible spreader bar from her bag and expanded it, followed 



335 

 

by a pair of ankle cuffs.  Krit allowed her to secure his legs, not 

helping her, not resisting her, but letting her use him.  That task 

completed, she strung a cord through the spreader bar, stepped 

behind the chaise, and pulled.  Her boyfriend’s legs folded back 

smoothly, exposing his hairless hole and bubble butt.  She tied 

the cord off at the top of the chaise and returned to her bag.  The 

final touch she added was a leather cock strap.  The added 

tension it provided forced Krit’s cock to such hardness that even 

in his contorted position it remained rigid, arcing out from his 

torso, not touching it. 

Carla relaxed at the opposite end of the chaise and 

admired her work.  She gracefully lifted a foot and began to lick 

her own toes as she slid two fingers inside her slit.  On the other 

side of the pool, both girls climaxed watching her.  Witnessing 

her reduce Krit, perhaps the ultimate sexual stud, to a mere 

object of visual satisfaction was extremely erotic.  His beauty 

was intensified by the bondage, which turned him into living 

sculpture, nearly motionless. 

After she had cum twice, Carla fished one more item out 

of her bag.  It appeared to be a double-ended dildo with its two 

shafts set at an acute angle to one another.  Carla slid one end of 

the dildo into herself, very slowly, making sure that Krit was 

watching her, until it sank home and she clenched her cunt 

muscles around the taper at its base.  The other end of the dildo 

jutted out in front of her, precisely where her cock would have 

been if she’d had one.  It looked enormous on her small frame. 

“Wow,” Jess said throatily.  “Those dildos…they’re two 

copies of Krit’s cock they made the other day.  She’s going to 

fuck him and herself with his own dick at the same time…too 

fucking hot.”  She spasmed around Amanda’s tongue again. 

Oil dripped from Carla’s fingers as they played across 

the silicone shaft.  She touched them, wet, to Krit’s hole, and he 

inhaled deeply.  His gaze never left her face.  Placing a hand on 
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each of his ankles, she moved forward until her cock touched his 

hole. 

There was no hesitation in her thrusts.  She was secure in 

her dominance; she had done this before.  Each wobble of her 

hips sent her deeper inside him.  Krit groaned slightly.  Carla 

filled him until her bare groin touched his balls.  She fucked him 

steadily, keeping a rhythm at first.  Then she began to cum. 

None of the four witnesses to that coupling were ever 

able to agree on how many orgasms she endured while topping 

Krit.  As her arousal grew, she tried different speeds, different 

angles, different patterns.  She squirted until Krit’s ass and dick 

and the lounge beneath them were soaked.  It was fantastic for 

her, but blissful torture for him.  His cries mingled with hers.  

Precum poured over his abs—but her thrusting wasn’t consistent 

enough to give him an anal orgasm.  He was sweating, too, and 

trying somehow to fuck himself on her in spite of his restraints. 

Carla took pity on him.  She oiled a finger and placed it 

on the tender underside of his cocktip, his frenulum, teasing him 

and teasing him.  All the while she fucked him, cumming over 

his hole and balls.  Her clit was so hard that it rubbed constantly 

against his package.  It was difficult to tell where her orgasms 

began and ended.  Beneath her touch, her boyfriend engorged 

still further.  Krit’s breathing, normally so controlled, turned into 

a sprint for oxygen. 

His cumshot was like a plasma weapon firing: straight, 

searing lines that followed one another with hardly a pause.  He 

drenched himself in it.  Fascinated, Krit watched the shots cease, 

to be succeeded by a steady flow of cum, forced out of his prick 

by the pressure Carla was continuing to put on his prostate.  The 

feeling swept him up.  He actually screamed, and then passed 

out. 

Trembling, Carla let herself cool down.  She eased herself 

out of Krit and began to release him. 

“Should we help them?” Micah asked. 
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“No, she needs to finish this herself.”  Mark smiled.  

“They’re going to be very good for each other.” 
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Chapter 13 
 

 

“Any word from Kaitlin?” Krit asked. 

“She’s about ten minutes out,” Jeff said, glancing at the 

tracker on his computer screen.  “We should probably head over 

there.  You’re bouncing.” 

“I haven’t seen my dad in a couple of years.  Or the rest 

of my family.  I’m excited.”  Krit was, in fact, bouncing up and 

down on his toes. 

“‘A dozen new recruits to the cause,’” Mark quoted. 

“Six, actually, but who’s counting?” 

“Jeff is,” Micah volunteered.   

“You know I live for that whiteboard,” Jeff said, shaking 

a reproving finger at them as they made their way down the 

drive.  It might be snowing in Sedona, but Cibola was bathed in 

perpetual sun, with only a few small clouds visible in the north.  

“And Mark, I can see perfectly well what you’re doing.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Deliberately walking behind your boyfriend to admire 

his butt.” 

“But it’s such a nice butt,” Mark protested.  “And I’m so 

glad to have it back again.” 

“How’s Carla taking the separation?” Micah asked Krit. 

“Not too bad so far.  All the cybersex helps.” 

“I’m going to need to buy her a really fast little plane so 

she can spend weekends here,” Mark said.  “A Lancair IV.  
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That’ll do it in six hours or so.”  They passed the Adrianopolis 

house, where the occupants were already vegetating on the 

porch.  Mr. Adrianopolis was asleep with a pair of earbuds 

buzzing something into his skull.  Mrs. Adrianopolis gave them 

a languid wave, unfazed by their total lack of clothing, and 

returned her attention to the latest Danielle Steel.  “Incidentally, 

I want to replace all the Cessna 400’s with Lancairs.  They’ve got 

a fifty-knot speed advantage and a hundred and fifty miles more 

of range.  Sorry, Jeff.” 

Jeff shook his head.  “I should have thought of that.  I 

misremembered and thought the Cessna was a production 

version of the Lancair.  Stupid.” 

“We were busy then.” 

“We’re still busy.  Where’s everyone else today?” 

“Nick is doing physicals on the new arrivals from the 

reservation.  Katya is redrafting.  Avalon is out wooing another 

farmer.  Braden is still fending off interview requests.  I’m quite 

surprised we don’t have news crews camped out at the end of 

the drive.” 

“Location, location, location.  It pays to be out in the 

middle of nowhere.  Besides, nothing has happened yet.  Once 

we start organizing naked concerts on the banks of the Colorado, 

then the press will show up.  But even a naked earl isn’t very 

interesting when he doesn’t do anything.” 

The street they intended to use as an airstrip had been 

cleared of telephone poles and overhead lines.  Braden had seen 

to it that every public employee in the county had received a 

thoughtful Christmas gift, courtesy of the Foundation.  The poles 

had come down quite rapidly after the start of the new year.  

Beyond that street, there was dust and noise where some of the 

reservation youths were tearing down all the remaining 

permanent structures.  To one side, the terminal building was 

rising.  Katya, after three days on location, had thrown out a 

number of her designs for Cibola’s public buildings.  “Too 
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pristine,” she had said.  “Too ambitious, too showy.  

Mathematical fantasies with no place in real life.  And this is 

supposed to be very real.”  Overnight, she had redesigned a 

number of the structures, transforming them into low, solid 

structures with charmingly complex floor plans that reflected the 

ancient architecture of the region.  The new designs called for 

river and cliff stone quarried from the area.  They would 

harmonize perfectly with their surroundings.  Mark had 

accepted the changes immediately. 

“And this all used to be a big trailer park,” Micah said, 

reflecting on it.  “You guys have been busy.” 

“There she comes,” Jeff pointed.  The PC-12 looked black 

against the pale blue winter sky.  It circled around from the 

south and touched down on what had been the road, taxiing 

neatly to a stop near the soon-to-be terminal. 

“This is ridiculously convenient,” Micah observed. 

Jeff beamed at him.  “I know.  This is probably my 

personal favorite part of the project.” 

As the propeller on the Pilatus wound down, the door 

unlatched and folded open.  Kaitlin waved at them, then turned 

her attention to helping her passengers disembark.  First came a 

tall, lean man with broad shoulders and brilliantly blonde hair.  

His cock was partly engorged, with the foreskin withdrawn and 

the head glistening pink in the sunlight.  He was followed by a 

slender, lively woman, a brunette, with mischievous eyes that 

seemed to be everywhere at once.  She helped down two little 

girls of about ten years, and they were followed by another boy 

and girl who looked to be in their early teens.  None of them 

were wearing anything, and none of them seemed the least 

perturbed by it. 

Krit stepped up to the man.  “Hi, Dad.” 

“Hello, Krit.”  The older man folded his son in his arms.  

“You feel good.  You look great!  Do we get to meet this new 

girlfriend of yours?” 
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“She’s at school right now.  Hopefully in a few weeks.  

Hi, Therese.”  Krit kissed his stepmother, who looked barely 

older than he was, in a way that was more than merely 

affectionate, and she returned it.  Then his siblings were all over 

him, the taller ones jumping on him, the younger ones clinging 

to his legs.  It was endearing. 

“All right, settle down,” their father said.  His English 

was almost accentless.  “Krit, why don’t you go ahead?” 

“Right,” Krit said.  “Okay, everybody, this is my dad, 

Kristian, and my stepmom, Therese.  This is Stefan”—the boy—

“and Ragna”—the older girl—“and the twins, Ella and Marta.  

This is Mark—Lord Corran—who set the Foundation up.  That’s 

his boyfriend and cousin, Micah.  And that’s Jeff, who’s the 

Spock of the operation.  He sits behind the scenes and schemes.  

Kaitlin you already know.” 

“Mark, I’m very pleased to finally meet you in person,” 

Kristian said.  “Thank you for giving us this opportunity.” 

“How could I not?  The obligation is all on my side, that 

you’re willing to make such a bold move with your whole 

family.  Great for the project.”  They were feeling up each other’s 

torsos, with restraint, but still with definite attraction.  Kristian 

bent and kissed Mark.  It was an unusual sensation for the 

younger boy, being made to feel like the small one in a pairing.  

He enjoyed it. 

“It will be wonderful for our family,” Therese put in, 

smiling.  Her accent was more complex than her husband’s.  “A 

very healthy environment, and one which is not possible even in 

most parts of Europe.  Stefan in particular has been looking 

forward to it.” 

“Good for him!” Mark said, holding out his hand to 

Krit’s brother.  “Welcome aboard!” 

“Thanks,” Stefan said coolly.  He was less than a head 

shorter than the older boy, and looked Mark over intently.  “Krit 
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told me all about you.  But you’re even more beautiful in 

person.” 

“Thank you.  You’re very forthright.” 

“I’ve always preferred the Noel Coward approach: ‘I find 

you terribly attractive and I would very much like to go to bed 

with you.’” 

“Good choice.  It saves a lot of time.” 

“It does.  Is that a yes?” 

Mark chuckled.  “We’ll see.”  He pecked Stefan lightly on 

the lips.  The boy grinned back at him. 

“Hi,” said Ragna brightly.  “Are there any gold mines 

here?” 

“You mean on Foundation land?  I don’t know.  There 

could be.  In this area, absolutely.  Quartzsite was a huge gold 

mining town a century ago.  Jeff, do we own any gold mines 

yet?” 

“Not yet,” Jeff replied.  “That’s something we need to 

start picking up, though.  The old mining claims so no one can 

try to use them to build industrial operations nearby to harass 

us.”  Ragna looked excited at the thought. 

The twins solemnly shook hands with Mark.  They were 

much more interested in their new surroundings than in a bunch 

of grownups, and Kristian noticed it.  “Krit, why don’t you show 

your brother and sisters around Cibola?  We’ll drop off our bags 

and meet you later.” 

“Okay,” Krit said.  “Everyone ready?”  There was an 

enthusiastic chorus of assent from the younger Norwegians, who 

took off after him in a bunch. 

“You didn’t bring much,” Micah said, taking a large 

duffel bag from Kaitlin. 

“We have a few crates being shipped, but we’ve never 

accumulated very many belongings.  We didn’t bother to bring 

clothes, naturally, and that saves a lot of packing.” 
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“It’s wonderful how uninhibited they are,” Jeff 

remarked, watching the retreating kids. 

“None of us ever wear clothes at home.”  Therese was 

very positive on that point.  “Or outdoors, weather and 

circumstances permitting.  They’re used to it.” 

“Therese practically lived at Michelet as a girl, and we 

still spend summers there,” Kristian explained.  “They hate 

winter because they have to put clothes on.”  He raised an 

eyebrow, ruefully.  “You have no idea of the response that I got 

when I suggested we move to a place where it was always 

summer!” 

“I can imagine,” Jeff said.  He had a nostalgic look on his 

face.  “Lucky little buggers.  They certainly didn’t waste any 

time.” 

“Not once they saw your pilot strip down.  That’s a very 

nice touch, by the way.  And after that, I said they might as well 

take advantage of the flight to join the mile high club.  None of 

them have ever had the opportunity before.” 

“I hope they did.” 

“All of them.” 

“And you?” 

“We renewed our membership,” Kristian smiled.  

“Therese wanted to go up to the cockpit and tackle Kaitlin as 

well, but she was distracted by me, I’m afraid.” 

“An omission I’ll be happy to remedy later,” Therese 

assured Kaitlin, running her hand over the younger woman’s 

arse. 

“I’d like that,” Kaitlin said coyly, returning her eager 

look. 

“She’s terribly amusing.  Wherever did you find her?” 

“She fucked one of the boyfriends of a girl who also 

fucked my sister,” Mark explained. 
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“The same way you found us through Krit,” Kristian 

said.  “That’s your process for building a libertine community.  

Personal connections.  Gathering them into a single network.” 

“Sex degrees of separation,” Jeff punned.  “Most of us 

know at least one or two other likely people.  It’s a mere matter 

of concentration.” 

“This place is all we can offer now,” Mark apologized, 

leading them up the path to one of the few remaining 

manufactured homes.  “But we’re working out a plan to build 

the first group of farms, and you’ll have one of those.  Some of 

our people are using the other trailers and houses temporarily.  

These will all come down in the near future.” 

“We get to build our own houses, yes?” Kristian 

confirmed. 

“Absolutely.  In fact, you have to.  Some of the kids here 

have construction experience, but we have no professional 

contractors.  And frankly, we don’t want any as such.  Cibola is 

supposed to be a revolt against specialization.  A place where 

polymaths and generalists are the norm.  Much more practical 

and survivable.” 

“Double beds?” Therese asked, practically, as they 

entered the house. 

“Braden saw to that,” Jeff nodded.  “Do your kids sleep 

as a group?” 

“Often, but sometimes they pair off.  They play together 

regularly, but the age gap makes some difference in how they 

socialize with each other.  Krit showed us some of the designs 

your architect has come up with, and of course we’ll build 

something with a family sleeping platform, no bedrooms.”  

Kristian piled the bags into one corner of the master bedroom. 

 “And a swimming pool,” Jeff added. 

“Wouldn’t that be a waste of water?” Therese asked.  

“This is the desert.” 
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“Fortunately we have the Colorado nearby, not yet 

impounded,” Mark pointed out.  “And all the water rights that 

came along with the former industrial cropland.  A small 

swimming pool contains about as much water as is needed to 

produce only a few bushels of grain, remember.  And they 

weren’t growing grain here, they were growing cotton, which is 

an even thirstier crop.  There’s plenty of water for all our 

subsistence and sporting and recreational needs now that 

commercial farming is no longer wasting it all.  In fact, we’ll be 

using much less than we have the right to take in order to start 

putting public pressure on other users of the Colorado.  I’m 

afraid, though, you will have a lot of drip-feed irrigation to pull 

out before you can even get started on soil refurbishment.” 

“Do you have an overall plan for crop selection?” 

“No, not at all.  Check your tenancy agreement with the 

Foundation—I assume Krit sent you one—and you’ll see that it 

encourages tenants to grow the crops of their choice, provided 

that they do not pollute or deplete the soil.  To do that, you’ll 

have to use compost or crop rotation or an alternative to 

chemical fertilizers, but what method you choose is your call.  

All we do is help set up the initial conditions.  After that, 

responsibility for keeping the farms in operation rests with you 

and your neighbors.  If you want something, grow it.  Don’t be 

ruled by the market.”  They had left the house and paused at the 

entrance to Mark’s driveway, and Micah raced up it to fetch the 

Jeep. 

“But pollution, in your understanding,” Therese 

continued, “or I should say, in the Foundation’s understanding, 

includes such things as plastic pipes and irrigation hoses.” 

“Yes.  Merely organic isn’t good enough.  There are 

physical as well as chemical problems with conventional 

farming.  The microscopic flecks of plastic that get into every 

particle of soil and water are perhaps the largest.  We’re going to 

eliminate that from the start.  Nothing that isn’t renewable.” 
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“What about biodegradable plastic drip lines?” Kristian 

suggested as they climbed into the car.  He and Therese took 

opposite ends of the back seat, sandwiching Mark in the middle 

between them.  “Eventually they would dissolve and leave 

irrigation channels in the soil.” 

“The channels would reseal quickly, though, and we’d 

have to tear up large areas to replace them.  That’s an industrial 

task.  I don’t know if it’s suited to small farms.  But if you want 

to try it and see if it can be done effectively, go for it.  I’d be 

curious to find out.” 

“It is still a very experimental technology, but I have 

done some research into it.  How large are these parcels?” 

“We’re aiming for ten to twenty acres.  Enough for you to 

have some arable land, some pasture of your own, a small 

orchard or vineyard, some biomass or fuel crops.  Room to 

expand if the next generation grows.  And no crowding by 

neighbors.  Of course, you’re welcome to share and swap land 

with them if you want to.” 

“I’m very much in favor of room to expand,” Kristian 

said thoughtfully.  He looked down at Mark’s prick, which 

swelled rapidly in his palm.  “Krit told us he started dating your 

sister.” 

“They seem very well suited to one another.  And they 

had a terrific Christmas together.” 

“His last girlfriend was simply going through a phase,” 

Therese said, pausing in her tonguing of Mark’s cockhead.  “She 

wanted to, as the English say, sow her wild oats, then settle 

down to monogamy.  Can you imagine Krit monogamous?” 

“Not in a million years,” Mark agreed.  He skinned back 

Kristian’s foreskin and polished his glans with the precum 

seeping from it.  The Norwegian’s erection was enormous.  At 

least nine inches, probably more.  Kristian spread his legs, 

grinding it up into Mark’s hand, and kissed him, hard, at the 

same time Therese went down on him. 
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“I like this family,” Micah grinned in the front seat. 

“I can tell.”  Jeff was admiring Micah’s erection, already 

beading precum.  “Have I told you lately what a beautiful cock 

you have?” 

“You did yesterday, but I’m always open to being 

reassured.” 

“You have a beautiful cock.” 

“Thank you.  I can think of at least one way it would look 

better.” 

“I wonder if it’s the same way I had in mind.” 

“Why don’t you show me?” 

Jeff turned sideways in his seat and slipped his 

moccasins off.  “Was it like this?”  He trapped Micah’s shaft 

between his bare soles. 

“Yes!” Micah hissed, gripping the steering wheel with 

sudden vehemence.  “Fuck, you’re ridiculously good at that.” 

“Lots of practice with a boyfriend who likes it as much as 

yours does.  Eyes on the road, please.” 

“We haven’t got that much farther to go.” 

“I want your dick hard and leaking when we get out.” 

“Like your boyfriend’s always is?  He hangs out around 

those farm boys all the time, their naked bodies wet under the 

desert sun.  He basically never stops dripping.” 

“Stop.  You’re making me want him bad right now.” 

“There’s your chance.”  Micah pulled the Jeep into a 

makeshift parking lot.  Ahead, he could see Braden, clipboard in 

hand, discussing something with two of the reservation boys. 

“You know,” Jeff said, still footing Micah, “if Mark and 

Braden didn’t exist…” 

“You’d be in my bed in a heartbeat.” 

“You’d be in mine.” 

Micah smirked.  “Not likely.”  He picked up Jeff’s foot 

and spit on his sole.  Before the silver stream could drip off, he 
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slid Jeff’s moccasin back on, trapping his spit against Jeff’s skin.  

“Give Braden a kiss from me.” 

“You have to give me one for him, first,” Jeff objected.  

He reached for Micah and their tongues folded softly together.  

“Mmmmm.  That was nice.” 

“I love you.” 

“I love you, too.”  Jeff smiled back at him before climbing 

out of the car.  Micah watched as he trotted over to the other 

blonde, his erection leading the way.  Braden’s eyes widened, 

but his own cock sprang to attention in response.  He watched 

Jeff kiss Braden twice, then immediately drop to his knees and 

start blowing him.  It was heartwarming.  And extremely 

exciting to watch.  Micah shook himself out of his reverie and 

climbed out. 

“First floor!” he announced, wrenching the rear door 

open.  “Cigars, cigarettes, lingerie, hardware!”  Kristian had 

been leaning against the door and nearly fell out of the car, an 

adventure that would have involved dragging Mark and 

Therese after him, since they were all still connected. 

“Hardware, indeed,” Kristian reflected, stroking Micah’s 

erection gently with his fingertips.  “This is very much like 

home, only better.” 

“Our architect is Danish and thinks that Danes get more 

sex than Norwegians.” 

“I’m sorry to say that studies do tend to support her 

argument.  But personally, we’ll make every effort to refute it.” 

“This is where you’ll be doing a lot of it,” Jeff said, 

breathing deeply. 

Around them, bare fields stretched away to where the 

curve of the levee blocked their view of the Colorado.  There 

were clumps of trees dotting the landscape, and in the distance, 

a simple bridge on very utilitarian pylons crossing the river. 

“That could pose a problem,” Therese said, gazing at the 

bridge. 
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“Not really.  That bridge is the only convenient 

connection to paved roads for Cibola at this point.  We’re 

working with the county to reroute the streets that connect with 

it on this side.  We have no objection to paying for whatever’s 

necessary in that direction.  As long as we can keep our riverside 

frontage and avoid having tourists driving through the reserve 

and then trying to complain.  All these little dirt roads are going 

away.” 

“And you’re planting more trees.”  Kristian strolled in 

that direction, his hardon preceding him.  Nearby, a truck crew 

was setting a date palm in place. 

“The idea is to surround the farms with trees.  Give them 

shelter, make them seem more like discreet communities, each 

with its own character.  Contribute food and materials to the 

community without investing a lot of long-term resources.  And 

help trap water, of course.” 

“Besides, a nice forest is a great place to play,” Micah 

added. 

“And,” Mark said practically, “the more obstacles we can 

place between an outsider and all the promiscuous sex that’s 

going on, the fewer risks we run.” 

“What about water for mature trees?  This is the Sonoran 

Desert, after all.” 

“We thought of that.”  Mark nodded to where a drilling 

rig was boring into the ground.  “In some cases we’re sinking 

individual wells under each tree.  They go down quick in this 

alluvial soil, so it’s not too much of a problem.  We pack the 

wells with bamboo fiber, which takes a long time to decay and 

acts as a wick to draw water up to the roots of the tree, which 

will also grow down into the well over time.  In others, a simple 

waterbox to trap moisture more efficiently is all we need.  Also, 

we’re choosing drought-tolerant species: palms, cedars, 

mesquite, olive, eucalyptus, pines.” 
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“Very ingenious,” Therese said.  “Will the orchards have 

similar wells?” 

“That depends on whether the tenants want them.  The 

Foundation is going to keep the drilling rigs on hand for tree 

planting.  It may or may not be necessary this close to the river, 

as long as you have regular watering.” 

“One is tempted to think of the Foundation as a sort of 

commune or kibbutz instead of a manor.” 

“That’s what it will eventually become.  I can’t keep the 

thing going forever as a centrally-run project, and I don’t want 

to.  The intent is for Foundation tenants to form a self-sustaining 

model community.  One where the needs of existence are 

minimized, labor is scaled down to supply only those needs, and 

the remainder of life is devoted to pleasure, creativity, and 

scholarship.” 

“Krit told us you were engaged,” Kristian said.  They 

were walking down an avenue that cut apparently at random 

across one of the fields and was delineated only, apart from its 

wear, by lines of string hung on stakes.  “Congratulations, by the 

way.  I understand you’re also going to be a father.  He 

mentioned that your fiancee and her parents will be here part of 

the time, and that they’re in the arts and literature.  Take them as 

an example.  How do artists and writers fit into the sharing 

economy of Cibola?” 

“They have to be good,” Mark chortled.  “Or it might be 

more accurate to say that they have to produce work that their 

fellow Cibolans will appreciate.  The whole idea is that most 

Cibolans should be able to supply their basic needs through 

simple subsistence agriculture, supplemented by occasional 

hunting and gathering, and that they should be able to do so 

easily enough to have sufficient leisure time for most of them to 

produce worthwhile work as artists or artisans or scientists or 

scholars or athletes.  But for those who devote themselves solely 

to the arts, there will be two outlets.  First, selling their works to 
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tourists.  While Cibola remains the largest nudist colony in the 

world, people will come here.  That gives a large external 

market.  Artists will also function within the community, taking 

payment in barter.  For example, if you wanted your entire 

house decorated with murals, you’d agree with your painter on 

terms of trade.  The painter gets to eat and do what he loves; you 

get beautiful artwork in exchange for something you grew in 

your garden.  Musicians, writers, and actors can be supported by 

the community in return for providing entertainment.  Scholars 

and researchers will be supported by those who are actually 

interested in their work and want to contribute to it.  A free 

room or a place to sleep, a basket of fruit each week, a ride or 

flight if they need to travel.  Maybe a chemistry teacher will 

make medicine for the community when he’s not teaching.  All 

sorts of deals are possible.  The world functions due to little 

deals that are poorly described in any economic theory.  Cibola 

is going to acknowledge them.” 

“And the effect will be to encourage an outpouring of 

creativity,” Therese said.  “Substantial creativity, producing art 

that people would actually want.  Artists whose work is all 

pretense simply will not survive.” 

“What about internet access?” Kristian inquired.  “I 

noticed that you’re removing all the overhead lines.” 

“We’re moving to wireless transmitters.  Or people can 

buy cellular modems.  And the entire operation will run on 

localized solar and wind power, so no need for power poles.  

Internet supplied free by the Foundation, of course—and on an 

encrypted network.  Jeff is also looking into building a local 

communications network running on its own radio frequency.” 

“And this is going to be a street?  It’s a very broad street.” 

“Another unique aspect of Cibola.  It will not only be the 

world’s largest nudist community, but the world’s largest 

aviation community.  All roads will be at least wide enough to 

accommodate a standard-size airplane.  You can park it at your 
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farm and taxi it to the runway from anywhere within the 

complex.  And you can build your own planes mostly from 

wood you grew yourself and fuel them with biofuel made from 

plants you or your neighbors grew.” 

“This will be very cool in the desert heat,” Therese said 

appreciatively.  “Particularly if you line the streets with cedars.  

They’ll shade it in the morning and afternoon and hide the 

houses as well.” 

“That was the plan.” 

Kristian turned aside from the road and walked some 

distance into a field.  He looked around him, sizing it up. 

“This is marked as a lot, yes?” 

“Yes.”  Mark peered at the stake back by the road.  “And 

it’s not spoken for yet.” 

“This one?” Kristian asked Therese. 

She took in the orange bluffs to the south, the sweep of 

the avenue that had yet to be planted, the great central area that 

would become a common surrounded by homes.  “I like this.  As 

long as the kids agree.” 

“It’s yours,” Mark said.  “‘I’ll tell Krit and he can bring 

them by to get their opinion.” 

Kristian spread his legs slightly, squeezing his bare feet 

into the soil.  He closed his eyes and breathed deeply.  His cock, 

never fully soft, swelled again in response to his mental 

command.  Inflated, it was massive, hanging horizontally due to 

its great weight.  Therese moved closer to him.  So did Mark and 

Micah.  Nevertheless, for a few minutes, none of them did 

anything.  It was enough to stand and admire each other’s 

bodies, and to let the tension among the four of them build. 

Micah moved first, applying his lips to Kristian’s nipple.  

Mark followed suit from his other side.  Their combined tongues 

made the Norwegian’s manhood bob madly.  He ran strong 

hands over their soft, hairless arses, massaging the muscle 

beneath the skin, fingering their tight little holes.  Precum flowed 



353 

 

freely from his pricktip.  His wife had teased him mercilessly in 

the plane, wanting him to make a virile first impression on their 

son’s employer.  Now he had two stunning boys working him 

over while his wife watched and calmly ran a finger over her 

pussy lips.  Therese saw his hunger.  She took one step forward.  

Waited.  Another.  Another wait.  She knelt and watched his 

cock drool, gently fingering herself.  Her mouth inched towards 

it.  The boys, noticing what she was doing, held Kristian back, 

preventing him from thrusting. 

When Therese was ready, she put out her tongue and 

caught the precum leaking from her husband.  She looked up at 

him lovingly, not moving, but letting him feed her at his own 

pace.  Drop by drop, his juices leaked onto her tongue and ran 

back into her throat.  Here was the origin of the legend of the 

vampire and succubus, that thing feared by man down through 

the millennia: woman feeding upon him, sucking out his life 

force, weakening him for her own pleasure.  The Albertians, too 

squeamish about sex to acknowledge its existence except when 

absolutely necessary, famously recast the vampire as a 

bloodsucker, but it was really fellatio that they had in mind.  The 

vampire was not meant to be taken literally, but as an analogy 

for the horrors of sexual promiscuity, and the crosses, wafers, 

and the like were intended as symbols of the power of 

conventional morality to defeat demoniacal erotic behavior.  

Here there was none of that.  Therese’s morality, like that of her 

husband, included the tenet that love, in all its aspects, was a 

virtue and not a vice.  So she fed on him, and he nourished her, 

and each sought to sate the other.  Eventually. 

Slowly her tongue rose until it touched his frenulum.  

The tip moved back and forth, scratching him on the single most 

sensitive spot on his body.  Kristian hissed and tried to slip his 

rod into her mouth, to end the tease.  Mark grabbed his neck 

firmly and kissed him, hard.  His prick, unrelieved, trickled even 

more.  Without breaking into her rhythm, Therese came, letting 
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her cum drip onto the soil.  Moving up, she probed at her 

husband’s slit.  His cockhead had grown to the size of a small 

apricot, its ridge angry and red.  The boys had switched off; 

Micah was now making out with Kristian, while Mark expertly 

tormented his nipples.  Therese swirled her tongue over her 

husband’s glans.  The friction between the two surfaces was 

exquisite.  She closed her eyes and came a second time. 

Kristian was struggling for real.  It had been a long flight, 

with an inconvenient layover, and he’d been given no chance to 

cum on any of the planes, even though his fingers were still 

sticky from all the climaxes he’d given his wife beneath her 

blanket.  For a few seconds, Therese toyed with the idea of 

having the boys pin him down so she could tease him at her 

leisure.  But she wanted more, too.  Fingers were simply not 

enough. 

She rocked back on her heels and turned over, arching 

her back.  The boys released Kristian.  He seized her hips, but let 

only the head of his prick penetrate her, in spite of his body 

trembling with desire. 

“Merde!” Therese swore.  Her husband had been fucking 

her for nearly a decade and a half, and yet the initial shock was 

still always there.  A keening sound came from her lips as he 

filled her.  She could smell the soil and feel it beneath her, 

making their mating seem more natural than any indoor 

coupling. 

“You don’t get off that easily,” Mark said wryly.  He 

presented his cock to Kristian, who swallowed it immediately.  

He was exceptionally coordinated.  He could worship Mark’s 

erection with enthusiasm, playing tantalizingly with the boy’s 

foreskin, while still spearing his wife with energy.  As if that 

weren’t enough for him, one of his hands was busy toying with 

her clit.  Mark could feel her cumming beneath them, her tension 

transmitted at second hand to his shaft.  He looked over at his 
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boyfriend, who was leaning back, legs braced firmly, while 

Therese treated his prick like a lollipop. 

“You’re so beautiful when you’re mouth-fucking a stud,” 

Micah said huskily.  “So masculine.” 

Mark stroked his cheek.  “Come here and kiss me.”  

Micah did. 

None of them noticed the quiet buzzing of a drone that 

drifted overhead from the direction of California.  It descended, 

circled them, and loitered off to one side, its iridescent purple 

eye turned unceasingly in their direction.  In a couple of 

minutes, it went aloft again and retreated towards the river. 

Kristian exploded inside his wife and kept fucking her.  

After having been denied orgasm for nearly two days, his 

refractory period was practically zero. 

“You have to try her,” Micah said breathlessly, clinging 

to his boyfriend, nose to nose.  “Every time she cums…oh my 

God…” 

“Let’s switch,” Mark said.  They did.  The moment they 

withdrew, Kristian and Therese began shouting.  Loudly.  It 

echoed.  The boys quickly gagged them again. 

“You’re right,” Mark sighed.  Therese was convulsing 

around his cock.  Each time she came, it hit her harder.  It was 

intensely arousing to watch—and to feel.  She was no longer 

teasing.  She wanted to be filled.  Mark desperately pressed his 

lips to his boyfriend’s as he felt the cum rise in his balls.  It was a 

plentiful load, he knew; the motions of Therese’s throat while 

she gulped it down made him keep shooting.  His dick softened, 

and she nursed it, making him sob into Micah’s mouth in the 

pleasure-that-is-pain.  Micah bucked, blowing his own load in 

response to Kristian’s skillful lip-work on just the very top two 

inches of his erection.  He pulled out and kissed Kristian, a 

gesture that made the big Norwegian cum a second time, setting 

off Therese yet again.  Semen leaked out of her, his seed joining 

hers on the soil of their land. 
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“Switch,” Mark called dizzily, having snowballed what 

was left of his own load with Therese.  He traded the taste with 

her husband, and then Kristian pulled her upright and kissed 

her with fervor. 

“My poor boyfriend,” Micah said, mock-sadly.  He 

cupped Mark’s half-hardon in his hands.  “That post-orgasm 

torture was rough on you.  I knew she’d do it well.” 

“Then why are you doing it more?” Mark gasped.  He 

tried to move away, and Micah promptly encircled his balls with 

a couple of fingers. 

“Stay.  Good boy!” 

“Fuck!” Mark screamed.  His cock sprang back to 

attention thanks to Micah’s skilled manipulations.  It ached, 

though.  He gritted his teeth to half-laugh, half-cry through the 

sensations.  Micah was not being especially gentle. 

“You’re extra handsome when you’re needy,” Micah 

teased him.  “I adore you.” 

“Can we stop by sometime and watch you boys?” 

Kristian asked, helping his wife off his prick and rising himself.  

“You could sell tickets, you know.” 

“You should have a weekly community sex night,” 

Therese suggested as she brushed herself off.  In spite of the fact 

that she’d been screaming only minutes ago, she showed no sign 

of having been ravaged, apart from her dripping slit.  “Not 

participatory, but each week, a couple or group volunteers to go 

up on stage to display their lovemaking skills.  No voting or 

anything like that.  Sharing for the love of sharing.” 

“Good idea,” Kristian said.  “But that brings up another 

question: where does prostitution fit in the Cibolan scheme?” 

“It doesn’t.  Paying for sex is antithetical to the very 

concept of Cibola.  Sex is a gift of love.  You can’t buy a gift, or it 

loses its nature and its value.  And if you make love only to 

demand something in return, that’s not love, because you’re 

trading, not giving.  We’re not going to try to prevent Cibolans 
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from selling sex if they want to, probably largely to tourists who 

don’t know any better, but if we find out that someone is a 

career sex worker, we won’t pick them to live here in the first 

place.  They don’t share our values.” 

“That doesn’t apply to erotic models, presumably,” 

Therese said.  They were walking back towards the road. 

“Not if they’re genuine exhibitionists and not trying to 

sell sex out of here, no,” Mark shrugged.  “Selling a picture of 

yourself having sex is no different from selling any other picture 

you took, or any book you wrote, or any song you composed.  

It’s selling a piece of paper or a set of electrons.  On the other 

hand, people who only have sex or are promiscuous for the 

purposes of filming aren’t really serious exhibitionists.  They 

need to be in it for the love of the beauty and sex itself.” 

“Stefan certainly has that attitude.  His dream is to do his 

first adult shoot on his eighteenth birthday.” 

“That would be incredible.  Might be tough to work out if 

he wants to do it professionally, since producers would be 

scared to even talk to him before that, but maybe we can help 

him.  I’ve got a few friends in the industry.  Including one couple 

who is very talented both behind and in front of the camera.” 

“I’ve noticed you and your friends wearing moccasins in 

a couple of the photos Krit has sent us, but I see you don’t really 

need them,” Kristian observed, looking down pointedly at 

Mark’s bare feet, tanned and strong, gripping the soil with each 

step.  “You have beautiful soles, by the way.  I’m very much 

looking forward to sucking your toes.” 

“Thanks,” Mark said, giving him a quick kiss.  “As am I 

yours.  But that’s exactly why I wear moccasins sometimes.  I’m 

comfortable barefoot, I enjoy it.  I don’t need to wear shoes and 

most of the time I don’t.  And there’s nothing sexier than a 

barefoot guy or girl.  But what happens if I’m barefoot all day 

and you want to start licking me?  My Mojave ancestors didn’t 

indulge in foot play, so they didn’t need to wear moccasins for 
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sexual convenience.  But I and most of my friends do, so we 

wear them now and then to save on cleanup.” 

“So if you’re barefoot, you’re not expecting to be sexual?” 

Therese asked humorously. 

“I’m always expecting to be sexual.  It merely limits my 

options in some cases.” 

“A footjob from someone wearing those thin leather 

moccasins would feel superb,” Kristian speculated.  Mark 

chuckled. 

“It does.  Micah and I have some pairs we use only for 

sex.  He makes all of them, so we’re never in short supply.” 

“Micah, do you think you could demonstrate your 

technique on me one day?” Kristian asked, smiling at the boy. 

“I’d love that,” Micah said.  His cock twitched visibly.

 “Going barefoot in nature isn’t what soils your feet the 

most, anyway,” Therese commented.  “The soot and rubber left 

behind on roads, and the tar oozing out of the asphalt are the 

things that blacken and stain.” 

“Exactly,” Micah agreed.  “Arizona dirt in most places is 

the opposite.  It’s great for barefooting since it’s dry, fine, and 

doesn’t stick much.  Moccasins around here are only really 

necessary for trips that involve rocks or thorns.  Once we get rid 

of all this gravel laid down for cars, they’ll be pretty much 

unneeded.  For thousands of years, no one in Arizona wore 

anything except sandals for long-distance travel until moccasins 

evolved a few centuries ago.” 

“Speaking of staying clean, how would you two like a 

shower and a swim after your flight?” Mark offered. 

“Very much,” Therese said.  “And then, perhaps, a few 

more orgasms.” 

“That can be arranged.” 

“And Krit also said you had lovely things to smoke,” 

Kristian added. 
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“We do.  That’s largely Jeff’s initiative.  He’s a true 

connoisseur.” 

“He and Braden must have exhausted themselves and 

gone home,” Micah said, pointing ahead of them.  Braden’s 

Porsche was no longer parked where it had been.  “Or they 

didn’t exhaust themselves and went home to finish the job.” 

“Let’s go and see,” Mark said.  They piled back into the 

Jeep. 

It turned out that Braden had been exhausted, but not 

Jeff.  Braden was lying sprawled out on one of the lounges by the 

pool, dozing.  Jeff stood on the other side of the patio, gently 

fucking Katya from behind while his hands wandered over her 

breasts and his lips nibbled her all over.  She was rocking on the 

cusp of orgasm, and when both Kristian and Therese kissed her 

at the same time, to acknowledge Mark’s introduction, she came. 

“Are all your people this charming and hedonistic?” 

Therese inquired, hot water streaming over her lithe body and 

relaxing its tension. 

“So far, yes.  That’s our goal.  To find and accumulate 

good people who love having sex.” 

“About the children.  You do not yet have a school here?” 

“Not so far.  We were hoping that with your background 

in languages and literature, you could handle some of that work, 

or perhaps teach at Cibola College once it opens if you prefer.  

Our doctor is willing to take some of the science courses for a 

startup school, and Jeff has taught intermittently.  And Kaitlin is 

a flight instructor, and we intend to make pilot training part of 

the curriculum.  Also we have plenty of athletes to run the sports 

side.” 

“Yes, Krit mentioned that.  It’s work I enjoy, but as I 

understand it, you have no children here but ours thus far.” 

“Nick—the doctor—is thinking of bringing his nephew 

over from Saint Barts.  Philippe is very much like his uncle, and 

apparently that doesn’t go over well with the rest of the family.  
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Also, several of the young people from the reservation have 

siblings who want to join them.  Setting up a school eliminates a 

powerful argument against their presence.” 

“To be honest, I am somewhat concerned that Stefan and 

Ragna will not be getting the sexual experience they need at 

their age.  Especially with only each other and the twins for 

practice.  And the difference in their characters makes it more 

difficult.  Stefan loves sex; Ragna loves the encyclopedia.  She’ll 

be the first in line to volunteer if you build a library.  Not that 

she won’t have sex in the aisles now and then, but on average, 

she’d prefer to read the books.  She loves her brother dearly, but 

often he’s not her priority.” 

“It’s a valid concern.  We’ll have to pay attention to 

recruiting families in order to get a good social balance working 

from the start and give the kids plenty of peers to explore with.  

By the way, how many languages do you speak?” 

“Besides French—I was born in France—Norwegian, and 

English, I am also fluent in Spanish, Italian, and Latin.” 

“No German?” 

Therese’s nose wrinkled.  “German is not a language.  It 

is a collection of honks.” 

Jeff chuckled.  He had joined them under the shower.  

Katya, partially satisfied, but only partially, was reclining on the 

lounge near Braden, a speculative gleam in her eye as she 

decided how to awaken him.  “My old witchcraft professor used 

to say that French is Latin for ignorant Germans.” 

“Then he needed a spell cast on him,” Therese retorted, 

allowing her husband, already dry, to envelop her in a large and 

fluffy towel.  The combination of evaporation and abrasion left 

her nipples hard and her clit exposed.  “Pardon me.  I think I 

have a promise to keep.”  She strolled off in the direction of 

Kaitlin, who had come out of the offices and was obviously eye-

fucking Therese.  The two women embraced, their lips, breasts, 
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and thighs all touching at once.  Mark shivered from watching 

them. 

“I know,” Jeff said, following the direction of his gaze 

and answering his thought rather than any words.  “It’s not 

purely sexual, it’s not purely intellectual.  It’s a feeling that can 

never be approximated by any other.  A sense of the absolute 

rightness of what you see.  Of its aesthetic and moral perfection.  

Of its encapsulation of an ideal.  Of tremendous yearning to be a 

part of that ideal, of regret that you can’t, of humble reverence 

for the beauty you see before you.”  He grinned.  “I occasionally 

get that feeling looking at you two.” 

“We get it with you and Braden, too,” Mark said with a 

kiss.  “Fair’s fair.”  He pulled Jeff closer to him, the one kiss 

turning into others more jagged and passionate.  Their half-

boners touched at the tips.  Staring into Jeff’s eyes, Mark let a 

stream of hot piss flow over his cock and balls.  Jeff gasped, then 

returned the favor.  Their makeout session deepened as the 

water washed away the last of their cum substitutes. 

“Therese is very enlightened,” Micah reflected.  He 

turned off the shower, bringing the other two out of their 

looming sexual haze.  “How many parents would be concerned 

that their kids wouldn’t be getting enough sex?” 

“Well, it’s a valid point,” Jeff agreed.  “A peaceful society 

requires a population accustomed to sex; a population 

accustomed to sex has to grow up enjoying it.  If she wants her 

kids to be healthy adults, she’s wise to make sure they don’t 

suffer from regrets or inexperience.”  He finished toweling off 

and walked over to the bar. 

“They already don’t,” Mark noted.  “Stefan came right 

out and propositioned me, you’ll recall.  With a quote from Noel 

Coward.” 

“And that presents another problem,” Ethan said out of 

nowhere.  He took a seat next to Mark.  “Let’s all be honest about 

it.  Stefan is a cute little number.  He still looks like a kid at the 
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moment, but in the next year or two, he’s going to become 

stunningly hot like the rest of his family.”  He nodded over his 

shoulder at what was going on around them.  Therese was in a 

triple sixty-nine with Jess and Kaitlin.  Kristian lay sprawled 

back on a chaise, with Avalon kissing him tenderly.  His cock, 

fully erect again, was between the capable lips of Nick, while 

Braden worshiped one of his large, powerful feet and Katya 

fucked herself on the other.  The twins were racing around the 

patio squirting one another with water pistols.  Krit was in the 

pool, picking up his older siblings and tossing them into the air.  

Each time they landed with a splash, they came racing back for 

more.  Stefan’s dick was half-hard in spite of the number of 

times his body had hit the water. 

“And,” Ethan continued, “he’s going to want every one 

of us, and probably a lot of other people as well.  We’re going to 

want him in return.  There’s going to be no question about the 

mutual desire involved.  At the same time, we are trying to play 

by the rules here, bending them rather than breaking them.  Age 

of consent reform is a long way off, which means we’re going to 

have five years of running that risk—if we choose to give in to 

Stefan.  Alternatively, if we obey the law, we’re going to spend 

the most important years of his life making him miserable.” 

“You know,” Mark said, accepting an icy shake from Jeff, 

“if you look at the global picture, age of consent laws in the 

United States, which together with public opinion favor eighteen 

as the age of responsibility, compare very favorably with those 

in central Africa.  And India.  Indonesia sets it at nineteen, so 

hey, the US is better off than Indonesia!” 

“Whereas Asia and Australia are predominantly sixteen, 

most of Europe and South America are fourteen, and Argentina 

is thirteen,” Micah added.  “And if you cross the Mexican border 

into the state of Sonora, it’s twelve.” 
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“The medieval jurist Gratian set the age of consent at 

seven,” Ethan pointed out, “and even modern canon law puts it 

at sixteen for men and fourteen for women.” 

Jeff raised an eyebrow.  “Since when do men make 

laws?” 

“Men think they make laws.” 

“And when they think that, they make trouble.” 

“Precisely the point I’m attempting to elucidate.  Arizona 

age of consent law has no relationship to sexual reality.” 

“No age of consent law has any relationship to sexual 

reality.  Fetal sexual arousal is a well-documented fact.  Infant 

masturbation starts as early as four months, usually on a daily 

basis.  We can deduce that it must be commonplace from the 

amount of space the authors of early twentieth-century child-

rearing manuals devoted to the need for parents to suppress it.  

Even pediatricians admit that children do it because they find it 

comforting, and that interrupting or preventing it causes them 

harm and distress.  Children are sexual beings from the very 

beginning of their lives.” 

“But at that stage of life,” Micah said, “it doesn’t generate 

the same rush of endorphins that comes with puberty. Greg 

Louganis has a charming story in his autobiography of how he 

and a neighbor girl tried about ninety out of a hundred different 

sex positions they found in a book when they were both 

twelve—until they got bored with it.”  

“Even with the endorphins out of the equation, a child 

who is not yet fully mature can still have a powerful and 

vigorous sexuality,” Ethan said.  “And when Stefan’s emerges, if 

it hasn’t already—and most of the children here will probably be 

very sexual beings, going by what their parents are like—how 

do we cope with that discord?” 

“He’s a very beautiful boy,” Mark commented, watching 

the action in the pool over the top of his glass.  “Yet 



364 

 

somehow…he doesn’t give me as much of a boner as his brother 

does.” 

“Lingering social conditioning in you, of all people?” 

Ethan inquired, with a deprecating click of his tongue.  “All the 

world loves a beautiful youth.” 

“Biology,” Jeff corrected. 

“Biology is only responsible for triggering sexual interest 

in the person going through puberty.” 

“Half true.  It also triggers arousal in those in proximity 

to the person entering puberty.  With the change in hormone 

balance comes a change in the pheromones given off by an 

individual.  It is biologically advantageous for humans to mate 

with the youngest available partner who is sexually mature, so 

upon sexual maturity, the human body begins transmitting a 

chemical signal to indicate availability.  Olfactory stimuli govern 

attraction more than visual stimuli in such a scenario.  Stefan’s 

only halfway through the process, which is why some of us may 

find our attraction to him ambiguous right now.” 

“I thought the role of pheromones in sexual attraction 

was still highly debated,” Ethan objected. 

“Debated, yes.  Denied, no,” Micah said.  “The 

neurologist Oliver Sacks presented a case study of a patient who 

was temporarily capable of distinguishing every individual she 

met by smell alone.  More than that, she could actually smell any 

change in their emotions—and was able to identify them all, 

including anger, fear, and arousal.  We have all the wiring to use 

our sense of smell for making fine biological determinations.  We 

may not be able to do it consciously, but when an outside source, 

like a sexually fertile young man or woman, plugs in a stimulus, 

we react whether we like it or not.” 

“And, indeed,” Jeff went on, “humans have always been 

aware of this reality, however vaguely.  That was one of the 

original purposes of initiation rites, to publicly announce that an 

individual had reached sexual maturity and was therefore 
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sexually available to the general public.  Only when populations 

grew too large for such rites to be practical were they succeeded 

by laws setting a definite age of consent.  It was another step in 

the process of dehumanizing humanity, another way in which 

men could be treated as groups rather than as individuals.” 

“Which is why the pseudo-liberals won’t touch age of 

consent reform,” Mark said disparagingly.  “In spite of their 

claim to support science as public policy.  That’s only invoked 

when they think science is giving them the answer they want.  A 

science of convenience.” 

“Yes, like the entire ‘born this way’ argument,” Micah 

chimed in.  “It allows them to separate the population into yet 

another dichotomy of prejudiced majority and persecuted 

minority, thereby giving them another minority community to 

court and another set of meaningless star issues to parade in 

front of the public.  While actually restricting choice, since 

there’s not much room for pansexuality or exploration in a 

world in which you’re born into a polarized sexuality.” 

“And the pseudo-libertarians are no better,” Jeff added.  

He frothed the shake he was mixing viciously.  “Remember the 

Libertarian Party presidential debates a few years ago?  They 

took quite a bit of flak from the press when candidates suggested 

that four-year-olds should be allowed to drive or five-year-olds 

should be able to buy heroin.  Fast forward a year or so, and the 

Libertarian National Committee votes to censure one of its 

members.  Why?  Because he made a public statement that a 

fourteen-year-old was capable of consenting to sex.  Their 

candidate for governor of New York was so upset that he 

resigned from the committee to protest that the guy was not 

punished more harshly, saying that such a comment was against 

common sense.” 

“It’s generally assumed that anyone who defends the 

right of children and teenagers to have sex does so because he 
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himself wants to have sex with them,” Ethan said, sucking on his 

straw.  “And that is a pathology.” 

“Ah, man’s gift for generalization!” Jeff exclaimed.  “To 

sum up so many scenarios in which adults and children might 

have sex as a single pathology!  There are initiations, one-time 

events, like when Ethan was taken by his father, or Krit by his 

mother.  Some of the tribes of Papua New Guinea are globally 

known for their initiation rituals involving oral sex.  There are 

occasional events, when one partner wants another of a different 

age for variation, or when people meet—yes, often at the 

beach—and hook up without bothering to exchange birthdates 

or care as long as their sexual compatibility is good.  There are 

pederastic relationships, as in ancient Greece or feudal Japan, 

which have social and mentoring components in addition to 

sexual and romantic ones.  There are political relationships, 

including parent-child and full sibling unions, such as were 

present in Egypt and Hawaii.  And last and least among all of 

these are the asymmetric relationships sought by the few 

genuine pedophiles, who I suspect have a wider range of 

pheromone sensitivity than average and are thereby attracted to 

individuals who are not biologically mature, or who react 

sexually to the pheromones put off by children.  Which is in 

either case biologically abnormal and causes the only inherently 

pathological behavior among these.” 

“And let’s not forget that in most of those cases, such 

relationships don’t actually involve sex between adults and 

children,” Micah chided him.  “Be precise.  Most of the scenarios 

you mentioned are simply examples of relationships between 

older adults and younger adults who are biologically mature.  

The majority of humans reach adulthood at age thirteen even if 

social norms still demand that they be treated as children at that 

age.” 

“Regardless of their particular nature, we live in a society 

set on demonizing any adult-youth or adult-child sexual 
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relationship, pathological or not, so it’s easier to demonize them 

all as different instances of the same thing,” Mark smiled.  It was 

his nasty smile.  “If you acknowledge that children have the 

right to give consent, you acknowledge that children have rights.  

That children, in fact, are human beings entitled to all the 

freedoms of any other human being.  A point that is not stressed 

in Western law.” 

Ethan shook his head.  “True, but less of a conscious 

influence on policy than the prospect of visibility.  If you 

acknowledge that children and young adults have the right to 

give consent and have sex, you then weaken the argument that 

their sexual activity cannot legally be depicted.  If something is 

legal and consensual, why can’t it be filmed?  And for virtually 

everyone in the Western world, allowing that is absolutely 

inconceivable.” 

“Laws against child pornography have nothing to do 

with protecting children,” Micah snapped.  “Their sole purpose 

is to deny children visible, relatable sexual mentors.  Parents and 

teachers work hard to keep kids from learning about sex in their 

daily lives; why would they leave an avenue open for the kids to 

find out about it on their own from other kids who look like 

themselves?  Far too great a risk that they might pick up healthy 

sexual habits that way.  Same motivation as age of consent laws: 

cutting children off from a source of experienced partners who 

might make their entry into adult life enjoyable rather than 

awkward and fumbling.” 

“Not to mention the national security angle,” Jeff 

remarked with his own disagreeable smile. 

“There’s a national security angle to child pornography?”  

Ethan nearly fell off his stool. 

“Of course.  After the sexual revolution, it got harder and 

harder to get someone hounded out of public office for instances 

of adultery or homosexuality in their past.  In the last couple of 

decades, being a member of a sexual minority has been a 
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positive advantage in some ways.  So the national security boys 

needed a new trick.  The current procedure is for the FBI to plant 

child pornography on the computers of inconvenient 

whistleblowers or activists and prosecute them for that, 

comfortable in the knowledge that the charge is so heinous it 

will deter any public protest.  Witness the DeHart case a few 

years ago.  And very likely the Schulte case as well.” 

“Any current political movement on the subject of 

pornography is in the opposite direction anyway.  Both parties 

are now casting it as a public health issue and therefore 

something that needs to be regulated and restricted.” 

“And yet no one ever mentions that consumption of 

pornography, for the most part, is a response to a lack of sex.  

Pornography is an accompaniment to masturbation.  People who 

are having regular sex aren’t masturbating or watching porn.  

But are the politicians of the United States encouraging more 

coitus?  Nope.” 

“At the same time, the press is squealing about a ‘rape 

epidemic.’  If that were even true, the solution would be the 

same: more sex, and more sexual freedom to enable more sex.  

Rape is typically driven by the same motivation as porn 

watching.  If sex were freely available and treated as a gift, 

rather than something in short supply that had to be taken by 

force, rape would almost cease to exist.  A nonviolent society 

with infrequent rape must be a promiscuous society, because 

promiscuity prevents rape.  So blindingly obvious.” 

“A sex-negative feminist would accuse you of blaming 

women with that solution.” 

“Men and women are both to blame, to some extent, 

because they both repress their sexual desires.  Over half the 

American population admits to experiencing same-sex desire; a 

third acts on it at least once, but only a tenth of those say they 

are willing to play consistently with both sexes.  Actually, men 

are more to blame, because their libidos are usually less 
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suppressed than women’s libidos but they are generally much 

less willing to have sex with other men.  Women can be bi; men 

cannot.  Or so American society says.  The result is a tremendous 

waste of sexual potential and a corresponding increase in 

frustration, and thereby in the amount of violence resulting from 

that frustration.” 

“A stereotype which porn reinforces,” Micah said.  

“There are lots of beautiful porn couples out there where the girl 

is bi but the guy is completely hetero.  Their work would be 

wonderful if it weren’t so one-sided.  It’s depressing.” 

“But where do you draw the line?” Ethan asked.  “What 

counts as pornography?  Is it a work of art intended for public 

display, or any depiction of sexual activity?” 

“If you’re feeling philosophical, the former,” Mark 

reflected.  “If your legal mind is searching for a grip, the latter.  

There is no legal distinction between sex and prurience; the two 

are treated as equivalent.” 

“Precisely.  In that case, I would argue that we live in an 

era when pornography is flourishing like never before, thanks to 

the ease of sexting.” 

“Underage sexting is the other popular new bugbear 

among reactionary politicians,” Jeff said with a look of intense 

distaste.  “The only reason it hasn’t been made a federal felony 

yet is because the two houses of Congress can’t coordinate very 

well.  It passed the House by an overwhelming majority.” 

“That’s absolutely terrifying.  That means several 

hundred members voted to turn their own children and 

grandchildren into criminals.”  Mark shook his head.  “My 

parents making love to me and teaching me how to love was a 

crime, whereas a senator who makes his daughter a felon for 

showing affection to her boyfriend is a dedicated public servant 

doing his duty.  Dear God in heaven, who are these people?” 

“The same sort who kidnap kids, put them in cages, and 

sell them into sex slavery,” Micah said.  “Unless they’re foreign 
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kids, in which case they keep it simple and drop bombs on them.  

The utter absurdity of anyone believing the United States 

government can be trusted to protect children!” 

“They’re also the type who have no strong sense of 

identity or morality and are totally reliant on external 

standards,” Jeff added.  “I recall reading a retrospective—was it 

in the Huffington Post?—by an author who, when he was a lad of 

thirteen, had seduced an older gentleman of thirty.  He went on 

and on at astonishing length about the guilt he’d felt ever since 

then and how wrong he had been.  Was the sex that bad?  No, 

his problem was that he knew he had violated a social norm, and 

that knowledge alone was responsible for his guilt.  He was 

completely willing to let a majority vote determine right and 

wrong for him.” 

“‘There are no problems.  You make them yourselves. 

You surround life with taboos, and then—you talk despairingly 

of the problems with which your own taboos alone have saddled 

you.’” 

“Then why continue to wear the saddle?” Ethan said. 

“Sexual taboos make a society more authoritarian, 

violent, and militaristic.  Rulers like good soldiers and obedient 

citizens.  Their leaders bottle up their avenues for happiness, 

creating resentment, and then channel that resentment into 

competition of all kinds, military, economic, social, political.  To 

return to our original topic, there’s even a biological reason 

behind it.  A population that is competitive is often more 

successful in evolutionary terms.  And competition is regarded 

as an integral part of American life.  Consequently, Americans 

see it as normal, an attitude which extends into sex as well.  It’s 

part of the cultural package of a nation which expanded faster 

than any other in history and gobbled up everything it could.  To 

waste energy on sex would be unpatriotic when you have to 

make the whole world safe for democracy, and line your own 

pocket into the bargain.” 
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“It does not quite return to our original topic,” Ethan 

said.  “That was the question of what we should do about 

Stefan.” 

“We’ll know better when we know Stefan better.” 

“And love him better, perhaps?” 

“Perhaps.  If he’s lovable.” 

The boy seemed to be conscious that they were talking 

about him.  He hoisted himself out of the pool, dripping golden 

water everywhere, toweled off with a chamois, and strode over 

to them.  His cock was now pointing straight up. 

“Milkshake?” Jeff offered. 

Stefan took the glass with a smile and a charming nod.  

His glance ran across the bottles, and he tasted the shake.  “Irish 

cream.”  He looked over at Mark.  “How do you like Norwegian 

cream?” 

“I haven’t often had it, but what I have had was 

wonderful.  And I’m also very fond of eclairs.” 

“That is reassuring.”  Stefan’s fingers were frigging his 

prick gently, rolling his foreskin back and forth with a tremulous 

motion that caused his breathing to quicken.  He took another 

sip.  “Irish cream and French vanilla.”  He sighed and lowered 

the glass.  His hand blurred with movement; his hips thrust 

once, and he shot a thin strand of cum into the shake.  None of 

them could look away as he licked a few stray drops off his 

fingers and stirred the rest of his load into the drink with his 

straw.  Then he offered it to Mark. 

Mark swallowed it as slowly as he could, to make it last. 
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Chapter 14 
 

 

“You’re exposed,” Jeff said. 

“I know that,” Mark retorted without bothering to open 

his eyes. 

“Micah, you’re exposed, too.” 

“You noticed?” 

The three of them were drifting on floats at one end of 

the pool.  Micah and Mark shared the same cushion, cuddling 

loosely, while Jeff had his own, which also had to support the 

weight of the Toughbook balanced on his legs.  At the opposite 

end of the pool, Braden was teaching Stefan the very erotic art of 

springboard diving.  The constraints of the sport meant that both 

boys were, astonishingly, wearing speedos for once.  Jess was 

pacing around the patio, discussing furniture with someone on 

her phone, while in the office, Ethan and Krit could be heard 

arguing an extremely abstruse and almost certainly 

uninteresting legal point. 

“I should have been clearer.  You’re more exposed than 

usual.” 

“You need to be clearer still.  My cock cannot be said to 

be exposed when it’s buried inside my boyfriend, and since my 

normal state of exposure is nudity, the only way I could be more 

exposed than usual is to be having sex.  Which, since my cock 

would be hidden, would not be exposure in the technical sense.” 
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“What about when your cock is seen on the internet in 

the act of penetrating someone else?” 

Mark’s eyes snapped open.  “That’s happened?” 

“Yes.” 

“Were our servers hacked?” 

Jeff smiled grimly.  “No.  If they were, I would be in San 

Diego now, chasing a bunch of software engineers around with a 

riding crop.” 

“So someone leaked a video they made with me?  That 

gives us a lot of ground to cover.” 

“Not quite.  They deliberately posted a video they made 

of you.” 

“I told you all those parties would come back to haunt 

you someday,” Micah said. 

“Not a party, either.  The Oxbow Recreation Area is right 

across the river.  It would seem some photographer had a drone 

over there last week and captured you two in the act of 

welcoming Kristian and Therese to town.”  Jeff turned the laptop 

to face them.  “Posted last night, and you already have more 

than fifty thousand views on Xvideos.” 

Mark sat up.  “We look great there.” 

“Wow,” Micah said.  “That’s hot!”  He looked at his 

boyfriend.  “Why have we never filmed our sex with a drone 

before?” 

“Laziness.  We should hire this guy.  Oh, look, there’s the 

switch.  Kissing you felt amazing while Therese was blowing 

me.” 

“I would call your attention to the video description,” Jeff 

said, “which identifies you both by name and speculates that 

you’re a couple, as well as mentioning your blood relationship.” 

“People were bound to figure it out sooner or later.” 

“We should do a couples shoot and brag about how 

much we love each other.  Isn’t that what gay couples are 

supposed to do these days?” 
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“We’re not gay.  I do sometimes wish people would stop 

calling me that.” 

“Poor Braden.  He’s going to be buried with stupid 

requests for comment from all the papers and TV stations 

again.”  Abruptly, Mark chuckled to himself.  “That’s the 

answer.  He can tell everyone who wants a statement that Lord 

Corran is so impressed by the quality of the videography that 

he’s offered the photographer a job shooting more work of the 

same kind for him.” 

“You are not serious!” Micah exclaimed, sitting up with a 

gurgle as his weight shifted.  His eyes sparkled mischievously.  

“That would drive them up the wall!  No embarrassment?  Lord 

Corran failing to abase himself before public disapproval?  

Incomprehensible!” 

“I love it,” Jeff said.  “Simple, casual, and entirely 

brilliant.  An effective practical defense of your principles.” 

Mark rolled over on his back and clasped his hands 

behind his head.  “This also explains that text I got earlier from 

Castellano-Perez.  Asking me if I’d care to fly over this afternoon 

and inspect his winery.  He’s now tap-dancing around the idea 

of setting up a subsidiary here in Cibola.  But the timing—and 

his enthusiasm—suggest that his mind is not entirely on wine.” 

“And that explains why you’ve been such a tease all 

morning,” Micah said.  “You’ve been conserving your energies.” 

“Think I should go?” 

“Why not?  It’s only an hour’s flight in the new plane.  

And we could do with another ally.” 

“Want to come?” 

“I think you should do him alone the first time.  Gives 

him a chance to sound you out and get comfortable with you.  

Less of a social event.” 

“The three-body problem,” Jeff commented. 

“Group dynamics can be a pain with newbies,” Micah 

agreed.  He reached over with one leg and drew Jeff’s float closer 
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to his own.  “On the other hand, if Mark goes to—where 

exactly?” 

“Dos Cabezas.” 

“If Mark goes to Dos Cabezas, you and I can spend the 

afternoon making love.”  He slid his foot seductively up Jeff’s 

smooth thigh. 

“I’m very much on board with this idea now.” 

“Fuck!” Mark said, watching their brazen flirtation.  His 

boyfriend turned and smiled sweetly back at him. 

“Just make sure Castellano-Perez doesn’t do exactly that 

to you.  You have such a hot butt, and it’s sure to appeal to him.” 

“I’ll be careful, I promise.”  Mark kissed him.  “I’ll take a 

shower now and be off.” 

An hour and a half later, his Lancair, gleaming in its blue 

and silver livery, touched down on a dirt strip outside the small 

town of Dos Cabezas.  One side of the strip was bordered by a 

barbed-wire fence, the other by an orchard.  The trees were old 

and twisted, waiting for the incipient spring to wake them into 

new youth.  And striding up a path between the trees was the 

figure of Raul Castellano-Perez. 

Mark locked the airplane and walked over to him.  The 

legislator was smiling, bursting with energy.  “Mark, it’s a 

pleasure to see you again.”  His handshake turned into a hug 

that he held longer than would normally be considered 

appropriate. 

“Likewise, Raul.”  They were dressed much alike in 

white collared shirts and shorts, Raul’s of khaki and Mark’s of 

gray.  The older man wore Sperrys; Mark sported his almost 

invisible moccasins.  He noticed his host appearing to admire 

them. 

“Like the new style?” he chuckled. 

“Very much,” Raul said with a slight smirk, “They do 

absolutely nothing to hide the curves of your legs and feet.  

Which I assume was your intention.” 
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“I dress to reveal, not to conceal,” Mark said with humor.  

Raul’s mouth curved appreciatively. 

“Or to put it another way, you can’t help being 

undressed even when you’re dressed.” 

“That’s quite a compliment, actually.”  Mark touched his 

lips to Raul’s very gently.  It was more the promise of a kiss than 

a kiss itself. 

“It’s definitely deserved under the circumstances.  Would 

you care to see the property before lunch or after?” 

“It’s still early.  Let’s take the tour and then eat.” 

The orchard, Raul explained as they followed the path 

through it, was more than a century old and had first been 

planted by his great-great-grandmother.  It was not large, and 

took quite a bit of water to maintain, but it was convenient to 

have and an important part of the family heritage.  Several times 

he stopped and let Mark take a few strides in advance of him, in 

order to admire the boy’s butt and legs.  Mark knew perfectly 

well he was doing this.  Neither of them said anything.  A look 

was all the communication they required. 

The vineyard was much less impressive than the orchard 

at that season of the year.  The carefully trained rows of vines 

spread out over three acres, dull brown caterpillars lying across 

the sandy soil.  Makers, Mark thought to himself, thinking of the 

visual similarities between Arrakis and the Chiricahua Desert. 

“We get about eight thousand bottles a year out of it,” 

Raul explained.  “It sells well.  We could produce more with 

fertilizer and a lot more irrigation, but what’s the point?  For the 

wine buffs who like their terroir, there isn’t one.” 

“I’ve considered a vineyard at Cibola,” Mark said.  

“Something small, even smaller than yours, probably.  Definitely 

a boutique brand.  And very erotic.” 

“How would go you about producing an erotic wine?” 

“For a start, vines tended only by naked farmers, young 

and beautiful, who also couple beneath the vines and mingle 
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their seed with the soil.  These same youths harvest the grapes, 

bare flesh to bare flesh, and press them out with their soles.  As 

they press the grapes, they kiss and fondle each other, until their 

juices mingle with the grape juice.  The process would involve 

sensuality at every stage.” 

“That would be a beautiful thing to do,” Raul said with 

appreciation.  “If the wine was good, I’d certainly buy it.” 

“You could make it yourself.” 

The legislator snorted.  “Sure—if there were any chance 

of finding beautiful youths to work my vines in the nude.  Not at 

this end of the state.  They’re all in the middle and moving west.  

You’re pulling them all away.” 

“Cibola has a lot to offer, including, one day, a nude 

vineyard.  Lots of them, probably, since some of our tenants will 

undoubtedly want to make wine.” 

The rest of the property consisted of a toolshed, a small 

stable not in use and a riding arena, the winery itself, and a low, 

spreading house.  A table had been set for two on the patio.  

Raul went inside and reappeared without his boat shoes, 

carrying a tray with two glasses and a bottle covered in a fine 

dew.  He drew the cork expertly, poured, and handed one of the 

glasses to Mark.  “Cheers.”  The glasses clinked.  “Our best 

Sauvignon Blanc.  Also our only Sauvignon Blanc.  And our only 

wine, really.” 

“Fresh and crisp,” Mark said.  “And not sweet, thank 

God.” 

“No, not at all.”  Raul put his glass down and kissed 

Mark for real.  This time it was lingering, with tongue.  Each 

could feel the other’s bulge swelling against his own through the 

thin fabric of their shorts.  When Raul broke it off, he paused to 

unfasten the top two buttons of Mark’s shirt.  The boy’s skin 

gleamed against the white fabric, and he sighed in appreciation. 

“Ready for lunch?” 
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“Absolutely,” Mark said, unbuttoning one of Raul’s 

buttons in turn.  His host disappeared again and returned with 

another tray, this one filled with fish tacos.  Freshly fried trout 

atop cool cabbage slaw, topped with a juicy salsa and sour 

cream, on warm flour tortillas. 

“Delicious,” Mark said at last.  “I’ll have to ask you for 

your recipe before I go.  Ethan will want this.” 

“Ethan.”  Raul had to think about it for a moment.  “He’s 

your lawyer, or one of them.  Would it be intrusive of me to ask 

if he was the third man in your new video?” 

“Not at all.  I’m afraid he wasn’t, though.  They’re both 

blonde Euro athletes, but otherwise different.” 

“I’ve seen your public response.  Allow me to 

compliment you on how neatly you defused the situation.” 

“You think it will work?” 

“Of course.”  Raul moved his chair next to Mark’s and 

popped a couple more of Mark’s buttons before refilling their 

glasses.  “I’ve been in politics for thirty years.  Even if people 

disagree with you, they tend to admire a damn-the-torpedoes 

attitude.  After all, you did nothing wrong.  Having sex on your 

own land is perfectly legal.  And by deliberately not prosecuting 

the photographer for invasion of privacy, you can’t be attacked 

for overreacting.  Well done.” 

“Thank you.” 

“May I ask if Micah, the other boy in the video, is your 

boyfriend, as they claimed?” 

“He is.  We’ve known we were supposed to be together 

since we were boys, really.” 

“And yet Liz Calatrava said you were engaged to a girl 

you met in Scotland.” 

“That’s also true.” 

Raul contemplated him for a minute.  “You really are 

extraordinary.” 
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“I could do no less.  We’re expecting, and all of my 

children and their children deserve a fair shot at the family titles.  

Those baubles may yet do some good in the world.” 

“Congratulations!”  Raul kissed him again, caressing the 

back of Mark’s neck.  “She’s a very lucky girl.” 

“To have caught the Earl of Corran on her first try?” 

“To have a husband-to-be who is not only beautiful and 

virile, but also caring and responsible.  And to have a husband 

who brings a magnificent boyfriend to their bed.  I’m assuming 

that will be the case.” 

“You are correct.  But I benefit as much as she does in 

that sense, since she also brings a stunning girlfriend to our 

bed.” 

“Four of you?”  The legislator stared at him.  “You will 

effectively have a husband and two wives.” 

“Pretty much, yes.”  Mark smiled, and his smile was like 

a sunrise. 

“I don’t mean to sound too forward, but if I’d been born 

a generation later, I’d have given all three of them a run for their 

money.”  Raul smiled back at him. 

“What has that got to do with it?”  Mark’s fingers 

loosened two more of Raul’s buttons. 

“I wouldn’t have understood how much the four of you 

must love each other to make that work.  I wouldn’t have 

respected it.  Now I see it and admire it, and I’m simply grateful 

for the opportunity to be your lover, rather than trying to take 

you and keep you.” 

This time it was Mark who initiated the kiss.  Both men 

were very clearly aroused by now, but neither seemed willing to 

move beyond that initial exchange of tongue, even though the 

afternoon was warm and the rough material of their shorts must 

have been hell on their cocks. 

“You’re much more attractive this way than all suited up 

in Phoenix,” Mark breathed as their tongues parted. 
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“Believe it or not, being in Phoenix turns me on, too.” 

“A power fetish.” 

“Among others, yes.” 

“You picked the right career.” 

“I picked it when I was a kid.  I’ve never questioned it.” 

“And how did you cope with being a very sexual kid—

and presumably a pretty bright kid—while knowing you’d have 

to exercise restraint for the sake of your future career?” 

Raul grinned, parting Mark’s shirt the rest of the way, 

which gave him a clear view of the boy’s abs.  “I decided on a 

Don Juan approach.  The whole world loves a lover, right?  I 

made a point of wooing as many girls as I could—but at the 

same time being passionate and considerate with every one of 

them.  None of my exes ever had anything but good to say about 

me.  So instead of developing a reputation as a creepy horndog, I 

got one as the most unattachable and desirable bachelor in 

Arizona.  Some production company actually wanted me to be 

on one of those dumb reality shows years ago.  At the same time, 

I got to be an expert at singling out guys who were deeply 

closeted.” 

“They couldn’t expose you without exposing themselves.  

Which means that you ran almost no risk.” 

“I didn’t come out publicly until a few years ago, when 

the climate changed enough to make it possible.  But I sucked 

my first dick at thirteen and fucked my first girl at fifteen, and 

I’ve had hundreds of partners since then, and no one has ever 

been able to use any of them as a political weapon against me.  

Treat your lovers right and they won’t want to tell reporters 

anything but good about you.  The biggest rule of survival?  Just 

don’t be stupid.  And be a decent guy.” 

 “Did you find that coming out changed your guy/girl 

balance?” 

“Oh, that has changed from time to time anyway.  When 

I was a kid, I was completely girl-crazy.  Then after college, I 
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became much more into guys and pretty much only dated girls 

for the sake of appearances.  Ironically, right around the time I 

came out, I started getting more into women again.  That made 

things really confusing for some of my friends.  And it drove the 

capitol insiders nuts.  Everyone was expecting me to come out as 

gay, not bi.  And that ended up cushioning the revelation.” 

“Yes, they can question your machismo much less that 

way.” 

“Like how yours is now much more secure with a child 

on the way.  And with your Foundation backing Calatrava’s new 

bill.” 

“She’s told you about it.” 

“She had to.  I’m the chair of the committee that will have 

to report on it.” 

“And what are your views on toplessness?” 

“I approve of it.” 

“As do I,” Mark said, tugging lightly on Raul’s shirt, 

which slid off his shoulders and crumpled to the floor.  The body 

thus revealed was nut-brown and powerful, the result of 

dedicated sculpting.  “But will you vote for it?” 

“I think so.” 

“Why?” 

“Isn’t that enough?” 

“No.” 

“My reasoning is simple.  I have built a reputation as a 

dedicated small-government Republican.  I win reelection very 

easily by persuading people that government should stay out of 

their lives.  Now, given the inherent conservatism of my 

constituents, I can’t go introducing a bill like that myself.  But 

once Calatrava does, I can easily get away with voting for it by 

explaining that it’s a question of individual freedom.” 

“You’ll support us quietly, but you won’t take the fall for 

us.  Calatrava wanted something very similar.  A reasonable 
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justification for any legislation she introduces.  One that has 

nothing to do with the Foundation.” 

“She wants a case for social reform; I want a case for the 

government to do less.  Satisfy us both and you can rely on both 

our support.  To a point.”  Mark shifted in his chair, allowing 

Raul to remove his shirt and toss it away.  “Not that I’m opposed 

to social reform, but not the kind that involves a bunch of 

experts or activists pushing their wishes on the public.  You’re 

different, though.  You’re willing to prove your case, and paying 

a lot of money out of your own pocket to do so.  I respect that.  

So where our interests align, I’ll support you.” 

“A marriage of convenience.” 

“Call it political friends with benefits.” 

“Or friends with political benefits.” 

“Calatrava also mentioned that you intend to expand the 

Foundation’s activities to Sedona at some point.” 

“It’s my home.  It’s also far more beautiful than Cibola.  

A much better place to live naked, most of the year.” 

“You’re going to run into a lot more opposition there.  

You can make historical and convenience arguments all you like, 

but the tribes are conservative.  Also, it doesn’t help that the city 

straddles two counties.” 

“We can start in Yavapai, as having an ongoing historical 

and geographic connection to the Foundation’s existing 

operations.  Then, we’re considering forming an alliance with 

the Hopi to counter Navajo opposition from multiple directions 

in Coconino.” 

“Your long-term goal is the reform of laws regarding 

nudity and public sex.” 

“That’s the core of it, yes.  Having gained the freedom to 

express themselves in those ways, people will then seek other 

additional freedoms.” 

“Presumably, if enough nudists move to Cibola—and 

other Foundation properties in La Paz County—you’ll be able to 
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concentrate enough naked voters there to install a pro-nudist 

county government, which will simply ignore your activities.  Or 

at least that is the logical outcome of your program after a few 

years.” 

“Go on.” 

Raul reached over and undid the top button on Mark’s 

shorts.  “Why not create a new county for your supporters to 

give yourself a more favorable political geography?” 

“In part because that’s a very complex process, thanks to 

your predecessors, who got miffed when La Paz split off years 

ago.” 

“Not as much as you might think.  Given the state’s 

population, the new county would have to have a population of 

a little over fifty thousand, minimum.  If you cut off the 

northeast corner of Yavapai roughly along the line where the 

Coconino Plateau and the Chino Valley meet, along with a small 

square of Coconino, you’d include Sedona and all its suburbs.” 

“Cottonwood, Oak Creek, Lake Montezuma, Jerome, 

Camp Verde…yes, I see what you mean.  The population would 

be high enough to meet the legal requirement, and those areas 

are also developed enough to have all the services that the state 

is now so insistent that they have.” 

“It’s also wealthy enough to meet the property value 

requirement in spite of its small size, and it would border three 

other counties, which is something else the law requires.” 

“Say the new Sedona County had a population of sixty 

thousand.  If half are registered voters and turnout is on the 

order of seventy-five percent, the Foundation would have to win 

over about twelve thousand voters to create a new county.” 

“And even fewer to implement pro-nudity policies 

within that county once it was created,” Raul added.  Mark 

simply smiled and unzipped him gently. 

“A lot of Sedona residents would probably like to see it 

become a county, too, given that tourism in the area generates a 
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disproportionate share of county revenue.  They could spend 

their tax money locally instead.” 

“And once Sedona County exists, tourism is your way in.  

You’ll have proof of concept in Cibola of what a pro-nudist 

attitude can do for tourist numbers.  It will tie right in with the 

counterculture side of Sedona tourism as well.” 

“That’s quite a business plan.  I think you might have 

something there, though.  Sedona County would undoubtedly 

look more favorably on the Foundation than either Yavapai or 

Coconino.” 

“Well, I have a personal motivation for suggesting it, too.  

I plan to retire from the House in a few years.  And I’d rather 

retire to Sedona than Cibola.  No offense.” 

“None taken.  I couldn’t agree with you more.  You don’t 

plan on trying for a congressional seat?  That’s usually what 

departing senior legislators do.” 

“I’d have to kiss the ass of the national party, and I don’t 

do that,” Raul said with disgust.  “You can still be an individual 

at the state level.  Besides, what’s a congressman but a plaything 

for the bureaucracy?” 

“Nothing at all.  Except none of them will admit it.” 

“I’m keeping out of that mess.  And the only ass I plan on 

kissing in the near future is yours.  I’ve spent enough time 

admiring it in pictures.” 

“With or without a speedo?” 

“More without.  The speedo isn’t my coverage fetish.” 

“I hope I get to find out what is.” 

“I can promise that you will.”  The older man released 

Mark’s last two buttons.  Only a sliver of his hot, pulsing 

erection was visible through the parted fly of his shorts.  Raul 

sighed in approval. 

“Are you serious about retiring in Sedona?” 

“I’ve thought about it for several years.  If you manage to 

turn it into a libertine community, that doubles its attractions.” 



385 

 

“I wonder,” Mark murmured, staring at the other man.  

“I won’t lie.  It would be hot to see you walking naked and 

barefoot through downtown Sedona.” 

Raul was stroking his cheek again.  “Maybe, if we both 

play our cards right, I will be one day.  Maybe I’ll see you and 

your boyfriend strolling there, too, hand in hand.” 

“Would you come and say hello to us if you did?  The 

same way you greeted me this afternoon?” 

“How could I not?  You two would deserve that kind of 

recognition.” 

“But to get to that point, we need your cooperation in the 

House.” 

“Again, you’ll have it wherever our interests run 

together.  And even when they don’t…” 

“You will ‘always remember the gentleness of my 

manners and the wild originality of my countenance?’” 

“The way the wine tasted on your lips, and the way the 

dust rolled in soft puffs away from your footprints as you 

walked.  The…ease of you.  Your openness and ambition.  Your 

fearlessness.  Your virility.” 

Mark stood, and pulled the other to his feet after him.  He 

took the legislator’s face between his hands.  “Raul.  We are sure 

to disagree on questions of policy.  You have your career and I 

have mine.  I have one set of objectives and you have another.  

But so long as neither of us harms the other, you and I will never 

lose each other and thus will have nothing to remember 

wistfully.  We can be rivals, and at the same time be 

friends…and lovers.” 

“If that’s what you’re willing to give, I’m willing to give 

it in return.”  He cracked a small grin.  “Standing by your friends 

can be a big political advantage.  Loyalty is still admired in the 

West.” 

“Don’t get too committed, for our sake as well as yours.” 

“To the Foundation, or to you?” 
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“To the Foundation.” 

“You don’t mind my becoming attached to you 

personally?” 

“Love is a wonderful thing.  I’m deeply grateful for all 

that’s given to me.  I have been very fortunate.  In return, I give 

all I can to whoever I can.” 

“I know you love your boyfriend.  I saw how you looked 

at him,” Raul whispered.  Their bodies pressed together, their 

hands roaming each other’s torsos at last.  Somehow, their shorts 

still clung to their bodies, held up by hard pricks and firm 

bubble butts, though they sagged dangerously low.  “I’m sure 

you love your future wife, too.  And your friends and partners.” 

“Why not you among them?” 

“Beautiful boy, I want you so badly.  But I don’t want 

this to be the one and only time.” 

Mark laid his cheek against Raul’s.  “I am going to make 

love to you today.  I will do it again another day.  And another, 

and another.  Because I want you badly, too.  Your sexual desire 

draws me like a magnet.  I will make love to you until we lose 

count of the number of times we’ve had each other.  I will draw 

you into the circle of my friends and lovers and we will enjoy all 

of them together, and you will slake your need to pleasure 

others in the warmth of their bodies.” 

“Mark!” Raul cried.  He was staring at his guest with an 

intensity that surprised even Mark, in all of his wide experience. 

“Come inside,” he finally breathed. 

Their shorts dropped off their hard bodies as they 

crossed the patio.  Raul’s physique rippled with thick muscles, 

not overly defined but still prominent.  His skin was smooth, his 

shoulders broad.  He had the body of a man twenty years his 

junior. 

Inside the house, he turned and swept Mark off his feet 

onto a leather sofa.  It was a practiced maneuver, one that left 

Mark on his back with Raul crouching over him.  Their lips were 
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an inch apart.  They sucked in one another’s breath, not moving 

otherwise, letting their passion build still further. 

“You have perfect aim,” Mark finally said.  Raul’s 

cockhead had slid neatly underneath his balls and was pressing 

that so-tender spot above his hole in a way that made precum 

pour from Mark’s prick. 

“If you were a girl, I’d be half inside you right now,” 

Raul murmured, nuzzling Mark’s neck. 

“If I were a girl, I’d be caressing your superbly formed 

arse with my feet and using them to pull you all the way into 

me.” 

Raul bit him.  Mark gasped.  The brief pain faded into the 

heat of desire that was consuming his body, and the flush of 

arousal at the thought that his friends would see the hickey.  His 

mouth closed over Raul’s, and Raul thrust down between his 

cheeks, sliding freely in his own precum.  It sent a shiver 

through Mark.  He loved the way Raul tasted, his strength, his 

passion, the ardor of his tongue.  The way his hole tingled as 

Raul’s cockhead scraped over it again and again in a delightful 

tease.  The way Raul’s early patronizing feelings toward him had 

given way to something much finer. 

Abruptly, Raul lifted off him and sat back on the sofa 

between his legs.  “Just relax,” he whispered.  Mark watched, 

astonished and thrilled to feel Raul pinching both his nipples 

simultaneously, twisting them and scratching at them.  His cock 

arced away from his body at that treatment.  It left him panting 

and trying to fuck the air. 

“When I was in college,” Raul said hoarsely, “I knew a 

guy who I could make cum from playing with his nipples.” 

“Sorry to disappoint you,” Mark chuckled, heaving. 

“Oh, I’m not disappointed.  You’re gorgeous in this 

position.  And you’re leaking like mad.”  When he tired of 

teasing Mark’s nipples, he slid his fingers down the boy’s body 
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and wrapped one hand around his dick.  Instinctively, Mark 

thrust upward. 

“That’s right.  You can’t help it,” Raul observed, drinking 

in the sight of Mark’s form spread out before him, relaxed but 

for the rolling of his hips as he fought to increase the stimulation 

Raul was giving him.  Slick with precum, his cock moved within 

the cage of Raul’s fingers, his glans buffed by Raul’s palm on 

each stroke.  It swelled, his foreskin retracted, his head flaring, 

ready to burst. 

Raul let go of him, and Mark flinched, then set his teeth.  

The legislator slid a big toe down the cleft of his arse.  It was 

slick with precum he’d drizzled while making out with the boy.  

His toe slid inside the jock without any resistance. 

“Oh, God,” Mark said quietly.  His body went entirely 

limp, except for his erection, which still strained away from the 

rest of him.  He was sweating lightly now, a fine sheen forming 

all over his body.  Raul gently flexed his toe inside Mark, and 

touched a fingertip to his soaking frenulum. 

“Oh…oh…oh…” Mark moaned.  Raul made little circles 

on the tip of his prick.  The firm roughness of the man’s finger 

on that most delicate place created an exquisite sensation.  But 

there was so little of it!  His urge to cum grew inside him.  

Anchored by his lover’s foot, he could no longer thrust.  He had 

no choice but to submit to the incredibly long buildup to which 

Raul had chosen to subject him. 

The load that spat from his cock hit him in the face before 

laying down a spatter pattern across his entire torso.  It pooled in 

the deep groove that formed between his clenched abs and in the 

valley between his pecs, and in the tiny hollow at the base of his 

cock.  Raul raked his nails lightly across Mark’s cockhead, 

torturing it further as well as gathering up the last few drops of 

his cum.  He raised them to his face and licked the boy’s seed off 

them.  Mark watched him, captivated. 
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He popped his toe out of Mark’s butt and saw the look 

that passed over his guest’s face.  “Feeling empty now?” 

“Yes,” Mark said with a grimace.  “You’re far too good at 

that to be allowed out alone.”  He sat up, catching some of his 

cum with his fingers and feeding it back to Raul, who promptly 

kissed him.  The legislator’s hands moved over him strongly, 

massaging his own semen into his skin. 

“It gives you a nice gloss,” he murmured, their tongues 

twining about one another. 

“Like the one you’re trying to put on my cock?”  Raul’s 

fingers were still busy, and Mark’s shaft had not softened in the 

least. 

“Same concept.  I like to see you polished and shining.”  

The room, furnished as a combination of living room and office, 

was dim and cool.  Raul’s body gleamed in the mote-filled light 

that trickled through the windows, but Mark’s shone like 

burnished metal. 

“And to feel me turning wet and yielding beneath your 

touch.” 

Raul pushed him on his back again.  Cock to cock, they 

kissed.  “Yes.  A beautiful man like you, becoming a girl in my 

arms, soft, delicate, at my mercy to pleasure.  The more 

masculine you are…the greater my sense of triumph.” 

“And dominance.” 

“I told you that politics was sexual to me.” 

“That’s dangerous.” 

“Maybe, but I’ve never used it to be cruel.” 

“What you love is not the power, but the feeling of 

having the power and not using it.  Of hanging perpetually on 

the edge of action and inaction, the only balance being your will 

and self-control.” 

“Just as I love the feeling of keeping another man on the 

verge of orgasm and denying it to him.”  He kissed his way 

down Mark’s jawline.  “If it were ever possible, I would love 
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nothing more than to have you here for a whole week.  I would 

edge you for at least six hours a day.  But you would not cum 

until the very last moment of that week.” 

“I might be tempted to take you up on that.  On one 

condition.” 

“Name it.” 

“That you would do it to both me and Micah.”  Raul 

stiffened above him and pushed himself up on his elbows, to 

stare down at Mark. 

“I cannot get over how casually you offer your boyfriend 

to another man.” 

“I love him.  I want to give him what he loves.  He loves 

sex.  He loves hot men and women.  If I love him, I will make it 

easier for him to enjoy those things.  I know he would enjoy you.  

And I know we’d both enjoy what you have to offer us even 

more if we could do it together.  Besides, we love giving 

pleasure to those who can appreciate it.  Who would appreciate 

that scene more than you?” 

“Reasonable, but against everything society believes in—

but incredibly hot as well.  You must have absolute confidence 

in one another.” 

“We’ve been in love since we were little kids.  The same 

blood flows in our veins.  We are bonded together, and you 

couldn’t fuck that out of me if you tried.” 

“I won’t, then, but I do want to do something to fill that 

void I’ve created in you.” 

“You did that on purpose.” 

“Yes.”  Raul kissed him again.  “Come along.” 

He led Mark across the room to an old cedar chest.  They 

were in no hurry, their hands cupping each other’s butts as they 

gently kissed and teased.  Raul opened the chest.  Little sparks of 

light flared within it, reflecting off leather and metal.  He lifted 

out a sturdy harness, black and silver, and placed it over Mark’s 

shoulders. 
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“So this is your coverage fetish,” Mark breathed. 

“Turn around,” Raul instructed in a slightly unsteady 

voice.  His bouncing dick brushed Mark’s as the latter turned.  

The smell of the oiled leather was inflaming them both.  He 

buckled the harness tight, adjusting it to fit Mark perfectly, then 

took another from the box. 

“You’ve worn this one a lot,” Mark said, helping him 

secure it.  It gleamed less brightly than the one he himself was 

sporting, and fit automatically to the contours of Raul’s chest. 

“I like the way it draws attention to the naked skin.” 

“When Adam Rippon wore that harness to the Oscars…” 

“I wanted him twice as bad as I did when he was in 

stretch pants.  Here.  On this floor.  Wearing nothing but that 

harness.” 

“So little makes so much of a difference.” 

“But you’re so much to handle that you need a little 

more.” 

“What did you have in mind?” 

The trunk yielded up wrist and ankle cuffs for both of 

them.  Then Raul took leather straps and bound them around 

Mark’s thighs and biceps, and Mark did the same for him.  Their 

amber skin and hard muscles strained against the unyielding 

black. 

“I would like to put this on you,” Raul said thoughtfully, 

weighing a triple steel ring in his hand, “but we’d never get it on 

over your cock now.” 

“Jeff loves these,” Mark reflected, running a finger 

around one of the rings. 

“So I think we’ll use this instead.”  Raul’s selection was 

another leather strap, thin and metal-studded.  He wrapped it 

carefully around the base of Mark’s dick, tightening it until it 

pushed his manhood even higher.  Another bead of precum 

trickled from Mark’s tip as he secured the cockstrap.  Stepping 

back, he admired the result.  “You are a true work of sexual art.” 
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“The art is not only in how we look, but also in the sex 

we have.”  Mark touched his nipples, still swollen, 

experimentally.  “I feel incredible in this, though.  Would you 

like me to strap your cock, too?” 

“Please.”  He admired Mark’s instinctive feel for the fit of 

the strap, not to mention the way the young diver casually took 

only the head of his prick into his mouth while making final 

adjustments.  No sucking, no tonguing, a simple hold.  It drove 

Raul crazy to feel and watch. 

“What the hell,” he groaned.  He picked up a thick 

rubber ring, somewhat smaller in diameter than the secured 

strap, and slid it over Mark’s balls. 

“Wow,” Mark said.  His cock was as stiff as it could get.  

Weighed down by the hardware, it jutted out from his torso at 

an angle that invited fondling.  It pulsed with a slow heartbeat of 

its own.  The feeling was one of being slowly masturbated—and 

no one was touching him.  Daringly, he picked up a similar ring 

made of heavy steel and applied it to Raul’s balls. 

“I could probably cum just from looking at you,” his 

lover said. 

“I’d rather you cum in or on me.” 

“I think I can promise you that.”  Their pricktips kissed, 

and Raul lifted a wooden box out of the trunk.  Inside lay shafts 

of glass and metal, giving the impression, as the light caught 

their surfaces, of being composed of energy barely chained.  

“We’ll start with this one,” he said.  It was a slender obelisk of 

stainless spheres, each slightly smaller than the one beneath it. 

Mark licked his lips, watching Raul oil the toy.  “Would 

you like to make it interesting?”  He retreated coyly to the 

middle of the room.  Raul, grinning, followed him.  Mark circled 

the center of the faded old Navajo rug, then bent over.  He 

flowed seamlessly into a forearm stand followed by a full split, 

his legs horizontal to each side.  His cock pointed straight at 

Raul. 
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“Holy fuck.” 

“The perks of dating a diver.” 

Instead of approaching Mark’s eager cock, Raul went 

around him and approached him from the rear.  He heard Mark 

sigh, knowing he was going to be denied still further.  That 

pleased him and made his own erection bob.  He let a drop of oil 

fall on Mark’s exposed, twitching hole, already opened by his 

toe.  The metal beads eased into the jock without resistance.  

Raul probed him several times, then let go of the toy.  Under its 

own weight, it sank slowly into the diver, his hole clenching and 

unclenching with the passage of each bead. 

Mark lifted his legs slightly, like a bird raising its wings 

in preparation for flight.  The dildo grounded itself fully within 

him.  A breeze blew in the door, caught the drop of precum 

falling from his cock, and transformed it into a flowing arc 

before it hit the floor.  Another followed it down the arch before 

it snapped. 

“Astonishing,” Raul whispered.  “You are trouble!”  He 

grasped the dildo and pulled it up in one smooth motion, then 

twisted it on the downward stroke.  Mark trembled beneath him.  

So silent were both of them, however, that they could hear the 

impact of every drop of precum that fell from Mark’s hardon to 

the floor.  Raul’s own shaft was wet enough that he shivered 

whenever the breeze caught it. 

“I think I should come down now,” Mark said at last, his 

voice struggling for control. 

“The muscles in your legs are twitching beautifully,” 

Raul smiled.  He ran his free hand over Mark’s thigh for the first 

time.  “Do you think you can make it down with this still in you?  

If you can, I’ll replace it with something else.” 

He let go.  Mark closed his butt on the toy and 

straightened his legs, his body humming like a bowstring.  Then 

he folded himself gracefully and sank into a more restful 
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position on all fours.  The end of the dildo still sparkled in his 

arse. 

“Good boy,” Raul said.  He withdrew it and laid it aside.  

From the box he took a long, lightly-veined glass dildo.  After 

the steel beads, it was a very much different—and fuller—

sensation.  It burned inside Mark, its coolness tugging at his 

heated hole. 

“You’re still dripping.” 

“You’re still fucking me.” 

“Yes.  I love the way it makes your toes curl.”  Mark 

shook with arousal.  Every stroke of the glass cock inside him 

followed a different course, angled in a different way, rubbed his 

prostate with a different intensity.  There was no pattern, 

nothing that could give him the continuous stimulation required 

to cum.  Pleasure without end surged through him.  His shaft 

was kept engorged by the rings, and with endless erection came 

endless sensitivity. 

He put his head down and arched his back, accepting 

still more of the dildo’s length, and Raul dripped a little oil onto 

his free hand.  At first he only played with Mark’s pricktip, 

almost pinching it with his fingers, until Mark was moaning for 

more.  The older man rolled onto his back and slid between his 

boy’s legs.  With thumb and forefinger alone, he stroked Mark’s 

manhood, drawing it down to the vertical, a bare inch from his 

lips.  He felt it surge anew with each thrust of the dildo.  He had 

a beautiful young nobleman at his mercy, and was sodomizing 

him—and the boy was so turned on by it that Raul could feel the 

load churning in his balls. 

When he thought Mark was too close to cumming, he 

stopped moving his hand.  The random motions of the dildo 

destroyed Mark’s internal rhythm, and he actually cursed.  After 

a suitable time, Raul began stroking him again.  He stopped a 

second time.  A third.  A fourth.  It was not until he had halted 

seven times that he decided he couldn’t wait any longer to taste 
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Mark in full.  His hand kept moving.  Mark’s arse clamped down 

on the toy with sudden force, and he poured cum into Raul’s 

mouth, a creamy waterfall dropping from a rosy cliff. 

Raul released Mark and closed his eyes, savoring the 

taste of the diver on his tongue.  There had been enough of it, 

flying everywhere, that his cheeks were wet with cum even 

though it was the second load he had teased out of Mark in a 

very short time.  The legislator soaked in the athlete’s seed, 

reveled in it.  For some men, taking another guy’s load in their 

mouths would be the ultimate insult.  For him, it was the 

ultimate act of masculinity, a marriage of his virility with that of 

another.  Scientifically rubbish but emotionally fulfilling. 

He felt his legs being spread and raised his head to see a 

recovered Mark, minus the dildo but still leather-clad, stretching 

out between them.   

“Thank you,” Mark said sweetly. 

“Thank you, my beautiful boy,” Raul breathed.  “You 

have no conception of how much joy I find in your body.” 

Mark kissed his erection, starting at the balls and 

working his way up to the tip.  The whole thing was slick with 

precum; Raul had gushed as much as he had.  The taste was 

delightful.  Without using his hands, he swallowed the length of 

it, slowly, tortuously, and then looked up to meet Raul’s 

captivated gaze. 

“Dios,” Raul whispered.  Mark’s lips were nibbling at his 

cockring.  He watched the boy slide up and down on his shaft, 

occasionally pausing to push his long raven hair aside.  The 

fantasy boy of half the gay world was servicing him with love in 

his eyes and a technique that none but a lover could have 

matched.  He was not merely sucking Raul’s cock as a cock, but 

as a straw leading to endless reserves of precum.  He was 

drinking from him as a hummingbird would sip from a flower. 

“Mark…” he moaned. 
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Instantly his shaft was back on his abs.  The breeze stung 

it, aided by a cool stream of air from Mark’s lips.  Frustration 

overwhelmed him. 

“Fuck me,” he demanded, writhing, clamping his hands 

behind his head in order to prevent himself from grabbing his 

straining rod. 

Mark smiled devilishly.  “Oh, I shall.  But first we play.”  

He held up a long vibrator of blued steel and flicked it on. 

Raul raised his legs, presenting himself invitingly.  Mark 

shook his head. 

“You really don’t think you’re getting off that easily, do 

you?”  He slipped the tip of the vibrator under Raul’s balls and 

balanced them on it.  The legislator clamped his jaw, trying not 

to squirm.  Trying to endure the pleasure.  His dick was still like 

marble and precum was collecting in his navel again.  There was 

no way he could deny, to himself or to Mark, how turned on he 

was.  And yet it was exhausting to endure that kind of 

stimulation. 

When Mark pulled the vibrator away, he gasped.  When 

the boy touched it to his frenulum, he shrieked in surprise.  

Precum caught on the tip and Mark slid it in tiny circles, writing 

on Raul’s dick in organic ink.  Turning it, he slid it beneath the 

ridge of the glans, then up and down the shaft at a tantalizing 

pace.  That piece of metal was his only contact with Raul’s body, 

and it was more intimate and more effective than if he had 

buried his own dick inside the legislator.  Nevertheless, he 

decided that Raul needed something more.  Setting the vibrator 

aside for the moment, he reached for the other toy he’d taken 

from the box and lubed it. 

“Whoa,” Raul said in appreciation.  “You’re a pretty 

intense first date.” 

“Those are the best kind.”  Mark took Raul’s cock in his 

left hand.  With his right, he placed the tip of a thick sound, 

slightly bent, to his lover’s slit.  It shone with oil, and as Mark 
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began to insert it, precum bubbled from within the shaft.  Most 

of it couldn’t escape so easily and was forced back down into 

Raul’s balls for the moment.  The pressure made them ache, and 

Raul throbbed even harder. 

The sound disappeared into him a little at a time.  Mark 

fucked his erection with it.  He was tender, but in total control.  

Each upward stroke dragged out more and more foaming, 

cloudy precum that had nowhere else to go.  Raul’s breathing 

was ragged now, coming in hisses through his teeth.  Mark 

pressed the sound home, and it vanished entirely, giving Raul a 

boner that literally had a steel core. 

“Perfect,” he said quietly, and took Raul in his mouth 

again.  The sound tried to slide out of Raul’s slit; he pushed it 

back with his tongue.  In spite of its thickness, precum continued 

to well around it, combining slickly with the coconut oil.  He 

pulled off and seized the vibrator again, and pressed the tip to 

Raul’s cock.  The sound inside it caught up the vibrations, 

multiplying their intensity. 

A bead of steel winked at Raul from his dick, an 

accustomed and yet strangely new sight.  With the vibrator on 

one side of his shaft and Mark’s hand on the other, their 

combined pressure was driving the sound out of him once more.  

Mark rolled the vibrator and slid it up and down, gathering up 

the lube that leaked from his prick, then lowered it and breached 

Raul’s hole with it. 

As Mark pressed the vibrator deep into Raul, they 

watched the sound emerge from his prick, the one making way 

for the other.  There was a look almost of agony on Raul’s face as 

he watched Mark laughingly shake his head and reinsert the 

sound, keeping a forefinger clamped over his cockhead to ensure 

it would stay in place.  Steel pierced him in two places, but 

instead of pain, it brought him some of the greatest happiness he 

had ever known.  He hung there, in a trance, as Mark fucked 

him.  The brief wave of detachment delayed his orgasm without 
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preventing it.  His balls hardened.  Mark took his finger away 

and gave him a few gentle strokes.  The sound rose until more 

than half of its length dangled heavily from Raul’s pricktip.  He 

groaned in relief and anticipation, and orgasm hit him with a 

force that flung the sound into the cleft of his pecs.  Cum 

followed it in thick, massive spurts, or would have done so if it 

had been free to fly.  The instant the sound had been released, 

Mark had clamped his lips over Raul’s cock.  His tongue danced 

over Raul’s stretched slit.  Raul fell back, his vision blurring, his 

body incredibly alive and relaxed at the same time. 

When he could, he pulled Mark up to him and kissed 

him. 

“Thank you.  That was beautiful.  You have an incredible 

touch.  Even more so because you’re so young.” 

“My uncles have been training Micah and I in this kind of 

thing for years.” 

“Smart men.  I can’t wait to meet them.” 

Raul undressed them both, setting aside the leather gear 

for cleaning later.  “Your butt is too nice to be left empty,” he 

told Mark longingly.  “May I please fill it again?” 

Mark obligingly assumed the position, and Raul carefully 

fed a string of steel balls into his hole.  When the last one 

disappeared, the only thing visible was a fine loop of cord, 

nearly invisible.  He stood up to find Raul holding out another 

identical set of balls. 

“For my mouth?” Mark jested. 

“For my rear,” Raul winked. 

The balls in place, he collected a wicker basket from his 

desk and led Mark out into the afternoon sun.  They walked 

among the vines, kissing and flirting, pausing to touch and suck.  

Raul poured them more wine, and they tasted it on each other’s 

lips.  They became frisky and grappled with one another, 

savoring the pressure of muscle on muscle.  Finally they pulled 

the balls from their holes and fucked each other in the Arizona 
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dirt, a few strokes each at a time, until they gave up their loads 

to each other one last time. 

“Mark,” Raul said. 

“Hmmm.”  Mark lay nestled in Raul’s arms at the end of 

a row of vines.  They were watching the sun sink towards the 

horizon. 

“Would you do me a small favor?” 

“Of course.” 

“I love how those balls in your hole make your dick stay 

nice and plump.  And how they hold my cum inside you.  

Would you like to wear them home?” 

“I would love to.” 

“There’s one condition.  You can’t cum again until your 

boyfriend removes them, no matter how badly you want it.” 

“My, my.  You are a tease.”  Mark rolled over and looked 

up at him.  “I’ll go you one better.  I’ll not only wear the balls, I 

won’t wear anything else.  You can keep my outfit as a 

memento.” 

“Including the moccasins?” 

“Including the moccasins.  Which I think will fit you.  

And I should warn you that both Micah and I have cum in them 

before.” 

“In them, not on them.” 

“Correct.” 

“It’s a deal.” 

A few minutes later, Mark slid Raul’s feet into the soft 

leather shoes, then gave him a slow, reluctant farewell kiss.  “I’ll 

be back.” 

“So will I.” 

Raul watched, his arousal returning with every step, as 

Mark walked naked to his plane, did his preflight check, and 

climbed aboard, his lean limbs stretching and his chafed cock 

dangling.  Fearless and unrestrained.  The plane took flight, and 
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Raul, staring after it, fell to his knees, both hands on his prick, 

forcing himself towards yet another orgasm. 
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Chapter 15 
 

 

“It’s quiet,” Micah said.  “Too quiet.” 

“Do you mind?” 

“Not at all.  It gets pretty frenetic around here sometimes.  

But it seems unusual this morning.”  He kissed his boyfriend on 

the lips, then on the nipple.  “So what should we expect?  The 

descent of extraterrestrial visitors?  Arrival of the gods from 

Valhalla?  Or just a particularly shy job candidate you need 

privacy to woo at first?” 

“Oddly enough, a sort of combination of all three.  Was it 

that obvious?” 

“You’ve been maneuvering to send us off in different 

directions for the last couple of days.  We all noticed, but why 

spoil the surprise?  Now give.”  Micah planted himself on 

Mark’s lap and waited expectantly. 

“It’s Trevor Hudson.” 

“That homonormative little blonde representative from 

the Phoenix metro area?” 

“How well you describe him.” 

“Your dick will be wasted on him,” Micah said with a 

shake of his head.  He traced one finger along the member in 

question. 

“I’m seriously wondering if he’ll even want it.” 

“Are you going to take him around Cibola?  It might 

shock him.” 
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“I’m sure it would.  Judging by the fact that I offered to 

show it to him and he declined, with a certain tone in his voice 

that he struggled and failed to entirely suppress.” 

“Faint contempt mixed with a genuine disgust for even 

discussing the subject at all.  I can picture his lips pursing.” 

“The guy’s sex life is so dull that Jeff got bored probing 

into it and gave up.  He’s practically a Mormon.  In fact, we’ve 

known Mormons who would have made him look like a 

Mormon.” 

“Elizabeth and Raul both like sex and they’re only 

cautious about it for the sake of their careers,” Micah said 

thoughtfully.  “Which is understandable.  But Hudson not only 

gives the impression that he dislikes it, he seems to go out of his 

way to create that impression.” 

“The schoolmarm that never was.” 

“Or—by naming a thing you give it power.” 

“He probably learned about that in one of his college 

classes, but the point is far too subtle for a mind like his to 

implement consciously.” 

“Why even have him around?  He’s of no use to us.  He 

might be dangerous.” 

“I want to hear him before I condemn him.” 

“That’s all well and good, provided it doesn’t get in the 

way of the condemning later.” 

“Have you forgotten that we have about twenty cameras 

covering this patio?” Mark grinned. 

Micah burst out laughing.  “I forgot for a minute that if 

he makes any move on you, he’ll be making his porn debut at 

the same time.  Hackers are getting into so many private things 

these days.” 

“The anti-porn congressional candidate in a porn film.  

Bye-bye to his career in national politics!” 

“Is it naughty of me to hope that we get to use it 

someday?” 
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“Probably.  But maybe he’ll surprise us.” 

“You are optimistic today, aren’t you?” Micah said, 

running his fingers through his boyfriend’s hair.  “I suppose you 

could always offer to buy him.” 

“With the example of a certain junior congressman who 

flamed out and crashed because of extravagance always before 

his eyes, I doubt Hudson will be susceptible to financial offers.  

Besides, as a young gay Democrat in a red state, he’s already 

fully bankrolled by the HRC and the other neocon queers.” 

“Your curiosity will get you in trouble one of these 

days.” 

“I can afford to waste a few hours on the off chance of 

getting one more representative on our side.  That would give us 

five percent of the House; ten percent of a quorum of the House 

at its minimum.” 

“Don’t pay too much attention to the numbers.  I have a 

suspicion that Jeff likes the numbers he comes up with way too 

much.  Where is he today, anyway?” 

“Down at the library, going through boxes of junk sale 

books that Avalon’s been bringing back from antique shops and 

yard sales.” 

“And where’s Krit?” 

“I sent him to buy a B-17,” Mark said offhandedly, 

gathering his boyfriend into his arms. 

“Then you weren’t joking at dinner last night.” 

“It will be a good investment.  It will be a great tourist 

attraction.  We’ll blow that old World War II photo of a naked 

turret gunner up to bigger than life-size and put it on the wall of 

the visitor center.  That way visitors are prepared when they see 

our naked flight crew.” 

“The veterans’ associations will tie themselves in knots!” 

Micah said with glee, squirming. 

“Also, Jeff has a scheme for disassembling old warbirds 

when they’re hangared for maintenance, scanning the pieces, 
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turning the scans into CAD files that can be machined by a 

computer, and then distributing them so you can build your 

own vintage warbird from scratch, no factory needed.  It’s 

another of his demonstrations of how you can use information 

technology to fill a need without large-scale industry or 

urbanization.” 

“Cibola is going to have a lot of pilots.” 

“That means we may be having sex in the air a lot more 

often.” 

“Well, I don’t mind.  Is that your phone buzzing, or did 

Raul leave a toy behind in your butt last time?” 

“Very funny,” Mark said, sticking his tongue out at 

Micah.  “Five minute warning from Hudson.” 

“Incoming!  Hit the deck!” Micah screamed, actually 

startling Mark for an instant.  He rocketed off the chaise and 

dove into the pool with an unnecessarily large splash. 

“You can’t hide under the water the whole time he’s 

here,” Mark said, looking down at him with an amused 

expression as Micah reluctantly resurfaced. 

“Maybe the hot tub?  If I turn the bubbles up and get a 

snorkel?” 

“You’d turn into a prune, and I prefer my fruit fresh.” 

Micah hoisted himself out of the water and dried off.  

“Hiding in the office is boring.” 

“But you’ll get a good view.  You wouldn’t see much of 

anything underwater.” 

“If you’re going to make me use common sense, I 

suppose I can’t resist,” Micah agreed.  He kissed Mark long and 

sensually.  “Also, just in case…” 

“Don’t get me too hard,” Mark warned.  “I don’t want to 

scare him right away.” 

“Just enough to plump you up,” Micah assured him, then 

gently took Mark’s cock between his lips for a few seconds.  “He 

won’t know my mouth was there right before his.” 
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“But you will.” 

“And so will you, and you’ll get off on it.” 

“I have the hottest boyfriend.” 

“I love you,” Micah said, and kissed him again.  “All 

right, let’s get this rough wooing started.”  There had been no 

need for his oral skills, Mark was aware; simply watching 

Micah’s body and arse as he walked away across the patio and 

went into the office building made his cock stir to more 

plumpness than was necessary.  He flicked his balls a couple of 

times to help. 

The sound of knocking came faintly from the front of the 

house.  “Around back!” Mark called out.  The knocking ceased, 

to be replaced by the crunching of gravel and, shortly thereafter, 

by the person of Trevor Hudson.  Mark reflected that if he had 

been a nineteenth-century lady, his reaction to his first sight of 

the legislator would have best been described as “goggling.”  It 

was spring in the desert, with temperatures comfortably in the 

high seventies and a cloudless sky.  Representative Hudson was 

dressed in full preppy professional rig-out of checkered shirt, 

khakis, argyle socks, and leather oxfords.  The carefully neutral 

expression on his face flickered for a moment before sliding back 

to cheerful geniality.  His eyes drank in the vision of Mark’s bare 

body.  Mark knew that look; it was hunger mixed with shame.  

Everything about Hudson, from the way he moved down to the 

clasp of his hand, suggested that he was equally fascinated and 

repelled by Mark’s blatant sensuality. 

“Care for a smoothie?” Mark offered, moving to the bar.  

Hudson shook his head and set his satchel down on one of the 

stools.  Mark wondered what could possibly be in it. 

“You’re very casual here,” Hudson said.  He watched 

Mark drop ice into the blender.  “Don’t you think it might be a 

little off-putting to visitors?” 

“I believe in living my beliefs,” Mark replied.  

“Remember, one of the concepts we’re working with here is that 
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visitors will come for the casual atmosphere and fantastic 

weather that make clothing unnecessary and wasteful.” 

“The Cibola colony—commune?—as a tourist attraction, 

yes.  That’s one of the reasons I thought I’d stop by.”  Hudson 

produced a folder from his satchel and passed it across the bar, 

propping himself on a stool as he did so.  It bore the logo of a 

famous Phoenix-based consulting firm.  Mark sipped his drink 

while flipping through it.  A faint smirk worked across one side 

of his face. 

“The gist of this,” he said to Hudson three minutes later, 

“is that Cibola can never be economically viable as a tourist 

attraction.” 

“The reason clothing-optional resorts in Palm Springs 

and the south of France are economically viable,” Hudson 

explained, with a ponderous touch of patience, “is that there are 

many other tourist attractions there.  Most people want to 

experience nudism as a part of their vacation, not as the core of 

their vacation.  Cibola has no tourist attractions to offer apart 

from a single resort under construction.  It can’t pay.” 

“The research is interesting, certainly,” Mark agreed.  “Of 

course, it uses very conservative estimates for the number of 

people interested in nudism and libertinism.  They could have 

gotten better data off Wikipedia.  But I agree with the overall 

contention that the resort won’t be profitable.  And it was never 

intended to be profitable.  It’s a gateway to exploring Cibola the 

community.” 

“You really think there are that many nudists out there?” 

“Cap d’Agde draws forty thousand at a time during the 

summer.  Twice the population of La Paz County.  And Cibola is 

comfortable year-round, unlike the Mediterranean.”  Mark 

stretched himself in the sunlight, letting his cock grow as full as 

it could without beginning to erect.  Hudson was riveted.  “The 

potential is enormous.” 
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“But there’s nothing to draw that many people here to 

enjoy the potential.” 

“We’re not looking to build a city, but an agricultural 

community.  A few thousand will do.  Our farms will be a tourist 

attraction in themselves.  Where else can people come to watch 

their contemporaries live as their own ancestors once did?” 

“That’s not going to convince Arizona, much of which is 

conservative and urban, to legalize nudity statewide.  Too many 

people won’t be comfortable with it.  I can tell you, honestly, that 

I’m not.” 

“So you came all the way here to tell me you don’t 

approve of me?” Mark smiled. 

Hudson was thrown off balance.  “I think you need to 

proceed more cautiously.  Wait for attitudes to change.” 

“Until you’re more comfortable with a naked body?” 

“Hey, you can be naked here on your own property, that 

should be enough,” Hudson said, retreating. 

“But as long as state law prohibits it, we can be arrested 

for crossing the highway from one of our fields to the other.  

What do you suggest?” 

“I suggest that when behavior is not patently offensive, 

local law enforcement should exercise tolerance.  As they do at 

Burning Man, or at Black’s Beach.” 

“And that’s enough?” 

“I thought you said once that it would take voluntary 

cooperation to make Cibola work.” 

“That’s correct.” 

“Wouldn’t that be a kind of voluntary cooperation?” 

“One form of it, yes.” 

“See?  Compromise is possible.” 

“But you said that all this nudity might be off-putting to 

visitors.  Is it off-putting to you?” 

Hudson shrugged.  “This is your home.  Why shouldn’t 

you be naked?”  He still couldn’t look away from Mark, 
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although there was a muscle twitch in his neck that betrayed an 

instinctive tendency to turn away. 

“That was an evasion.”  Mark took a step closer to him. 

“It’s not something I’m used to,” Hudson admitted.  

“Only in certain contexts.” 

“You mean in the context of sex.  So your mind construes 

nudity as necessarily being associated with sex, whether it is or 

is not.” 

“Maybe.  But would I be wrong to suspect that you also 

associate the two ideas, given your track record?” 

“To a certain extent, that’s true.  So when you look at me, 

you see me connecting nudity and sexuality, two concepts you 

already view as going hand in hand.  In other words, I’m a 

visible illustration of your beliefs.”  Hudson flushed.  “Which 

means that if you see nudity and sex as inseparable, and you 

have a problem with the freedom to be naked, you also have a 

problem with sexual freedom.” 

“Sexual freedom within reasonable limits is fine.” 

“What possible reasonable limits are there other than 

consensuality?” 

“Lots,” Hudson said with emphasis.  “You have to 

consider the interests of others.” 

“You have another definition of consensual sex that 

doesn’t prioritize the interests of others?” 

“Sometimes sex involves violence and coercion and that 

doesn’t put others first.” 

“That’s not sex, though.  That would be rape.  Sex is 

always consensual; rape is the absence of consent.” 

“I could argue that definition, but the reality of life is that 

a lot of non-consensual and selfish sex goes on every day.” 

“But sex isn’t supposed to be selfish.  It’s about giving, 

not taking.  The same way science is about taking all the data 

into account, not cherry-picking the stuff that supports the 

answer you want to get.  Are we going to treat actions done for a 
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wrong reason the same way as actions that are done for a right 

reason?” 

“So you’re saying that the acceptability of sex and 

nakedness should depend on whether people want to use them 

to help or hurt others.  That it all comes down to motivation 

anyway.” 

“Yes, ultimately.  Men of good will.” 

“That’s been part of your argument from the beginning.  

A libertine Christianity.” 

“If by that you mean that I not only love my neighbors in 

the abstract but also make love to them, then that might be a fair 

description.” 

“It’s driving the Baptists in particular crazy,” Hudson 

suddenly giggled. 

Mark grinned in response.  “‘Whatsoever things are true, 

whatsoever things are honest, whatsoever things are just, 

whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are lovely, 

whatsoever things are of good report; if there be any virtue, and 

if there be any praise, think on these things.’”  He raised a hand 

in a gesture that took in the house and the sky and the distant 

cliffs and made them all seem part of a single whole with 

himself.  “This is lovely.  A lovely place for love.  It is true and 

just and pure and honest, because here we speak without fear.  It 

is virtuous, because we desire the good of others, which is the 

essence of love.  And sex is a medium through which every one 

of these things can be expressed, and expressed well, with 

beauty and honesty.” 

“Honesty,” Hudson said reflectively.  “What about sins 

of omission?” 

“It’s up to you to decide what you tell others.  If there’s 

no promise, there’s no obligation.” 

“And you believe in living your beliefs.  And you believe 

in honesty.  So you wouldn’t condemn another for honesty.” 



410 

 

“Of course not.  Even if I completely disagreed with 

him.” 

Hudson reached out and stroked Mark’s hip with his 

fingers, sliding his palm around to cup the boy’s butt.  Yes, Mark 

exulted silently.  He struggled to keep his cock soft as Hudson 

hesitantly explored his curves.  He didn’t want to scare him 

away.  It was difficult, though.  Jeff’s research had turned up a 

total of eight previous sexual partners for Trevor Hudson since 

he had come out noisily in high school at the age of fifteen.  

There had probably been a few more, but the idea of seducing 

such a novice was still immensely appealing to Mark, all other 

considerations aside. 

When Hudson grasped his shaft, however, control went 

out the window.  It pulsed in the legislator’s hand, already 

beading precum.  Hudson admired it without any remaining 

shame, his sexual instincts kicking in all the more powerfully for 

their frequent neglect.  Those who have sex regularly, like those 

who use psychedelics regularly, learn to manage the altered 

mental states involved.  It is the amateur who is at risk of 

becoming overwhelmed. 

Mark made no move for a little while.  He let Hudson set 

the pace, and for the moment, his visitor seemed content to 

simply admire his prick, stroking it and thumbing the tip.  Then 

Mark noticed something.  He leaned over and whispered in 

Hudson’s ear. 

“You’re precumming through your pants,” he 

whispered.  Hudson dropped his gaze and instantly blushed 

scarlet.  “Don’t worry, it’s hot.”  Mark knew he could feel his 

warm breath on his ear.  He pulled back and looked at Hudson.  

The legislator stared up at him.  Mark licked his lips, and 

Hudson, goaded past the point of no return, lunged forward and 

kissed him. 

He tasted surprisingly good, Mark thought, and his lips 

were soft.  As a good host should, he helped his guest to his feet.  
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Hudson let go of his cock and started unbuttoning, frenziedly.  

He already had his shirt half open by the time Mark began to 

assist him.  As he flung it off, Mark ran his hands over Hudson’s 

lamp-tanned skin and gave his guest the shivers.  The legislator 

struggled with his belt and managed to strip all his remaining 

clothes off at once.  He threw himself at Mark, literally, forcing 

the younger boy to step back.  They clutched each other, kissing 

hard.  In spite of his cynicism towards politicians in general and 

this one in particular, Mark felt a moment of joy and tenderness 

at having momentarily freed Hudson from the prison in which 

he’d locked himself. 

His erection was hot and springy against Mark’s abs.  He 

was humping desperately, a reflex action born of long denial.  In 

spite of his enthusiasm, Mark still waited.  His kisses were nice, 

and he wanted Hudson to take the next step. 

Hudson took it, kneeling and swallowing Mark’s glans.  

The diver could tell he was struggling from the tightness of his 

jaw.  It was actually a pleasant sensation, one that made Mark 

swell a little more.  He wondered if Hudson liked the taste of his 

precum.  He leaned back and let the older boy do his job.  

Hudson was actually quite a decent cocksucker, it turned out. 

Mark raised a foot and lazily began to stroke Hudson’s 

prick with it, but the legislator was already beating himself off, 

rapidly, and pushed him away.  For a moment, Mark’s face 

tightened in irritation.  The neophyte was going much too fast.  

He needed to be slowed down.  Mark slid away from the bar 

and his cock slipped from Hudson’s lips. 

“Oh, no, you don’t,” Hudson panted, reaching for him 

and falling onto all fours.  Mark backed away coyly.  Hudson 

actually leapt after him like an eager puppy and impaled himself 

on Mark’s hardon again, this time grabbing Mark’s legs to 

prevent him from getting away.  It was a problem Mark solved 

by simply falling over onto one of the lounges.  As his guest 

dove for his erection, he grabbed Hudson’s hips and swung him 
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on top of himself.  The older boy’s cock was gushing.  It tasted 

healthy, at least, and Mark drank his juices down hungrily.  He 

ran a thumb over Hudson’s hole as they sixty-nined, and it 

moved into him easily. 

He’s lubed, Mark realized.  He came here waiting for me to 

give him an opening so he could seduce me, hoping that I’d want more 

and become biddable afterwards.  He tried to set a honey trap! 

Obviously, he had no choice but to ensure that Hudson 

got what he came for.  Up to a certain point. 

Now he circled Hudson’s hole with both thumbs, 

loosening it and making him crave more sensation there.  He 

laved the legislator’s pricktip at the same time, slowly and 

luxuriously, a distinct contrast to the fast, jerky movements 

Hudson was making.  The slow treatment required almost no 

movement of his mouth, which was a good thing; the older boy 

was far too worked up.  That was excellent.  Mark made Hudson 

focus on the way he was teasing his arse.  He wanted him 

thinking about it.  Simultaneously, he wanted him desperate for 

release. 

His skills worked.  Hudson grabbed at a little bottle of 

lube on a side table and slathered it over Mark’s dick.  Not 

bothering about any other preliminaries, he crept forward and 

let Mark breach his hole. 

“Fuck,” he moaned, the pitch of his voice rising in a long, 

low wail.  The tightness of his ring around Mark’s shaft was 

almost painful.  Mark flexed his pelvic muscles, and his cock 

swelled.  Hudson groaned. 

“Farther,” Mark whispered.  Hudson obeyed, pumping 

his hips and working Mark’s cock deeper into him with every 

undulation.  In spite of his tight hole, the diver could tell he’d 

been a regular bottom at some point.  His moves, and the 

contraction of his glutes, were evidence of that.  He was noisy, 

though.  Every slight upward thrust Mark gave to help him 
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along forced a moan out of him.  Only when his arse settled on 

Mark’s hips did he let out a sigh of contentment instead. 

“Turn around,” Mark said softly.  “I want to see you ride 

me.” 

Hudson obliged.  As he rotated a hundred and eighty 

degrees, his hole twisted in a delightful way around Mark’s 

shaft.  The younger boy curled his toes in pleasure.  He rocked 

his hips and began to slide within Hudson, smooth and regular. 

“Fuck me,” Hudson begged. 

“Louder,” Mark demanded. 

“Fuck me!” 

“Louder!” 

“Fuck me!”  That one got an echo off the house. 

Mark obliged.  Hudson rose and fell like a cowboy on a 

bull.  He flogged his dick frantically, restoring it to hardness, 

and then Mark batted his hands away.  The diver grabbed his 

bottom’s prick with oiled fingers, teased the glans, ringed his 

balls and held them down.  Sweating, Hudson’s hips blurred 

frantically as he sought to ride Mark’s cock and fuck his hand at 

the same time.  He had no concept of slow sex, Mark realized.  

Orgasm was the goal for him, and nothing else, and keeping his 

balls trapped was only a partial solution.  It delayed climax, but 

could not stop it.  Hudson squealed, fucking harder, and came 

all over Mark’s chest in small spurts. 

He collapsed back onto Mark’s shaft with yet another 

series of ambiguous sounds.  Already his erection was shrinking.  

Not too gently, he pulled off and turned around between Mark’s 

legs, grabbing his host’s cock.  He wasn’t unskilled with his 

hands, either, but he was not the least bit interested in taking any 

time to savor the erection before him.  Mark, in spite of his 

disdain, thought his own thoughts and let the older boy make 

him cum.  Hudson pecked him on the lips, then sauntered off 

towards the shower.  Mark followed him, thinking what a cocky 

little bastard he was. 
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“You’re fun,” Hudson said, soaping himself.  He looked 

more confident now.  Mark, remembering his aunt’s advice as a 

child, smiled and said nothing. 

“What does your boyfriend think about this, though?” 

“You saw the video.”  Hudson blushed, again.  He 

clearly didn’t want to admit it.  His bubble of confidence 

deflated somewhat. 

“He’s as much of an exhibitionist as I am.  He looks so 

beautiful having sex, and sometimes I prefer to observe that 

from a distance in order to enjoy his happiness in a different 

way.  And it’s watching him give the gift of love to others.  It 

shows me what a special, fearless, kind human being he is.” 

“Sex is fun, sure.  But it’s just sex.  It’s not art.” 

“You don’t believe in erotic art?” 

Hudson shrugged and changed the subject.  “Don’t you 

get jealous?” 

“Why would I?  He loves me.  Having sex with someone 

else doesn’t change that.” 

“It could, if he falls in love with them.” 

“And what if he does?  He can love whoever he wants.  

Besides, sex doesn’t cause automatic love in that sense.  Are you 

going to fall in love with me because we had sex?” 

“That’s not fair.”  Hudson was clearly feeling a reaction 

after sex, as teenagers often do, and in some respects his 

attitudes were those of a petulant teenager.  He hurriedly 

toweled off and began putting his clothes back on. 

“It’s a serious question, not merely rhetorical.” 

“If you insist, the answer is no.” 

“Then why would it be any different for my boyfriend?  

Society’s double standard of different rules for men and women 

doesn’t disappear simply because a relationship is same-sex.  As 

long as the dichotomy of gender roles is maintained, where one 

partner has an expectation that casual sex is all right for him but 
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not okay for his lover, the problem continues to exist.  And it’s 

all fantasy that can be overcome with a little bit of trust.” 

“And what are your children going to think about it?  I 

suppose you plan to adopt, to pass on the title?” 

“Adoptive children can’t inherit a British peerage.  I am 

engaged, though.” 

“Congratulations.  But where does the title go after you, 

then?” 

“To my son.” 

“You just said adopted children can’t inherit.” 

“He’s not adopted.  He’s not even born yet.  My fiancee 

only informed me of his existence some weeks ago.” 

“Your fiancee?”  An unmistakable look of disgust passed 

over Hudson’s face.  “You fathered a child on someone and are 

going to marry her now?” 

“Crudely put, yes.  I wasn’t expecting it to happen, but 

I’m glad it did.” 

Hudson buttoned his shirt tighter and edged away from 

Mark.  “That’s very noble of you, I’m sure, but your boyfriend 

must be devastated.” 

“Devastated?  Not the word I would use.  Proud of my 

virility, yes.  Aroused by the beauty of my countess-to-be and 

eager to sample her for himself, yes.  Excited about being a 

father, yes.  Sobered by the thought of responsibility, yes.  Eager 

to see what our son will become, yes.  None of those include any 

sort of emotional devastation or depression.” 

“How can you guys fucking pass each other around like 

a plate of food?” Hudson exploded. 

“Because we’re lovers, and to love properly, you have to 

give of yourself without stint and without measure, instead of 

doling love out in doses as if it were rare.” 

“You can never build a bond with anyone like that, 

spending so little time with them.  And without that, your sex 

life will never have meaning.” 
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“Sex doesn’t always have to have deep meaning.  There’s 

no reason to refrain from sex that’s simply for fun.  You don’t 

build bonds; they exist or they don’t, and sex may or may not 

reflect them.  And if your idea of a relationship is taking up 

someone’s time and body to the exclusion of anyone else, that’s 

not a romantic ideal but a business one.  A relationship built on 

possession.  Greed.  Selfishness, not selflessness.  Not only 

purely Freudian, but also the exact opposite of what it should be.  

Or—if sex does always have to have deep meaning, to express 

love, then doesn’t promiscuous sex express a general love for 

mankind?  For the children of God so loved their fellow men that 

they gave them their bodies without restraint.  Greater love hath 

no man than this.” 

“Why are you even sleeping with a woman, anyway?” 

Hudson protested, heading off on a different tack.  “You’re gay.” 

“I am not gay,” Mark said irritably.  He used the same 

tone of voice that had put the fear of God into Sir Patrick.  

Hudson actually paled.  “I am a young man with a high sex 

drive.” 

“You have sex primarily with men.  You’re gay.” 

“Ahh, the one-drop rule resurrected.  I suppose you 

wouldn’t believe me if I said I wasn’t attracted to men.” 

The junior legislator had a very braying laugh, which he 

now exercised.  “Nope.” 

“I’m not, though.  I’m attracted to golden skin and 

lustrous hair, to fineness of features, to the curve of a muscle, the 

line of a limb, the sound of a voice, a gesture, a movement.  To 

ideas that leap between two people or among more.  And above 

all, to daring, to fearlessness.  Whether that is packaged as male 

or female or alyha or hwame, cis or trans, is completely 

irrelevant.” 

“Bold words,” Hudson sneered, making a show of 

clapping sarcastically, “and I’m sure they’ll get you a standing 

ovation at Yale Sex Week, but they have nothing to do with 



417 

 

reality.  Your attraction to men is hard-coded into your genes.  

Period.” 

“And my attraction to women?” 

“You don’t have an attraction to women.  You sleep with 

them either in an attempt to cope with lingering psychological 

issues, or as a way to advertise your sex drive.  Or both.” 

“My, but you have got a mouth on you!” Mark said 

admiringly.  He didn’t feel the least bit angry with his guest.  

He’d already gotten the leverage he wanted, and the kid was so 

insignificant, so spiteful, that he was more to be pitied than 

despised.  As for Hudson, he was coming out in red blotches all 

over. 

“You said you liked honesty,” he snapped defensively. 

“Quite right.  You’re wrong, of course, but do continue.” 

“You think you’re being a good dad, but it’s indecent to 

marry a woman when you claim to have a boyfriend who you 

love.  It’s not fair to either of them.” 

“Even if they’re both fully okay with it?” 

“They’re not, and you’re not, and you all know it.  It’s all 

about being sex fiends.  Stop pretending.” 

“Let’s assume for a moment your accusation is correct 

and we are in it for the sex.  What’s wrong with sex?  You keep 

saying the word as if it were a bad thing.” 

“It’s not necessarily a good thing.  Disease, rape, sexual 

assault, spousal abuse, pornography—look at everything bad 

that goes along with sex.  Often we’re better without it.” 

“Do you think you and I would be better off without the 

sex we just had?” Mark smiled charmingly. 

“I’m thinking we might have been,” Hudson muttered, 

unable to meet his eyes. 

“That’s sad,” Mark said softly.  “You could be a lot of 

fun.” 

“Could be?” the older boy sputtered, furious at the 

implication, but unsure how to counter it. 
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“Why are you here?” Mark asked suddenly. 

Hudson straightened up.  “I wanted to bring you that 

report.” 

“And inspect me in my natural habitat.  What else?” 

“I’m becoming concerned about the operations of your 

Foundation.” 

“It is no concern of yours; it is not in your district and 

Cibola is unlikely to deplete the ranks of the young urban 

Democrats who vote for you to any extent.” 

“I have reason for concern if it looks like you’re going to 

become a public nuisance.” 

“A public nuisance?  How very melodramatic.  An 

Albertian writer would describe you as ‘positively dripping with 

menace.’  Pray go on.” 

“You’ve been buying land in Sedona.” 

“I’ve lived there my entire life.  Is it so surprising that I 

would want more property there?” 

“The property is all in the name of the Foundation.  

You’re planning to expand your operations from Cibola to 

Sedona as well.” 

Mark waited expectantly.  “Yes?” 

“You cannot do that.  It will not be to your advantage, or 

to anyone else’s.” 

“Explain.” 

“If you try to create another nudist-libertine paradise in 

Sedona, local law enforcement will not be so tolerant as they are 

here.  Far too many witnesses, and it’s too close to Phoenix.  

Now, with your attitude that rebellion is good, I’m sure you’ll 

have no problem staging mass nude protests outside the 

courthouse.  But it will be a battle you can’t win.  The 

community is bigger than any individual.  There will be counter-

protests, you’ll clog up the local justice system, you’ll generate 

immense bad feeling towards your entire project.  No one will 

benefit.” 
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“Except the principle that individuals have a right to 

decide what they wear, not the community.” 

“When the community is affected by individual actions, 

it gains the right to interfere with the individual.  The needs of 

the many outweigh the needs of the few.” 

That drew a laugh from Mark.  “The community does not 

exist except as a concept.  Concepts do not have rights.  

Individuals have rights, but the relationships into which 

individuals enter are not themselves persons and cannot have 

rights of their own.” 

“Metaphysical gibberish.” 

“Reality.  Until you define your terms, you cannot expect 

to get a correct answer to any logical problem.” 

“I’m not interested in that,” Hudson said rudely, and 

waved his hand as if swatting an annoying fly.  “What’s 

tolerable out here in the desert will be unthinkable in Sedona.  If 

you try to bring your hedonism there, I’ll introduce a bill for the 

state to dissolve the Foundation and sequester its property, with 

the proceeds to be used to benefit troubled queer youth.  Why 

are you looking around like that?” 

“I’m wondering if there’s any hemlock around here.  

You’re making me feel very sympathetic to Socrates at the 

moment.  And all because of some deductions you made 

regarding the Foundation’s operations, which you’ve yet to 

confirm in any meaningful way.  Or is that all there is to it?”  He 

studied Hudson carefully.  “There’s more.  You have several 

other bees in that invisible bonnet of yours.” 

“You opened a recruiting office in Phoenix.” 

“The Foundation opened an information center in 

Phoenix, yes.” 

“It’s a recruiting office.  Call it what it is.” 

“You sound very much like a reservation preacher.” 

“It’s in my district.” 
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“Your point being, presumably, that you don’t want it 

there.”  Mark wondered why Jeff had missed that political detail. 

“Move it,” Hudson said quietly.  “If you don’t, you’ll 

find out you’re not the only one who can organize protests.” 

“I’ve never organized a protest in my life.  I live my 

protests.” 

“Good for you.  I also wanted to find out if your 

Foundation was responsible for this absurdity.”  He reached into 

his briefcase and produced a red pamphlet, flourishing it at 

Mark.  “Arizona schools and students have been receiving copies 

of The Little Red Schoolbook, in a new edition.  Not the earlier 

censored version, or the 2014 reprint, but an unauthorized 

reprint of the first edition including the most controversial 

passage of all, the one that encouraged students to look at porn 

during class to defy their teachers.” 

“Whoever is doing it has my every sympathy,” Mark 

said blandly. 

“This is a huge copyright violation, as well as something 

that encourages kids in antisocial behavior and teaches them to 

defy authority.” 

“Ah, but copyright violations are so much harder to 

prove across international borders.  Especially when the material 

in question is being given away rather than sold for profit.  And 

once you add the political protest element—” 

“You are behind this, aren’t you?” Hudson almost 

snarled.  “This is completely inappropriate!” 

“It’s very appropriate.  And very timely.  Your party is so 

eager to do something, anything, on gun control that you’ve 

folded on armed guards in schools with astonishing ease.  How 

does that create an environment in which students will feel free 

to express original and contrary ideas?  Antisocial ideas?” 

“School is a place to learn, not to express contrary ideas.”  

Hudson broke off in real astonishment as Mark sat down on the 

patio and howled with laughter. 
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“I suppose,” he said acidly, “that you would consider 

contrary ideas to be part of the learning process.” 

Mark smiled up at him, and this time it was not his nice 

smile.  “Have you ever heard of Hegelian dialectic?” 

“Judging by your other behaviors, you just like being 

contrary,” Hudson plowed on, ignoring Mark’s previous 

remark.  “Is it true that you donated ten million dollars to The 

Intercept?” 

“Perfectly true.  One of the few publications worth 

reading today.” 

“And one that deliberately undermines United States 

foreign policy with its publication of classified information and 

support for leakers.” 

“You must be prepared to admit the possibility that the 

foreign policy of the United States might deserve to be 

undermined, if seen objectively.” 

“As an American, I’m not prepared to admit that, no.” 

“What a precious little Boromir you are.  Let the world be 

laid waste and all beautiful things perish, so long as the realm of 

Gondor endures forever, even though the heart of it be rotted 

away.” 

“I suppose that attitude is also behind a letter the 

Foundation sent opposing the Army’s proposal to expand its use 

of the Yuma Proving Ground.” 

“Quite right.” 

“The military is a major employer in Arizona.” 

“The military kills people, and the Foundation does not 

support people who kill people.” 

“That is an impractical attitude.  National defense will 

always be a necessity.  If the Foundation insists on obstructing 

the DoD, it will make a lot of enemies.” 

“I’m delighted to hear you acknowledge that we can 

obstruct them.” 
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“I assume you have a lot of money to spend on lawyers, 

but why, for God’s sake, would you?” 

“Because it’s part of the Foundation’s mission,” Mark 

said, rising to his feet.  “Because sex is not merely fun, it’s also a 

powerful tool for social reform.  A sexual society is a nonviolent 

one.  Promiscuous sexuality is a weapon that can be used 

indirectly against the state without involving violence.  That ties 

right in with an overall opposition to militarism through 

alternative methods.” 

“You really are out to undermine American society.” 

“Wasn’t that obvious from the first?  The concept of 

freedom necessarily includes sexual freedom.  A society which 

restricts sexual behavior, both in law and in culture, is not a free 

society.  I don’t care to live in a society which isn’t free, so I’m 

exercising my absolute right as a human being to change it.” 

“Your idea of a free society is not one I would ever want 

to live in.  It would be full of more violence, not less, and 

constant offensiveness.” 

“I’m curious, what is it that you find so offensive or ugly 

about the human body?  Or about sex.  You like sex.  You clearly 

like my body, at least.  Where does your objection come from?” 

“These are private things.  They shouldn’t be shared with 

the general public.” 

“Why?” 

“Because people don’t like to see them, obviously.” 

“That still doesn’t answer the question, even if you were 

telling the truth.  Which you’re not.  If people didn’t like sex and 

nudity, the government you work for wouldn’t be prosecuting 

topless bars all the time, because there would be no topless bars.  

Furthermore, if the public thought sex and nudity were bad, 

there would be no need for laws against them, because they 

wouldn’t be engaging in those behaviors in the first place.  But 

because people actually love sex and nudity when left to their 

own devices, the state has to prohibit these things in order to 
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push citizens into its armies, or into cutthroat business 

competition that will generate tax revenue.  Try again.” 

“You seriously believe all that guff on the Foundation’s 

website about how the lack of sex causes violence?” 

“If by ‘that guff’ you mean the numerous peer-reviewed 

studies and the considerable amount of anthropological research 

on the subject, some of which was done in this state, then the 

answer is yes.” 

Hudson threw up his hands in exasperation.  “Even if I 

granted that you can make a good argument—which I’m not 

saying you do, I have serious doubts about some of those papers 

your website cites—you’re completely ignoring the most 

important part of the equation.” 

“And that is?” 

“It’s not realistic.  Let’s say that you’re right, and that sex 

and nudity taboos are irrational.  The fact still remains that most 

people believe in the propriety of those restrictions, and if you 

try to force their abolition, you will do a lot of damage and 

create a lot of harmful public upheaval.” 

“You misunderstand.  I’m not asking for widespread 

social rejection of these taboos.  I’m confident that will come 

with time anyway.  What I’m aiming for is an end to legal 

discrimination against nudists.  Equal treatment for both clothed 

humans and naked humans in the eyes of the law.  If the law is 

changed, social attitudes will change with time as individuals 

are no longer forced to be dishonest with themselves and others.  

The law must go.” 

“The law represents the wishes of the majority of the 

population and will stay where it is.” 

“By which you mean that the law is there to enforce 

taboos, not to protect human rights.  Interesting.  That’s a 

Republican argument.  Most Arizonans would be uncomfortable 

with nudity; therefore, nudity should be forbidden.  The 

population of the United States is mainly Christian and 
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Protestant; therefore, Christian and Protestant religious taboos 

should be written into law.” 

“There’s no arguing with you, is there?” Hudson asked.  

“What you are proposing to do would cause a huge amount of 

harm.” 

“And a huge amount of harm to your electoral prospects 

in a red state if you had to take such a clear stand against 

personal freedom.” 

“Personal insults are not necessary.” 

“I’m sorry, you seem to prefer the concrete to the 

abstract.  Try this one: ‘The first thing a principle does, if it really 

is a principle, is kill somebody.’” 

“Hence the need for compromise.” 

“If you compromise a principle, it ceases to exist.  A 

principle is a principle precisely because it is fundamental and 

cannot be compromised.” 

Hudson shrugged.  “The greatest good for the greatest 

number has always been a good enough rule of thumb for me.  

You want equality, but I actually fight for equality.” 

“And yet you stand here and tell me that I’m your 

inferior because I’m naked and you’re clothed,” Mark said in a 

voice that was dangerously soft and sweet.  “I assume your 

knowledge of Orwell is sufficient to supply the necessary ironic 

quotation here without my having to go to the trouble of being 

trite.” 

“Your implication would be that you’re my superior?” 

“I will simply point out that I’m not the one sweating 

into several hundred dollars’ worth of clothing, on which more 

money will have to be spent for laundering.  Again, the concrete 

example.” 

“This was a mistake,” Hudson said, turning and picking 

up his briefcase.  “You are determined to undermine everything 

the gay community has fought for with your perversions, and to 
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cause mayhem out of allegiance to some theory or body of 

research that has no relationship to reality.” 

“Once upon a time, gay men fought with sex,” Mark 

observed.  “Once it was their weapon to assert their 

individuality and the beauty of their lifestyles.  Once the pride 

flag carried a pink stripe that represented the role of sex in queer 

liberation.  And all those gay community centers and advocacy 

groups and nonprofits you like so much?  Where do you think 

the money for those originally came from?  Gay porn studios.  If 

I may compress the timeline and simplify, sex is what made your 

election possible.” 

“Promiscuity is not the answer to anything,” Hudson 

said, walking away.  “If you ever see sense, let me know.”  Mark 

heard his tires tearing up the gravel, and then all was quiet 

again. 

“That is one very sad little man,” Micah said, appearing 

by his boyfriend’s side. 

“I know.  How was the view?” 

“Oh, the view itself was great.  I repositioned a couple of 

the cameras for better angles.  It very clearly shows him making 

all the first moves.  He no doubt expected you to be flattered by 

his attentions.  But apart from that, it was boring.  Like a basic 

porn scene.  Kiss, blow, fuck, and go.” 

“No imagination at all,” Mark agreed.  He shuddered all 

over.  “Is any of his self-loathing still clinging to me?” 

“I don’t think so.  You bit him viciously at the end.” 

“You know what he reminded me of?  An article I read 

on Cracked once about how superhero films set a bad moral 

example for Americans.  The author criticized superheroes for 

serving as symbols of authoritarianism and lack of due process 

while at the same time tying those qualities to their individuality 

and initiative.” 
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“The really dangerous tyrant is the one who is backed by 

most of the population.  The unpopular tyrant accomplishes 

very little on his own.  That should be obvious.” 

“And yet these so-called lovers of democracy and equal 

rights make a god out of public opinion, against whose decisions 

there is no appeal.” 

“Only the interpretations of his priests, the elect.”  The 

two boys were strolling down the main street towards the river. 

“And that little crawling maggot thinks himself to be one 

of the elect.” 

“More than eighty percent of elected officials think their 

constituents are too stupid to deserve a voice in government.  

Why should he be any different?” 

“We’re going to find out who his opponent is in the next 

election and back him.” 

“Even if he doesn’t like us?” 

“Even if he hates us.  Wait—I have a better idea.  We’ll 

run a candidate of our own.  Avalon grew up here.  She 

probably can find us a friend, or a friend of a friend, who lives in 

that district and is willing to run as a small-government, 

individual rights Republican.  Raul would jump on board in a 

heartbeat at the thought of flipping a Democratic seat, and we’ve 

got the money to make it happen.” 

“Anything to wipe the smugness off his face?” 

“Pretty much.” 

“You’re pissed.  You were marvelously calm out there.  

Bring it back.” 

“He didn’t piss me off when we were talking.  He’s so 

insignificant by himself.  But the more I think about him, the 

more I see in him what he represents and how loathsome it is.” 

“More to the point, is he going to vote against the topless 

bill when it comes up?” 

“He certainly will if he knows we’re behind it.  As long 

as he remains in ignorance, he’ll vote with the other Democrats.” 
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“Are you so sure?  He sounded very opposed to any 

form of nudity on public decency grounds.” 

“Peer pressure.  A gay legislator can’t look like he’s 

voting against equality on any issue.” 

“I wonder what would have happened if you had 

introduced the subject of legalizing polygamy, so you could 

marry both me and Moira at once.” 

“He would probably have thrown up.  You saw his feeble 

attempts to persuade me of my homosexuality.” 

“I’m not saying I wouldn’t date a homosexual,” Micah 

said thoughtfully, “but he wouldn’t be my first choice.  It’s so 

limiting.”  He took his boyfriend’s hand.  “Anyway, we’re 

supposed to be trying to get marriage abolished.  It would have 

confused him too much.” 

“But legalization of polygamy might be a useful step in 

undermining the institution.  Or suing the state to force it to 

recognize unlicensed, informal marriages.  Weaken the idea, and 

people will abandon it faster.” 

“Those are battles for another day, since they involve a 

direct challenge to the authority of the state.  Stop trying to play 

Don Quixote.  I love it when you do that, and it’s also incredibly 

frustrating.” 

“Why do you feel it’s frustrating?” 

“It brings us into contact with such stupid people.  

Picture an eagle soaring over the desert.  Then it drops low to the 

ground, skimming.  Its wingtips drag in the dust.  They’re 

dirtied and broken, and the bird is slowed by the contact.  That’s 

what I feel like at times.” 

“I know you want to stay up there in the clear, clean air.” 

“You do, too.  Don’t stay near the ground too long.” 

“I won’t, as long as I have you to lift me back up.” 

“Are those hikers?” Micah suddenly asked, his attention 

shifting to a couple approaching them from the opposite 

direction. 
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“Looks like it.”  They were wearing sunglasses and Tevas 

and carried backpacks, and the boy had a bandana wrapped 

around his forehead. 

“Hi,” he said, taking off his glasses.  “We can get through 

to the Trigo Mountains from here, right?” 

“Absolutely.  New in town?” 

“We drove down from San Francisco,” the girl said.  “We 

wanted to experience Cibola.” 

“Welcome!” Mark grinned.  “You’re contributing nicely 

to it.” 

“Thanks.  Are you Mark Corran?” 

“Mark is fine, yeah.” 

“Wow,” the boy breathed.  His cock was plumping 

already.  Mark looked over at the girl. 

“Do you mind if I kiss your boyfriend?” 

“Please do.” 

“Since your boyfriend is otherwise occupied,” Micah said 

to her, “can I make out with you?”  Her lips on his were all the 

answer he needed. 

“Will you guys take a picture with us?” she gasped when 

she came up for air. 

“Of course!  But aren’t you a little overdressed for that?” 

Micah asked.  He slid her backpack off her shoulders and knelt 

to unstrap her sandals. 

“Omigod,” she said, overwhelmed by their forwardness.  

“Fuck.  I can’t believe I’m standing naked in the middle of a 

freaking town!” 

“Come back next year,” Mark encouraged.  “There will 

be a lot more to see and do.  And a lot more people to play 

with.” 

She produced an iPhone and a selfie stick.  Mark and 

Micah, beaming and struggling to keep the photos appropriate 

for a non-libertine nudist context, posed with both of them and 

each of them in every combination.  Inevitably, their dicks 
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hardened, and that made the subsequent photos even better.  

The boy ran off a couple of yards and set up a GoPro on a tripod 

to capture everything.  The two hikers insisted on trying to 

replicate the scene from the video, which they admitted had 

drawn them to Cibola. 

“You just want to brag to your friends and have proof,” 

Mark teased. 

“Fuck no!” the twink retorted.  “We’re going to invite a 

bunch of people over and have a viewing party!”  He paused, 

about to slide into his girlfriend, and looked worried.  “Is that 

okay?” 

“On one condition,” Mark said.  “I had a very boring 

encounter with a very dull man this morning, and I need a good 

blowjob to make me forget about it.  Think you can help?” 

The boy impaled his girlfriend and swallowed Mark at 

the same time.  Mark sighed in pleasure.  He was good.  This 

was the kind of lover he truly loved, one who would seize any 

opportunity with passion and make sure he could please his 

partner regardless of concepts such as gender or sexuality.  Love 

and joy.  That was all that mattered.  The diver toyed with his 

nipples, watching his boyfriend do the same as the girl fellated 

him.  They stared into one another’s eyes, their arousal peaking 

from the view and the intangible connection that leapt between 

them. 

“I fucking love how your toes twitch when you’re about 

to cum,” Mark said hoarsely to his boyfriend.  Sure enough, 

Micah’s big bare toes were convulsing again the dirt. 

“Mark…Mark…she’s biting my cockhead,” Micah 

whimpered.  An almost pathetic expression came over his face, 

and he came so hard that he yelled.  Not a common occurrence 

for him.  The boy must have sensed Mark’s oncoming climax, 

because he took the full length of the diver’s cock down his 

throat and held it there, hardly breathing.  It was an incredible 

display of talent and control.  Mark came, and the boy sucked on 
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him until he felt his balls were about to be pulled out through 

his slit, always wanting more.  He struggled to wrestle his 

oversensitized prick free of that hot, languishing mouth. 

“Wow,” Micah said, panting.  “Is that what you had in 

mind?  Random, fantastic copulations everywhere?” 

“Yep.” 

“Fuck Hudson and his prudery.” 

“I already did that.”  They went off into gales of laughter. 

“Should we help them out?” Micah asked.  The twink 

was bent over his girlfriend, nibbling her ear.  His hips rotated 

steadily.  He was fucking her with the full length of his shaft 

with every thrust, at a pace he could keep up for a long time.  

From the sounds she was making, she must have been cumming 

almost continuously. 

“I don’t think they need our help,” Mark grinned.  “But 

we should leave them a memento.”  He checked the backpacks 

and came up with a sharpie.  “Hikers usually carry these.”  He 

carefully wrote his phone number on the sole of the boy’s foot, 

making him moan. 

“He’ll rub it off,” Micah warned as they walked off, 

casting a final look at the entranced couple. 

“He knows I did it and he’ll check before they leave.” 

“I can’t wait to see the pictures.” 

“I’m going to end up going down in history as the 

pornographer earl.” 

“Maybe, but that’s not a bad thing.  Think of the hours 

we sat in front of the computer and edged each other while 

staring at the beauty of Antinous, preserved for two thousand 

years and still able to ignite desire.  People will preserve us for 

our beauty, and in return, we will give them pleasure without 

limit.” 

“Still being remembered for our sensuality after all that 

time would be a true compliment.” 

“Let’s make sure we are, then.” 
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“You know,” Mark said thoughtfully, “it occurs to me 

that neither of us has ever had a Helix boy.  That’s an omission 

we should remedy.” 

“They’re based in Vegas now, so maybe we can lure 

some of them down for the resort opening.  Or a relaxing 

poolside weekend with many varieties of entertainment.” 

“Max,” Mark said dreamily. 

“And Ashton.”  Micah licked his lips at the thought. 

“Yes, Ashton is too, too exciting.  And Alex, of course.  

He’s as hot as any of the models.” 

“Absolutely.  That perfect tight little body and that air of 

sexual stamina he projects.” 

“Those boys really are a serendipitous combination.  The 

good ones, that is.  What was that line I read in a porn review 

once?  ‘Stunningly beautiful young men having cosmetically 

perfect sex.’” 

“Porn as fantasy rather than reality.  Or ideally as a 

fantasy that can be achieved with a little effort.” 

“The reality of sex outside Cibola is bleak.  I’ll take the 

fantasy of golden boys kissing poolside.” 

“‘The good ended happily, and the bad unhappily.  That 

is what fiction means.’” 

“I wonder if Jeff has found a copy of that yet.” 

He had not.  The new library was a low, warm building 

of adobe, three wings around a central courtyard open to the 

north.  Its outer walls were blank and solid, its inner walls filled 

with tall windows to admit indirect light.  The building was in 

the Spanish Colonial Revival style, and much of the exterior 

detail had yet to be completed.  The interior, however, was 

finished apart from the extensive wood shelves and paneling 

upon which Jeff and Katya had insisted.  Jeff was sorting 

secondhand books into two piles, one to keep and one to donate 

to other libraries or swap with them.  Ragna was temporarily 

shelving them, and the two were also arguing about Jules Verne. 
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“I can’t believe you’re not erect!” Micah exclaimed in 

mock horror upon seeing Jeff.  “I thought you couldn’t possibly 

be naked in the library without it happening, as much as you 

love books!” 

“I’ve been naked and had sex in plenty of libraries 

before,” Jeff said dryly.  “When puberty first hit, I’d go to the 

public library and look through all the books in the kids’ section 

on gymnastics and yoga.  It was ridiculously easy for me to 

make myself cum into my shorts that way.  It’s terribly arousing 

when you’re thirteen to read a book that tells you ‘the less you 

wear, the better.’  But the ones on ancient Egypt were the best.  I 

was so envious of their nudity.  And those see-through dresses 

the girls wore made me very uneasy in a good way.” 

“I have no idea what that feels like anymore,” Ragna said 

serenely.  “Being envious of the naked people, I mean.” 

“Treasure the feeling,” Jeff advised her.  He fixed his eye 

on Mark.  “Who’d you have over?” 

“Trevor Hudson.” 

“Ah.” 

“Apparently we put a recruitment office in his district 

and he’s very unhappy at our promotion of promiscuity.” 

“Oh, that was his district?  Tough shit.  That’s where 

demographics said we should put it.  Lots of dissatisfied young 

people.  If it hurts his numbers, too bad.” 

“He tried to seduce me, then got into an argument with 

me about how the needs of the many outweigh the needs of the 

few.  And then he threatened to block everything we’re trying to 

do.” 

“He quoted Star Trek?” Ragna asked.  “Is it usual for 

American politicians to get their ideas from TV shows?” 

“Yes,” Micah said.  “But he only got that one indirectly 

from TV.  Originally it came from Jeremy Bentham, which is 

where most politicians these days get their moral compasses.  
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Make that most people in the Western world in general, 

actually.” 

“But I don’t understand.  Why do the needs of the many 

outweigh the needs of the few?” 

“They don’t,” Mark said.  “Jeff?” 

“Hold that thought.”  The blonde went into an adjoining 

room and returned with a case of bottled water.  He set it on a 

table and began taking the bottles out.  Four he put into one 

group and eight into another.  He beckoned to Ragna. 

“Which of these groups has greater needs than the 

other?” 

Ragna frowned.  “Neither.  They’re bottles.  Bottles don’t 

have needs.” 

“Good distinction.  Now, suppose they were 

corresponding numbers of human beings.  Which group would 

have greater needs if that were the case?” 

She thought it through.  “It’s impossible to tell based on 

that information.  Each person has different needs.  You can’t 

figure out what the needs of a group are unless you ask each 

person what he needs and then add it all up.” 

“Correct.  So Spock’s statement is a fallacy because it 

makes assumptions without sufficient facts.” 

“‘It is a capital mistake to theorize before one has data.’” 

“And what happens if you do that?” 

“You end up twisting facts to suit your theories.” 

“In a nutshell, you have expressed the entire history of 

the last century.” 

“We, on the other hand,” Mark pointed out, “are a 

scientific experiment, because we have observed the world in 

action, questioned it, proposed a way we can make it better, 

found a way to test our ideas, and are now running a test.” 

“Also,” Ragna said gravely, “the bottles are only forming 

groups because you put them there.  On their own, each one is 

only a single bottle.” 
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“So what you’re saying is…” 

“That groups are a human idea.  An idea.  A way we look 

at the world, not things that exist outside our minds.”  She 

trotted off to look through another box. 

“And therein lies our victory over Hudson and his kind,” 

Jeff said.  “They want science-based policy?  We’re the only ones 

actually practicing social science.” 

“Also, we now have film of him riding my dick,” Mark 

added. 

Jeff chuckled.  “Also useful.” 
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Chapter 16 
 

 

“That is a beautiful airplane,” Ethan said.  “I hope Sir 

Patrick gnashes his teeth when he sees it.” 

The PC-24 had been painted a rich forest green, with the 

Corran arms prominently displayed on the tail.  Golden accents 

winked discreetly from various spots on its fuselage.  It fit 

perfectly into the breathtaking scenery that surrounded the 

Sedona airport on all sides. 

“That looks like an earl’s airplane,” Mark said with 

satisfaction.  “Completely different from all these tubular 

Gulfstreams and bulky Citations.” 

“I’m surprised you didn’t have trumpeters,” Micah said. 

“I thought about it.  Remember The Court Jester?  All the 

pages in that movie wore delightfully tight tights and tunics.  

Now imagine them all puckering at the same time.” 

“The only thing I can think of at the moment is you 

puckering that time we were all fooling around in tights,” Ethan 

reminisced. 

“You’re going to give me a boner in front of my fiancee,” 

Mark chuckled. 

The plane taxied to a stop and the engines spooled down.  

It had come all the way across the Atlantic and North America 

via Ireland, Greenland, and Canada.  A tired-looking Kaitlin 

lowered the door and waved at them. 
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“Mark!”  Moira came racing across the tarmac towards 

him.  She was wearing a tiny pair of sweat shorts, a bikini top, 

and nothing else.  Mark felt his heart and his cock both throb at 

the same time.  She was visibly thicker around the middle and 

still desirable beyond description.  In five seconds she was in his 

arms, almost crying with relief, and kissing him like she never 

wanted to stop. 

“Welcome home, lover.” 

“I’ve missed you.” 

“Me too.  How’s our son?” 

“Thriving.”  She turned to the girl at her shoulder, who 

was wearing even less, a G-string bottom instead of shorts.  

“Mark, this is Victoria.” 

Moira was beautiful, but Victoria was the sort of 

smouldering Sicilian beauty who in older times would have 

caused men to cheerfully knife one another in the hope of 

possessing her.  Her smile could not help being a trifle coy. 

“Salve, Mark,” Victoria said.  Her eyebrows rose 

impishly.  “I feel very medieval, meeting my future husband for 

the first time months after our engagement.” 

He laughed at that.  “Yes, I guess we are engaged, too.  

Then I’ll greet you as a man should greet his wife-to-be.”  That 

was with a kiss, and an embrace that placed both their hands 

over each other’s exposed butts.  When they parted, Victoria ran 

a finger down Mark’s bare chest and tucked it beneath his 

pouch.  His manhood was so swollen that the string had pulled 

away from his groin, leaving a gap.  Her fingertip stroked the 

base of his shaft. 

“Moira, where did you ever find her?” 

“Isn’t she lovely?” Moira grinned. 

“Irresistible.  I think you both know who this is.”  He 

pulled Micah forward. 
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The girls descended on him eagerly, both trying to make 

out with him at once.  Mark found himself facing Michael, 

more—or less—conservatively clad in running tights and Asics. 

“Good to see you again, Mark,” his new father-in-law 

said.  He had no inhibitions about frenching his daughter’s 

fiance in public.  “And you haven’t met Kate in person yet.”  His 

wife was absurdly like her daughter, and dressed in a similar 

outfit. 

“Hi,” Mark said.  Her body was lithe and firm beneath 

his hands.  “I hope this doesn’t sound strange, but you and your 

daughter could be a couple.  You look almost as young as she 

is.” 

“I’ll take it as quite a compliment!” Kate said brightly.  

She moved closer to him, as if suggesting confidentiality.  “We 

do occasionally go to clubs or the beach together.  It’s fun to see 

people’s reactions to us as a lesbian couple.” 

“Kate comes from good stock,” Mark said appreciatively. 

“So does Victoria.  You haven’t met Eduardo and 

Constanza, either, I think.” 

Victoria’s parents were more normally dressed, but 

equally handsome.  Eduardo was strong and iron-jawed, 

Constanza slender and somewhat dreamy.  Both their eyes 

settled appreciatively on Mark.  He knew very well that theirs 

had been a union of convenience between families, and that both 

partners had quietly and agreeably led their own sexual and 

romantic lives for the entire marriage.  There was sexual 

attraction, but no passion, between them, and they had wisely 

preserved that rather than damaging each other and their 

relationship in an attempt to be something they were not.  He 

could tell where Victoria had gotten her decisiveness and 

confidence from.  Having the full force of their personalities 

turned on him now was somewhat disconcerting. 

“Welcome to Sedona,” Mark said.  “It’s wonderful to 

have you here.” 
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A smile tugged at the corners of Eduardo’s mouth.  “We 

couldn’t very well leave our daughter to fly off to meet her 

fiance by herself.” 

“Of course not,” Mark agreed.  “I’ve been looking 

forward to get to know you both very well.” 

“This trip has been a very…enlightening experience 

already,” Constanza observed. 

“I trust the plane met with your approval?” 

“We’ve never had a more enjoyable flight.” 

“You need to meet my friends, too,” Moira said to Mark.  

“Yasmin, Nina, and Fabien.”  The two girls sported brilliant 

sundresses; Nina was French and petite, Yasmin Brazilian and 

tall.  Fabien, a curly-haired German blonde, was clad in an 

almost nonexistent pair of sport shorts with knee socks and 

cleats.  He was clearly a soccer boy, and hovered near Yasmin, 

his eyes always coming back to her.  Mark could sense the love 

coming off him.  Not mere arousal, but love. 

“All right,” Mark said, handing out kisses and caresses 

all around, “this can all be done better back at the pool.  Moira, 

you’re coming with me.”  He took her hand and led her over to 

the Porsche. 

“I thought you had a Jeep.” 

“Micah, take Victoria with you!” Moira called over her 

shoulder. 

Victoria looked at Micah and cocked her head to one 

side, appraising his pouch.  “I hope you know I’ll be taking that 

off you as soon as we get in the car.” 

“Let’s go, then,” Micah grinned.  The Porsche was 

already racing away down the hill to the highway. 

The convertible offered bystanders a much better view of 

its passengers than the Jeep, and Mark decided not to strip his 

fiancee quite yet.  That didn’t stop his right hand from drifting 

between her legs. 

“You’re swollen.” 
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“We were on the plane for, what, fourteen hours?  I was 

having sex for at least half that time.” 

“With everyone?” 

“With everyone.  Including Kaitlin, who is a very lovely 

girl.  Extremely talented.” 

“I do enjoy sitting in the copilot’s seat and eating her out 

while she flies.” 

“Oh, I started with that.  There was quite a procession to 

and from the cockpit at one point.  But Yasmin is a pilot, too, and 

Kaitlin let her take over watching the screen for a couple of 

hours.” 

“The jet is so convenient for sex.” 

“It was incredible.”  She looked at him eagerly, enjoying 

the way his finger titillated her through the soft cotton of her 

shorts.  “And for Victoria, it was a very special experience.” 

“Constanza said something about that.  Why?” 

“It was the first time she’s been intimate with her 

parents.” 

Mark almost overbraked at a stoplight.  The Jeep pulled 

up behind them.  Ethan’s Tesla, a brilliant green, honked from 

third place.  “She waited this long?” 

“They had some reservations.  But once we started 

passing the vape pens around—what was in those, by the way?” 

“Strawberry Cough.  One of Jeff’s best finds.” 

“It’s verrrry libidinous,” Moira purred.  “Between that 

and the altitude, the chance of joining the mile high club in an 

almost unique way, the good example I was setting for her, and 

the justification that they were in international airspace where 

none of the unwritten laws of society applied…” 

“They had every reason to do it.  I hope they liked it.” 

“I think we’ve unleashed a djinn that can’t be 

conveniently rebottled.  It was so sweet to watch Victoria 

kneeling in front of her dad, kissing his hardon for the first time, 

and the expression of disbelief and pure arousal on his face.  The 
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way he pumped a second load into her pussy after he’d blown 

his first from a dual blowjob from his wife and daughter.  And 

Constanza—when she crosses a line, you forget it was ever on 

the map.  She became glued to her daughter.  Victoria went 

absolutely mad for a couple of hours.” 

“Think they’ll do it again?” 

“Before the day is out, probably, but Victoria made them 

promise that you and Micah would have first chance at her once 

we got here.” 

“How very thoughtful of her.” 

“Especially since her mom is a brilliant kisser.”  Moira 

closed her eyes and came, wetting her shorts, with no more 

sound than a faint intake of breath. 

“That was fast.” 

“I have wanted you so badly.  I had them all inside me, 

and none of them gave me what I needed.  Not even my 

girlfriend, right now.  Mark, Mark…I love you so much.” 

“I love you, sweetheart.  In a few days you’re going to be 

my countess.”  He ran his fingers up her belly, and her juices 

glistened there in the morning light.  “And in a few months 

we’re going to have a son.” 

Moira smiled, basking in the warmth.  “I have this 

fantasy sometimes.” 

“What’s that?” 

“That every year, Victoria and I switch off as your wife.  

Make the wedding an annual event.” 

Mark burst out laughing.  “That’s genius!  It would 

diminish the institution even more in the eyes of the public.  The 

logistics might be tough on all of us, though.” 

“It’s just a fantasy,” Moira said indulgently.  “I don’t 

think we care enough about making marriage look ridiculous to 

jump through the hoops.” 

“True.  But you’ll always be my lover.” 
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“I wouldn’t ever give you up.”  She cupped his pouch 

gently.  “Thank you for making those dildos of yourself.  We 

love practicing with them.” 

“I got the idea from my sister.  She made one of her 

boyfriend so that when she fucks him, she can do it with his own 

cock.” 

“What a good idea.  I hope it’s double-ended.” 

“It is.  And he is tall and hung in proportion.” 

“I’m going to have to compare their technique with the 

same instrument, you know.” 

“I wouldn’t expect you to take a secondhand opinion 

about something so important.” 

“Naturally not.”  Mark swung the Porsche around and 

parked it neatly in front of the house.  He jumped over the door 

without bothering to open it and lifted Moira after him.  “How 

about a swim?” 

“I’ve always wanted to swim with you.”  His fingers 

pulled her bikini top loose and dropped her shorts. 

“You are wearing nothing,” Mark said heavily, “until it’s 

time to leave for the airport again.  Unless there’s a very 

compelling reason to do otherwise.” 

Moira stroked her own body lovingly.  “I am the least 

attractive I have been since puberty.  And I have never felt sexier 

in my life.” 

“You have never been more loved in your life,” Mark 

said.  She undid his G-string and his cock went vertical in 

seconds. 

“Also,” Victoria pointed out, with Micah’s hand 

exploring the cleft of her arse, “pregnant women often 

experienced heightened libido.” 

“Are you saying she’s been difficult to satisfy lately?” 

“There have been moments…” Victoria murmured. 

All around them, clothes were coming off.  Nina raised a 

hand and released her dress in a single motion.  Fabien tenderly 
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removed Yasmin’s and laid it aside.  To Mark’s surprise, she was 

wearing a G-string beneath it, pale blue against the brown of her 

skin.  The blonde dropped to one knee before her, like a knight 

of old rendering homage to his lady.  Ever so slowly, he pulled 

the string down over her hips, releasing a thick, tapering shaft 

that arched beautifully upwards.  Yasmin stepped out of the 

underwear gracefully and allowed her knight to take her in his 

mouth. 

“What an absolutely magnificent girlcock,” Micah 

breathed.  “Is she a member of your yoga class, too?” 

“But of course,” Victoria said.  “Who could resist her?” 

“Not Fabien, obviously,” Mark observed.  The boy was 

completely oblivious to his clothed state among a dozen nudists.  

All his attention was focused on her. 

“They may be there for a while,” Moira said.  Her hand 

was competing with Micah’s for space on Mark’s shaft.  “What 

about that swim?” 

“Good idea,” Victoria said, taking Micah by his dick and 

leading him towards the house.  Mark followed in like fashion.  

The girls went straight through to the pool and dove in, their 

bodies unbearably alluring beneath the water.  The boys 

followed them.  Mark chased after Moira and caught her, 

dragging her down to the bottom and pinning her there as he 

kissed her.  When neither of them could take it any longer, they 

rose to the surface.  Moira twined her legs about her lover, half 

floating, half carried by him.  He was inside her almost instantly. 

“Mark,” she whispered, trembling.  “Mark.” 

“My love.” 

“You belong in me.” 

“I have never loved any girl as much as I love you.” 

“I’ve never loved any boy like you.”  She climaxed 

around him. 

All he could do was kiss her and move within her.  He 

remembered their first coupling, very like this.  They had given 
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themselves without restraint, and they had been given a son in 

return.  From love came life. 

Their movements were unhurried.  Moira had been 

thoroughly sexed during the flight and was short on sleep.  At 

times she seemed to pass into a dreamlike state which even her 

successive orgasms did not break.  As for Mark, he had been 

waylaid by his uncles right after he woke up and thoroughly 

fucked by both of them until he came.  That had taken the edge 

off his need, if not his desire.  But he knew they had done him a 

favor.  The lack of urgency made him able to put his stamina to 

good use, and the support the water gave him multiplied it.  He 

never knew how long he stood there, or how many times Moira 

came.  When he decided that they needed a rest, his own orgasm 

was still in the future. 

He carried Moira across the pool and up the steps 

without withdrawing from her.  She stirred, tightening her legs 

above his butt.  Only when she stood upright did he allow 

himself to slip from her, so that he might dry them both.  Moira, 

suddenly feeling lively again, crouched down on a chaise and 

took his prick in her mouth as he turned back to her. 

“I taste delicious,” she said, coming up for air. 

“That looks very pretty,” a dripping wet Victoria 

commented appreciatively.  Micah’s cum was running down 

both of her thighs.  She wrapped an arm around Mark’s waist.  

“I think I may want to steal your boyfriend.” 

“You can’t.  He’s mine.  But we can share.” 

“Save some for me,” Moira protested between swallows. 

“Do you ever get soft?” Victoria inquired as she began to 

make out with Mark. 

“Not when he has two gorgeous girls working on him,” 

Micah said.  He finished drying off and parted Moira’s legs. 

“It’s good to be the king?” 

“What, we’re your harem now?” 



444 

 

“Plenty of rulers and noblemen maintained both male 

and female harems.  Darius III springs to mind.” 

“Poor Bagoas.” 

“Bagoas brought his heartbreak on himself through his 

jealousy of Hephaistion.” 

“Jealousy is a waste of time,” Micah said, and began to 

eat Moira out.  Mark was lost in Victoria’s kisses.  He pulled her 

down onto the lounge, not bothering to enter her.  It was 

sufficient to feel himself nestled against her body while their 

tongues battled leisurely.  She was the same size as Moira—

something he’d always appreciated about Micah, having a 

partner the same size as himself, because it made clothes 

swapping possible—and equally athletic, but more voluptuous.  

He could picture her dominating Moira in a very gentle, 

passionate way.  It was impossible to see her and not desire her. 

She slid down between his hands and stroked his shaft 

with clear admiration.  “Still precumming, after all you must 

have pumped into my girlfriend.  Impressive.” 

“As we’ve determined, I’m apparently very fertile.” 

“So it seems.  I wonder if ours will be a son or a 

daughter.  Girls run in my family.” 

“Mine is about half and half.  I guess we’ll have to wait 

and see.” 

She wiped his beading precum off on her thumb and 

licked it.  “If it’s a daughter, will she have a title?” 

“She’ll be a lady automatically.  And she’ll be in line to 

the barony of Storr, which is technically a Scottish Lordship of 

Parliament and therefore heritable through the female as well as 

the male line.” 

“Good.”  Victoria ran her tongue over his pricktip.  Mark 

relaxed, enjoying her talents.  She had a very delicate touch, one 

that was delightfully frustrating.  It made his body and his mind 

alike strain for more.  Victoria might appear to be blowing him—

but her art lay in making him responsible for his own arousal.  
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As he squirmed under her grip, he turned his head and found 

himself up against his boyfriend’s feet.  Micah had flipped Moira 

over and entered her, pinning her knees back to her shoulders.  

The position inadvertently placed his sole against Mark’s lips.  

Mark licked him. 

“Mmmm,” Micah groaned.  He was thrusting irregularly 

into Moira, matching each stroke to a teasing kiss. 

“You are reminding me of those summer days when 

looking at Moira’s adorable tanned feet at the beach all day 

makes me rush to fuck them the instant we got cleaned up,” 

Victoria murmured.  

Micah glanced over at her, admiring the way she was 

worshiping his boyfriend’s manhood.  “I know what it’s like to 

have a lover who drives you wild by exposing himself.” 

“Ohh,” Victoria sighed, momentarily distracted by the 

toe Mark had slipped inside her.  She looked thoughtful; then a 

highly audacious smile flitted across her face.  “I wonder if I 

could take all of your toes, Mark.”  Her hand moved beneath her 

to stroke his sole.  The gesture gave Mark the impression that 

she was about to use his foot as a dildo.  The thought sent blood 

rushing to his cock. 

“I’m a very big boy,” he said reluctantly. 

“But it would be hot,” Victoria pouted. 

“Bradley and Braden have much smaller feet.  So does 

my sister Carla.” 

“Hmmm.  I suppose they might be able to satisfy this 

sudden craving of mine.  For now.”  She bit her lip, shuddering 

to climax as the tip of Mark’s toe touched her in exactly the right 

place.  “But my fiance has such beautiful feet that I will not be 

able to resist them forever.” 

“Try this one,” Mark offered.  He raised his leg and 

offered her his other foot, blessing his diver’s flexibility.  She 

immediately abandoned his prick, her tongue going right to his 

heel and working up. 
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“Now you’re the one making a very pretty picture,” he 

told her softly. 

Eventually his gaze drifted beyond her to the rest of their 

friends and family, who were getting to know each other rather 

intimately.  There was very little penetration, but a lot of petting. 

“Jeff seems to have taken a fancy to Nina,” Micah said.  

He hoisted himself on his arms and let Moira rotate beneath him.  

She swallowed his dick while he started licking his precum out 

of her. 

Mark chuckled.  “I think I know why that is.  She looks 

like that Spanish actress.  Clara Lago.  And Jeff has a huge crush 

on Clara Lago.” 

Victoria cast a glance over her shoulder and slid both of 

Mark’s big toes inside her.  “He’s not the first to see that 

resemblance.” 

“I remember her,” Moira said.  “She had a rooftop love 

scene in a Spanish film.  Tengo ganas de ti.  What a beautiful girl.” 

“She is,” Mark agreed, bucking inadvertently when 

Victoria deepthroated him. 

“According to Jeff,” Micah said between licks, “her ex-

boyfriend stated in an interview that he defines himself as 

bisexual—meaning that he likes two girls in bed at one time.” 

“One wonders about the combinations they got up to,” 

Mark breathed.  Victoria’s lips worked slowly up his shaft, her 

tongue curving about his pricktip.  As she reached his glans, he 

spurted into her.  It was a long, agonizing orgasm.  He couldn’t 

help his toes twitching with the force of it, and suddenly his 

soles were soaked, Victoria dripping all over them with what 

dimly felt like combined orgasms.  She lifted her head and 

tossed her hair back proudly.  For a moment, Mark thought she 

was going to snowball his load into her girlfriend and let his 

boyfriend eat it out of her.  Instead, she swallowed it, claiming 

him for her own. 
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“Come cuddle,” Mark said.  He rolled on his side and 

pulled her into him, spooning her. 

“This is nice.  Usually I’m the big spoon.”  She tucked his 

softening erection comfortably between her legs. 

“You’re a good fit.”  Mark showered her with soft, tiny 

kisses over her neck and shoulder.  She ran a hand over Micah’s 

foot, massaging him gently. 

“Careful.  That turns him on even more than it turns me 

on.” 

“Oh, good,” Victoria said, continuing unabated.  Micah’s 

balls were very obviously tight.  Moira pushed his hips up and 

his cock popped free of her mouth.  She blew on it, stroking it 

with three fingers.  As his back arched, she pointed it down, and 

his cum spattered on her tongue.  One drop fell on her chin.  

Victoria licked it off. 

“He tastes as good as his boyfriend.” 

“Agreed,” Moira said.  She gently cupped her girlfriend’s 

breasts.  “I take it you approve?” 

“Are you sure we can’t find half a dozen more?” 

“You’re insatiable,” Micah grinned, reaching across from 

his new position spooning Moira to pet her.  “Don’t you two 

have male friends to play with on a regular basis?” 

Victoria wrinkled her nose.  “Randoms, yes, that’s easy.  

Regulars, not so much.  There was Fabien, once, but he’s been 

very distracted since the start of the academic year.” 

“Yasmin?” 

“He is desperately in love with her.” 

“She doesn’t seem opposed to his attentions.  She didn’t 

have the slightest hesitation about letting him go down on her in 

front of people she’s never met before.” 

“She likes him,” Moira said, thinking about it.  “He can 

get pretty kinky, and so can she.  She’s very flattered by his 

devotion.” 

“But?” 
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“Fabien loves her so much that he wants to protect her 

constantly.  Like Matthew de Clermont in Deborah Harkness’s 

All Souls novels.  Yasmin is extremely independent and finds 

that more annoying than endearing.” 

“Especially given their history,” Victoria added wryly.  

“Look at what a cute German jockboy Fabien is.  There was one 

time in a bar in Ibiza when two leathermen had him pinned up 

against the bathroom wall.  Yasmin got suspicious and marched 

in there right after they had gotten his shorts down.  She beat the 

shit out of both men and threw them into the alley.  I saw that 

part happen.  For a minute I thought she was going to rape them 

in retaliation.  Then she went back inside and led Fabien out as if 

she were a lioness guarding her cub.” 

“Generations of northern men have learned too late the 

foolishness of crossing an angry Brazilian,” Micah opined. 

“That’s trite.” 

“But true.” 

“The point, I think,” Mark said, steering the conversation 

back in its original direction, “is that both of them want to be 

dominant in a relationship, albeit in a very caring and nurturing 

way, and neither is willing to surrender that role to the other.” 

Victoria slid a finger inside Moira.  “Most people would 

find it ironic—and inexplicable—that Fabien finds his 

masculinity challenged not by the fact that his would-be 

girlfriend has a cock as big as his, but by the fact that she’s the 

one protecting him.  A contrast heightened by her very feminine 

beauty.” 

“Would you describe Fabien, in appearance at least, as 

masculine?” 

Victoria laughed delightedly.  “Of course not.  Those 

pretty lips beg for a penis between them.  He has one of the most 

endearing ‘please fuck me’ expressions I’ve ever seen.  And he’s 

a very talented bottom.” 

“Fabien bottomed for Kevin Warhol once,” Moira noted. 
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“He was a Bel Ami boy?” Micah asked, perking up. 

“No, it was a hookup.  You’re getting hard again, I can 

feel you.” 

“Kevin Warhol has been one of our fantasy boys almost 

since we started discovering cock,” Mark sighed.  “Fabien is our 

closest approach so far.” 

“Tell him that.  It will turn him on.  Apparently Kevin is 

every bit as amazing as he looks on camera.” 

There was an audible moaning from the other side of the 

pool.  Bradley had been spreadeagled on one of the lounges and 

tied down.  At one end, Carson was making out with him and 

toying with his nipples.  At the other, Cody was probing him 

deeply with a vibrator.  Between them, Michael was polishing 

his erection at a steady pace.  Streams of cum lay across his 

tanned, tight torso.  The boy was fighting his bonds, but his 

teasers were relentless.  Red and hard, his cockhead swelled and 

pulsed from the edging it was receiving. 

“They’re going to drain him,” Victoria said.  She licked 

her lips. 

“They enjoy torturing a boy, and Bradley loves a good 

bondage session.” 

“Your dad must be in heaven,” Micah said to Moira.  Her 

thighs were warm and soft around his shaft, which was hard 

again. 

“Yes, he loves rope bondage in particular.  Although his 

tastes in general run more towards denying boys than over-

fulfilling them.” 

“What about your mom?” 

“She prefers exhibition to bondage.” 

“Interesting,” Mark said.  “That’s Kieran and Bradley.  

Bradley loves being tied up and suspended; Kieran would rather 

have sex outdoors than any other way.  Although that applies 

more or less to everyone in my family.” 

“Which means that if Bradley is with my dad…” 
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“Then Kieran is probably with your mom, yes,” Kieran 

said, coming up behind them.  Kate was indeed with him.  

“Wow.  They’re really working him over.” 

“Where were you two?” 

“Kieran was kind enough to give me a quick tour of the 

place,” Kate said.  “We started out at the barn, did a little hiking.  

And then he took me to a lovely sort of cave with spectacular 

views.” 

“Hey!” Micah said, sitting up.  “That’s our special spot!” 

“You lads are not the only ones who ever got off there,” 

Kieran grinned.  “In fact, if I remember aright, that was one of 

the places we used to go all the time when I was first teaching 

you two how to blow me.” 

“Your brogue is stronger,” Mark said suspiciously. 

“Kate, it emerges, is fluent in Irish.  It’s very stimulating 

to make love while whispering endearments to your lover in 

Irish.” 

Kate said something that none of them could understand.  

Kieran’s dick jumped in response. 

“Moira?” Mark prompted. 

“I don’t remember much anymore,” Moira said.  “Mom 

keeps up on it out of principle and dad because it’s useful in his 

work.  But I studied Spanish and Italian.  I decided those would 

be better for picking up hot lovers all over the Med.  Mmmm.”  

Victoria had just made her cum again.  “I was right.” 

“Trust me, it was worth hearing,” Kieran winked.  He 

looked across the pool.  “I should go watch them.  It always gets 

Bradley even more frantic when I’m witnessing his teasing.” 

“Enjoy,” Kate said indulgently.  She sat down at the end 

of the chaise, admiring the intertwined limbs of the four naked 

youths.  There was a contentment in her eyes that was more than 

the result of sexual release. 

“Mum, you look beautiful,” Moira smiled. 
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“Thank you.”  Kate stroked her daughter’s leg.  “Moira, 

I’m very proud of you.” 

“Are you sure that part of that pride doesn’t derive from 

the arousal you feel at witnessing how many superb lovers your 

daughter has managed to collect?” Victoria asked, her intent 

clearly mischievous. 

Kate laughed.  The sound was melodic and embracing, 

the expression of a woman who would laugh often and put her 

whole soul into it when she did.  “Don’t confuse pleasure with 

pride, my darling daughter-in-law.  No, I’m proud of Moira for 

her fearlessness and individuality.” 

“By which you mean her libidinousness,” Victoria 

continued. 

“I’m proud of her libidinousness because it’s what she 

wants, and she has never had the least shame about going after 

it.  Had she been asexual, and tried to pretend that she was a 

libertine because she thought it would be what Michael and I 

wanted for her, that would not have been a worthy action.  But 

she has been as honest and as pure as fine glass, and I honor her 

for it, the more so since she has found a life which brings her so 

much happiness as well as truth.” 

“Happiness is truth,” Mark said quietly.  There were 

tears sparkling on Moira’s cheeks. 

“I am also proud of you,” Kate went on, looking at her 

daughter, “for defying me.  I brought you up to be well aware of 

the problems of human population growth, and I admit, I 

encouraged you to refrain from the same mistake I made.  You, 

of course, were not the mistake; the mistake was my own 

carelessness.  You chose to do things differently, and responsibly 

in your own way.  And I respect you for it.” 

Micah shook his head.  “Most parents could never 

comprehend respecting their children’s individuality.  Especially 

when that individuality diverges from their preconceptions, 

which would be the true test of their respect.” 
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“Individuality is the most attractive quality in any 

person.  I love my daughter with all my heart.  Why would I not 

want her to be as attractive, as desirable and distinctive, as 

possible?” 

“You are a very rare and precious person,” Mark said, 

surveying her tenderly. 

“What you’re really thinking,” Kate retorted with sudden 

fire, “is that I’ve born a worthy mate for a Corran.” 

“Moira told me about your and Michael’s parents.  It 

seems both our families have been selecting for sexual potency 

combined with a free-spirited attitude for several generations.  

Our son is going to be something spectacular, both sexually and 

intellectually.” 

“And speaking of potency…” Moira said expectantly. 

“Who do you want now?”  Victoria pretended to be 

exasperated. 

“Ethan.  I was so focused on Mark when we were on 

Corran that I never let Ethan get inside me for more than a few 

minutes.  I’d like to make it up to him.” 

“That leaves Jess unattended.  You know what I do with 

girlfriends who are left unattended.” 

“I saw them go inside.  Shall we?” 

“It’s lunchtime,” Mark pointed out. 

“Good, bangers and mash,” Moira said, getting up.  

Victoria followed her. 

“What about us?” Micah demanded.  Victoria smiled 

sweetly at him. 

“You boys need some time to recharge.”  She blew them 

a kiss and sauntered off. 

“Is she wearing a bejeweled butt plug?” Mark asked, 

suddenly catching sight of it winking between her cheeks. 

“Oh, yes,” Kate agreed.  “She picked up the idea from a 

Russian porn starlet.  It does look rather marvelous against her 

tan, doesn’t it?” 
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“What an utterly seductive girl.” 

“As I think you’ve discovered, Moira chooses well.”  She 

stretched out between them, and they slid inwards to 

accommodate her. 

“I don’t think Micah has had the pleasure of enjoying 

your husband yet.” 

“I’m very much looking forward to it,” Micah assured 

her. 

Kate chuckled.  “You may have to compete with Fabien 

for his attentions.  He does have a thing for soccer boys.  Mark, 

that feels wonderful.”  His fingers were moving slowly within 

her. 

“A very safe form of sex for one who is, and I use the 

term with the utmost respect, practically a Cathar in her sexual 

morals.” 

“Also, he just likes playing with his brother’s cum,” 

Micah added. 

“I hope you don’t mind my saying so, but I fully intend 

to enjoy every one of you before we leave.” 

“I look forward to watching you with my sisters,” Mark 

commented, moving his hand up to anoint her nipple with 

Kieran’s seed. 

“As a Cathar, I must say that I appreciate how capably 

you all use your feet as well.”  Kate was stroking Micah’s calf 

with her sole. 

“Another form of very safe sex, and highly stimulating,” 

Micah agreed.  His prick was leaking onto her body, but she 

didn’t seem to mind.  “Besides, it gives us so many more 

options.” 

“If Jeff were not otherwise engaged”—Mark looked in his 

advisor’s direction, to find him now tag-teaming Nina with 

Braden—“he would undoubtedly explain to us that foot 

fetishism and other alternatives to intercourse always gain in 

popularity when there is a widespread outbreak of STDs.  We 
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could make the parallel case that foot play, like gay sex as well, 

is a reasonable compromise between the desire to have sex and 

the need to avoid reproducing.  If, as a Cathar, you consider 

reproduction a sexually transmitted disease.” 

Kate pursed her lips.  “‘For the purposes of procreating 

the human race, and within the sanctity of holy wedlock, I 

suppose it is permissible.’” 

“Thank you for that concession, Lady Virginia.”  He 

pressed his lips to hers and felt her tongue enter his mouth.  

Micah stroked their bodies, his own arousal building from the 

experience of watching his boyfriend seduce the mother of his 

wife-to-be. 

Mark never fully remembered all of the events that filled 

the three days before his first wedding.  Everywhere there were 

alluring lips, hard cocks, soft golden skin, moist cunts, firm 

arses, lithe bodies.  Jeff and Ethan were always rushing around 

with cameras, and afterwards, the album they compiled from the 

photos would have won awards as a work of erotic art.  To the 

protagonist, and to many of those among his supporting cast, 

much that was in them seemed entirely new.  Those days had 

been so full of fresh experiences, unfamiliar faces, and strong 

passions that the whole had become greater than the sum of its 

parts in their memories. 

But Mark could recall standing in line with Moira at the 

county clerk’s office.  Like a wolf, he took pains to let the 

bystanders know she was his mate.  He was constantly touching 

her and kissing her.  Occasionally he would drop one of his flip-

flops off his toes, absent-mindedly, and cover her foot with his.  

Among idle clerks and self-conscious customers, their proud 

beauty drew constant looks.  They were unquestionably the 

handsomest pair anyone present had ever seen.  At least one 

applicant snapped a picture of them. 

He could recall spreading out enough air mattresses in 

the great room to fill it before they extinguished all of the lights, 
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so that only the glow from the fire illuminated the entangled 

limbs that moved lazily before it.  Mouths and cocks and clits 

and toes and fingers moved over him without discrimination.  

There was no thought or planning involved.  Each of them 

surrendered to all of the others, and found freedom in the act of 

giving. 

He could recall holding a trembling Fabien as they 

fingered each other’s erections and watched Yasmin fuck 

Braden.  His arms, outflung, were pinned down by her grasp of 

his wrists.  Pink and perfect, his penis throbbed against his lean 

abs.  Her girlcock, with its graceful curve and flared head, 

moved in and out of his arse with no resistance. 

“Mark,” Fabien whispered, his gaze fixed on her.  “I love 

her so much.” 

“Do you love her, or do you want her?” 

“Both.” 

“But you can’t possess her.” 

“I want her to be my girlfriend.  I want to be her 

boyfriend forever.  That’s all.  But she doesn’t know if she wants 

a boyfriend or a girlfriend or anyone at all.” 

“Then love her unconditionally.  Give.  You want too 

much too fast.  Love isn’t about desiring that something be given 

to you.  It’s desiring to give to someone else.” 

“I will give her anything she asks for,” Fabien panted, 

almost crying on Mark’s shoulder. 

“And ask for nothing in return?” 

Fabien was silent.  “Let me go to her,” he said eventually. 

“Did she ask for you?” 

“I can’t resist her!” 

“Wait.” 

Together they watched Yasmin fuck Braden expertly.  

She was putting on a show for them.  Several times she looked 

back at them, observing the effect she had on their pricks.  At 

last she smiled at Fabien and beckoned him with her glance.  
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Mark let the soccerboy go.  It was a pleasure to witness how 

reverently he handled her and anticipated her needs.  He 

reflected that if Fabien could learn to give himself fully, Yasmin 

might yet be captivated by him. 

The morning of the wedding was no different than any 

other, until ten o’clock, when Avalon and the rest of her quad 

turned up, followed by Elizabeth and Raul minutes later.  Krit’s 

parents had declined an invitation, but were looking forward to 

meeting Moira when she came down to Cibola for a visit after 

the ceremony. 

“This is extraordinary,” Raul said, looking around him in 

astonishment and accepting a flute of cordial from Ethan as 

Carla removed his jeans.  “Mark, I’m beginning to think you just 

might be able to find enough people to make this project work.” 

The groom greeted him with a kiss.  “You’re seeing only 

the nucleus of the project.  But thanks for coming.  I was hoping 

it might prove a confidence booster for you.” 

“Is it permitted…?” Raul asked tentatively, running a 

finger over the base of Mark’s shaft. 

“Permitted, yes, but we’re asking everyone to refrain 

until after the ceremony, to let the tension build.” 

“Does your bride know you’re trying to make out with 

me?” 

“She’s enjoying the floor show,” Moira said, coming up 

next to Mark.  “Another satisfied guest?” 

Raul gave her a dazzling smile.  “Would it be forward of 

me to proposition you after the ceremony?” 

“I think it would be a very suitable wedding gift.” 

“Consider it done.”  He actually bowed over her hand. 

“Although I’m already spoken for by my husband for a 

foursome at some point.  With his boyfriend and your 

colleague.” 

“My colleague?” Raul blinked.  Moira nodded in the 

direction of the fireplace.  Elizabeth was standing there between 
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Amanda and Kate, chatting animatedly with both of them.  

Raul’s eyes raked over her naked body.  “Ah, yes.  Would you 

excuse me for a moment?  My heartfelt congratulations to you 

both.” 

“Where the prick goes, the mind follows,” Moira said as 

he moved off. 

“Alternatively, we strengthen both their libidos and get 

them both on our side.  And they get terrific sex in the process.” 

Amazingly, everyone behaved with perfect decorum.  

Even Carla refrained from fucking one of the wedding guests in 

the middle of the floor.  It was a long two hours that resulted in a 

great many precum splatters.  Jeff, charged with having 

doctored the cordial to improve everyone’s sexual stamina, 

admitted it without hesitation.  Victoria caressed one of the 

bottles, half full, in a manner that left no doubt in the minds of 

the observers that she was considering its use as a toy. 

A few minutes before noon, Rebecca rang a handbell at 

one end of the great room. 

“Good morning,” she said, as everyone turned to face 

her.  “Thank you all for coming.  This will be a rather unusual 

ceremony, but the bride and groom—whom you all know well—

ask that you relax and enjoy it.  The…reception…will take place 

immediately following the ceremony.  If you would all move out 

to the pool, we’re ready to get started.”  In the corner, Braden 

and Jess were trying to suppress their laughter at her innuendos. 

As officiant, Rebecca took up a position at one edge of the 

patio, with a spectacular vista of the bluffs behind her.  The 

guests formed themselves into two roughly equal groups, 

leaving a lane clear between the house and Rebecca by instinct.  

Here and there, the noon sun flashed on a ring, an anklet, a hair 

clip.  Otherwise they were entirely unclad. 

The shadow on the patio sundial fell onto the glyph for 

the zenith, and Mark strode down the impromptu aisle, followed 

by Micah.  Unlike the rest, he was not naked.  On his head he 
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wore the coronet of an earl, a blazing thing of gold, thrusting its 

shafts and balls up to meet the day.  There was no cap of 

maintenance beneath it, allowing the chasing of erotic and 

mythological allegories that covered its surface to be visible 

without distraction.  Mark had no other distinction, but the sign 

of his rank was sufficient.  His near-nudity forced the eye to his 

sole ornament.  The contrast between the two highlighted both.  

Their merger signified the union in Mark of two ancient cultures, 

and his intent to carry the best of both of those cultures into a 

better future.  Behind them came Moira hand-in-hand with 

Victoria, to take up positions across from the boys on the 

opposite side of Rebecca. 

Micah stepped forward and faced the guests.  He told 

them about Mark’s early sexual adventures.  How they had 

discovered one another so young, and loved so soon.  How their 

family had encouraged them, and how Mark’s parents had 

taught them to make love when they were old enough.  How 

they had sought out the best of the tourists who thronged 

Sedona in the summers.  How Mark had gone to college and had 

a constant procession of the rich and famous and beautiful of 

California through his bed.  Some of the names he mentioned 

drew applause from his listeners.  Lastly, he told of how Mark 

had found Moira, and how complete and unconditional their 

first union had been. 

Then Victoria took his place, to relate how Moira had 

grown up knowing and practicing nudity.  Of her first 

passionate affairs with boys who were astonished at her sexual 

maturity.  Of the example that Michael and Kate had set for her 

of living openly and without shame.  Of her burgeoning desire 

for other girls, and her insatiable hunger for sex outdoors or in 

public.  Of their first date and their sexual chemistry.  Of the 

group of like-minded young ladies whom they had gathered 

around them at university.  And, of course, of how passionately 
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they had made love the night Mark agreed to marry both of 

them.  That brought more applause from her listeners. 

Now Mark and Moira stepped forward.  Rebecca joined 

their hands, and they began to speak, ignoring Mark’s 

unflinching erection.  Micah had dried it right before they came 

outside, but it was already wet again. 

“I take you, Moira, to be my wife.” 

“I take you, Mark, to be my husband.” 

“I give you my love forever.” 

“I give you my commitment for always.” 

“My body is yours, to be used for your pleasure.” 

“My lovers will be yours, for pleasing you gives me joy.” 

“I will give you my trust and confidence.” 

“I will give you honesty in every action.” 

“I will honor you and never doubt you.” 

“I will treat you as part of myself, knowing that you are 

always on my side.” 

“I give you my desire.” 

“I give you my arousal.” 

“I give you a crown.” 

“I give you a son.” 

“I will never dominate you, save during coitus.” 

“I will never manipulate you, apart from one part of 

you.” 

“You are my mate and blood of my blood.” 

“You are the father of my son and as dear to me as he is.” 

“Whatever men may say, we are united.” 

“Whatever men may say, we shall always be united.” 

“We will give and not take.” 

“We will love without restraint or measure.” 

Each of them took one step forward.  Their lips met, and 

Mark entered Moira. 

They moved very little, swaying slightly with the breeze.  

A little hip flexion was all the stimulation either needed.  It was 
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not a fuck, it was a union.  The old rite of observing the couple in 

bed to ensure proof of the consummation of their marriage, 

revived and brought out into the open.  It was a reverential 

action, a reverence that was also pleasurable.  Kate, with a 

practiced eye, noted that her daughter climaxed twice before 

Mark breathed a sigh into her mouth and stopped moving. 

Gently he withdrew from her.  He parted the folds of her 

pussy with his fingers, and in plain sight, drops of his seed fell 

from her slit onto his hand.  He touched them first to her lips, 

then to his, sharing their mingled juices. 

Moira bowed her head and knelt before him.  Mark 

turned his head, and Carla came towards him with another 

coronet, smaller and still more graceful, on a cushion of green 

velvet.    Her brother took it from her, to place it on Moira’s 

bowed head.  He lifted Moira and kissed her. 

“I pronounce you husband and wife,” Rebecca said. 

Thus the fifteenth Earl of Corran was wed, and raised his 

lady to the station of a countess. 

“There is no dancing after the ceremony, I suppose?” 

Raul asked, as the cake, a soft confection of chocolate, was 

handed round. 

“Chiefly the horizontal kind,” Ethan said.  “Of course, if 

Milan were here, you’d really get a show.” 

“What kind of a show?” 

“Have you ever seen a talented ballet dancer performing 

nude with a full erection, his only costume a silver ring about his 

genitals?” 

“Never, but now I badly want to see it.” 

“I thought there was something else you were interested 

in seeing,” Moira chuckled. 

Raul looked at Mark.  “Is your wife always this brazen?” 

“Always.  I have no control over it.  Nor would I want 

to.” 
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“I should think not.”  He moved towards her, then 

paused.  “But if there’s someone you’d rather have next…” 

“In terms of protocol, a senior legislator ranks next after 

an earl, I believe.” 

“I wouldn’t want to violate protocol on your wedding 

day, naturally,” Raul murmured, stroking her thighs.  “Merely 

your cunt.”  He nibbled on her ear. 

“How delightful.” 

“Contessa, perdono,” Raul sang softly, letting his hardness 

brush her softness.  “Perdono, perdono.” 

Moira’s lips curved alluringly.  “Piu docile io sono, e dico di 

si,” she responded, giving herself to the phrase with enthusiasm 

as he kissed his way down her body. 

“Sposi, amici!” Jeff cried. 

 

“Al ballo, al gioco! 

Alle mine date foco! 

Ed al suon di lieta marcia, 

Corriam tutti a festeggiar!” 

 

“Corriam tutti!” Eduardo joined in powerfully.  His bass 

blended well with Jeff’s baritone.  “Corriam tutti!” 

 

 “Corriam tutti, corriam tutti, corriam tutti, 

 Corriam tutti a festeggiar! 

 A festeggiar! 

 A festeggiar! 

 A festeggiar!” 

 

“Remarkable,” Victoria said, reclining next to Mark.  

“The most remarkable wedding I have ever attended.” 

“How does it compare with, say, the first wedding you 

ever attended?” Mark inquired cheerfully. 
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Victoria laughed at the memory and parted her legs 

slightly to give Micah, who was kneeling beside her, better 

access to her pussy.  His fingers began to probe her as they 

watched Raul licking Moira.  “What do you think?  I was six 

years old.  It was a family obligation and I had been dragged off 

the beach to be stuffed into a little white dress and a simply 

adorrrable white hat and the stupidest socks and shoes I was ever 

forced to wear.  In the sweltering Sicilian summer, no less.  At 

the reception, I kissed one of the page boys and he started 

crying.” 

“You turned him gay?” Micah shrieked with delight. 

“Maybe,” Victoria said in a very self-satisfied tone, 

arching her back like a cat.  All of her mannerisms, Mark 

reflected, were very cat-like.  “And speaking of which…” 

“Yes?” 

“There are one or two points that crossed my mind.  For 

example, Mark, what is our relationship to one another?” 

“Now there’s a problem for the modern Emily Post.  

How do I describe my wife’s girlfriend?” 

“There’s probably a book with suggestions for situations 

like this,” Micah said.  He was only using three fingers, but they 

were having an excellent effect on Victoria.  “Called Being Poly, 

or something like that.” 

Mark continued to consider the question.  “Maybe my 

sister-in-law?  Perhaps just my lover.  But lover is too general.  

Fiancee would be correct, since we are going to be married next 

year, but it would probably confuse the crap out of people.  Not 

my girlfriend, certainly, and not my mistress; I’m not French.  

Metamour is someone with whom your partner has a 

relationship but you do not, so that doesn’t work.” 

“And that is another consideration,” Victoria said.  “You 

married my girlfriend, and you also have a boyfriend.  What is 

my relationship to Micah?” 
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“What is your boyfriend’s wife’s girlfriend to you, or you 

to her?” Micah asked, and touched Victoria’s G-spot. 

“Well, perhaps not exactly my boyfriend,” Victoria 

gasped.  “It’s not quite a four-way relationship.  But close.” 

“Something both less and other than a boyfriend,” Micah 

elaborated.  “But seriously, sweetheart, if Mark and Moira feel 

like bonding with each other a little more, I’d be honored to be 

your surrogate boyfriend.” 

“Make me cum again and I’ll let you.” 

Micah did.  And then he did it again. 

Mark watched them happily, ignoring his unsatisfied 

prick.  Raul had picked up Moira and was carrying her full 

weight as he thrust into her.  In the background, the entire 

aviation division of the Foundation plus Avalon was busy 

entertaining the girls’ parents.  The others seemed to have 

drifted away or were floating leisurely in the pool.  Amanda and 

Carla were stretched out on a pool float with Elizabeth between 

them, chatting intimately with her.  He wondered what the three 

of them were talking about. 

As it turned out, their conversation had taken a very 

practical turn, though it was still sexual in nature.  It could 

hardly be otherwise, since all of them were lightly fingering each 

other as they compared notes. 

“I have to ask,” Elizabeth murmured.  “What do you girls 

do around here for birth control?” 

“Implants,” Amanda replied.  “We got them before we 

even got our periods.  When you’re a horny teenager fucking 

your brother and cousin all the time, you can’t be too careful.” 

“I’ve always stuck with the pill.  But I haven’t had nearly 

as active a sex life as you two, either.” 

“I’ve never done the pill, but from what I’ve heard, it’s 

not fun,” Carla put in, nuzzling Elizabeth’s ear.  Then she licked 

it.  “But Nick will happily give you an implant for free if you 

want it.” 
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“That’s the sort of thing that will drive my Republican 

colleagues up the wall.  Spreading contraception around 

promiscuously like that.” 

“Even though it means they can fuck more women 

without having to worry as much about being responsible,” 

Amanda snickered.  “Aren’t they clever?” 

“They thrill me.  But, seriously, what about the side 

effects?” 

“Implants don’t really have many side effects.”  Carla 

bent and kissed Elizabeth’s nipple.  “I had some of the irregular 

bleeding for a while, but that went away.  And it’s not like I was 

ever going to let something as trivial as that stop me from 

fucking.” 

“It might stop your partners,” Elizabeth giggled as 

Amanda teased her slit. 

“Yeah, sure.  They’re very manly if they run from the 

sight of a little blood,” Carla said sarcastically.   

“I assume it never stopped Mark and Micah.  Or Kieran.” 

“Hell no.  Our parents taught us in detail about how the 

body works as soon as we were old enough to understand it.  

When you grow up thinking reality is normal, you don’t get 

afraid of it later in life.” 

“And whatever risk we were at with them was lower 

anyway because we’ve always been very creative with our 

sexual techniques, too,” Amanda reflected.  “‘Safe sex doesn’t 

mean no sex, it just means use your imagination.’” 

“Imagination,” Elizabeth sighed.  “I’ve imagined doing 

this before, to be honest.” 

“Good,” Amanda said, placing her lips over the older 

girl’s. 

A slender brown form slid alongside Mark as he watched 

the three girls going at it.  “Thank you for inviting me,” Yasmin 

breathed in his ear. 
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He rolled over.  “It has been my very great pleasure.”  

Her cock was as rigid as his.  “Moira has extraordinary friends.” 

“I’m glad you think so.  And I have seen you talking to 

Fabien.  I appreciate that.” 

“If I’m not being too bold, how do you feel about him?” 

Yasmin thought about it for a moment.  “I do love him,” 

she said.  “His devotion is the brightest thing in my life.  But I 

am not comfortable in a relationship, however open.  Not now.  

And he is uncertain of himself.” 

“Victoria said he was too possessive.” 

“It’s a streak of possessiveness that stems from lack of 

confidence.” 

“You would like him better if he were less ardent?” 

“If he were ardent in a different way.  More confident 

and trusting.  The relationship that you and Micah have.  Or 

Moira and Victoria.  Here you all are, making love to people 

other than your partners, with perfect freedom.  But when 

Fabien sees me with someone else, the look in his eye is—not 

jealousy, but an unwillingness to share.  And that makes me 

uncomfortable.” 

“It looks as if he’s working on sharing,” Mark said, and 

nodded across the pool before moving down to Yasmin’s nipple. 

Fabien had emerged from the house holding hands with 

Jess and carrying a bag.  She jumped onto a chaise and lay down, 

and he unhesitatingly sucked her toes into his mouth.  With his 

free hand he produced a pair of Nike track shoes from his 

backpack and began rubbing her slit with one of them. 

“More than just sharing,” Yasmin breathed.  “A shared 

interest.”  She was well aware of her would-be lover’s sneaker 

fetish.  It went with being a soccerboy.  But it excited her to see 

him exploring it with someone else, especially when Mark was 

doing such nice things to her erection with his fingers and then 

his mouth. 
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She saw Fabien drive Jess to multiple cums with each of 

the shoes before putting them on her bare feet, slick with his spit.  

He spun around and offered his feet to her, continuing to work 

her over with his own Nikes.  The toes shone with her cum by 

the time he allowed her to put them on him.  Jess immediately 

licked her own juices off the sneakers.  That drove Fabien wild.  

He fucked her feet for a while, chafing his shaft with the smooth 

leather.  When he began to fuck her, it was his turn to fellate her 

sneakered feet and taste himself.  Jess climaxed beneath him, 

begging for his shoes, and he offered her one foot, maintaining 

his balance by a miracle.  He came, and fell back into a foot sixty-

nine with her, as if orgasm was no more than an incident during 

sex.  The sight of his abandonment sent Yasmin over the edge.  

The suction of Mark’s mouth was almost unbearable, yet when 

he pulled off her girlcock, he wagged a cum-covered tongue at 

her. 

“That looks delicious,” Moira said from behind him.  She 

sampled Yasmin’s taste.  “The first kiss of our marriage, and I 

can taste another woman on you.” 

“I can feel another man inside you,” Mark countered, 

sliding a finger into her slit and bringing it out covered in Raul’s 

load.  His countess looked exhilarated by the experience, not 

exhausted in the least. 

“Let’s never get vanilla and boring.  Promise?” 

“I promise.  With all my heart.” 
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Chapter 17 
 

 

“These are very phallic,” Mark observed. 

“Also very Tolkien,” Jeff said. 

“Of course.  The Two Towers.” 

“Another idea for an attraction,” Jess pointed out.  “An 

annual Tolkien festival, in the buff.  The Colorado can stand in 

for the Anduin and Cibola for Gondor. Readings, swordfights--” 

“It would turn into some kind of Hollywood nonsense,” 

Jeff protested.  “Besides, Tolkien?  The apostle of conservatism in 

its purest form?” 

“Meaning—?” 

“He was all for freedom in principle, but his sensibilities 

recoiled from those who actually wanted to exercise their 

freedom to change society.” 

“The sort who believes that tradition sanctifies,” Ethan 

said.  “Like Sir Patrick.” 

“What about a fantasy festival with no specific theme, 

then?” 

“It’s definitely worth pursuing,” Mark said.  “There are a 

lot of libertine nerds out there, inside their minds, anyway.  We 

could give them a safe real-life space to play in.  Like EDC, but 

smaller and more diverse.  A place where they can get into 

character, and that character can be of any time or species or 

sexuality.  A place where no one will condemn them.” 



468 

 

“They’d come,” Jeff said.  “In piles.  Come to think of it, 

Braden has a little bit of the libertine nerd in him, too” 

“What form does his particular nerdiness take?” Jess 

inquired. 

“Computer games.  Those online roleplaying games, 

specifically.  I’m all for a good strategy game once in a while, but 

his character in this online world has a tail, for heaven’s sake.  

He actually had the nerve to ask me to suck his cock while his 

character had virtual sex online.” 

“I bet that inspired you,” Mark grinned. 

“Let’s just say that it involved handcuffs, a puppy tail 

butt plug that someone gave me as a gag gift years ago, and blue 

body paint.” 

“There had better be a video of this.” 

“There is.  And of the second time it happened.” 

“There was a second time?” 

“Apparently he was having the virtual sex because he 

didn’t think he could live out that fantasy very well in the real 

world.  When I showed him we could get pretty close…” 

“Do that live on stage at the festival and you’ll blow 

people’s minds.” 

“Tempting, very tempting,” Jeff mused. 

The four of them were standing at the base of the towers 

that supported the aquatic complex’s diving platforms.  These 

were like no others in the world, clad in local stone shot through 

with subtle color variations, and resembled abstract sculptures 

as much as they did athletic equipment.  Each of the platforms 

was formed of a single finished slab of sandstone or granite.  All 

railings and fittings were bronze.  Behind them was an 

excavation for a large, permanent jacuzzi to keep competing 

divers warm.  In the opposite direction, the main pool was being 

tiled with sparkling blue glass.  The contrast between wet and 

dry was extreme enough to make the viewer thirsty from 

looking at it too long. 
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The rest of the complex had yet to be built.  On Katya’s 

recommendation, construction had begun at the center and 

proceeded outward.  Westward, the land that sloped down 

towards the levee was being planted with fruit-bearing palms 

and hardy shrubs.  The space had previously formed part of a 

county road.  Mark had offered to pay for a brand-new, 

improved road around the whole of Cibola, which he already 

had teams surveying, and that had removed the only thing 

between the project and unfettered access to the Colorado at its 

broadest. 

“You know what else is tempting?” Ethan asked.  “The 

thought of Tom Daley poised up there.” 

Jeff snorted.  “Well, obviously he’ll be getting an 

invitation to the inaugural event.  I wonder if we could persuade 

Matthew Mitcham to be ‘the prima donna who makes always 

the final performance.’  Ian Matos.  That gorgeous, gorgeous 

Canadian boy, Aidan Faminoff.  Maybe Jeffrey Wammes would 

be interested, he did some diving in a non-professional capacity.  

And Greg Louganis at least as an exhibitor.  And you, of 

course.” 

“Me?” Mark exclaimed. 

Jeff raised an eyebrow in a way that indicated what he 

was about to say made perfect sense and anyone who 

questioned it was a moron.  “You are diving in your own 

inaugural.” 

“I won’t be very competitive against that field.” 

“It’s the thought that counts.  Also, I love seeing you 

soaking wet in a speedo.” 

“What about seeing if some of the competitors would be 

willing to dive sans speedo?” Jess suggested. 

Mark shook his head.  “You don’t dive sans speedo 

unless you want your junk ripped off.  It’s one of the few 

situations in which clothing is useful.” 

“Tom Daley won’t come,” Ethan said. 
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“He will if I ask him,” Mark said dreamily.  “And he 

does.  Very powerfully.  Mmmm.” 

“You’ve had him!” Jess gasped.  “Mark!” 

“I suppose we can’t drag everyone he’s had out of him,” 

Jeff shrugged.  “But I’m taking notes for posterity.” 

“So they do have an open relationship?” Ethan asked. 

Mark snorted with laughter.  “Can you easily envision a 

situation in which two virile men, one gay, one bisexual, who are 

often separated by their work would not have an open 

relationship?” 

“Not easily, no,” Ethan admitted.  His attention 

wandered.  “Are we going to have to post signs saying ‘No 

Driving into the Pool’?” 

“If she doesn’t turn, yes,” Jeff said.  They watched as 

Avalon’s Mustang just missed the pool and skidded to a stop a 

few yards away in the requisite cloud of dust. 

“You’re in the stands, I think,” Mark said to Avalon.  “Or 

the dressing rooms, I’m not sure.  Possibly both.” 

“Girls’ or boys’ dressing rooms?” 

“Does it matter?” 

“Not really, but I like to have some idea of who I’m 

getting into.”  She hopped out of the car, naked except for the 

Roman-style sandals she had taken to wearing on those few 

occasions that she actually needed footwear. 

“More to the point, what have you gotten us into today?” 

“I got us into the last piece of property we need to 

connect up the rest of Cibola with Levee Road.  People can now 

come right across the bridge from California and into Cibola 

immediately.” 

“Meaning they can walk across if they’re over at Oxbow 

and get jealous of all the fun the naked people are having on the 

other side of the river.  Well done.” 

“That will bring a lot of political pressure on 

Sacramento,” Jeff smiled.  “They pride themselves on their 
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pseudo-liberalism and sex positivity, but suddenly conservative 

Arizona is going to take a giant leap ahead of them.  Or at least it 

will seem to.  And they will be forced to catch up.” 

“And if California follows suit with legalizing nudity, 

which is highly likely as Democrats seek to burnish their 

progressive credentials to obscure their increasingly hawkish 

behavior, then the entire west coast will become a legal nudity 

zone, except for patches here and there.  All on our doorstep.” 

“And after a few years, the precedent will be firmly 

established that nudity does not cause public disaster.  That will 

make legalization easier in other areas,” Ethan said. 

“It’s all about strategic geography,” Jeff said.  “Effort 

exerted in the right place has a disproportionate effect over time.  

Today, Cibola; tomorrow, La Paz; next week, Sedona; next 

month, California; next year, the rest of the country.” 

“Social taboos on sex won’t fall that fast,” Ethan warned.  

“Between the Catholic and evangelical churches on one side and 

the sex-negative progressives on the other, peer pressure will 

still be pushing young people in the wrong direction.” 

“One step at a time.  Let them learn to stop fearing the 

body first.  Then they can learn to love it.” 

“I wonder who that is?” Jess said.  Another dust cloud 

was approaching them, along the line that the county road had 

previously followed. 

“Must be Anna,” Mark said, turning his attention back to 

the platforms and presumably to his Tom Daley fantasy.  The 

dust had resolved itself into a police cruiser. 

“It’s not Anna,” Jeff disagreed, tensing.  “It’s not her car.” 

Mark caught the difference in his tone.  “Other deputies 

drive through Cibola all the time.  They quietly ignore us.” 

“Precisely.  If someone is coming straight at us, it’s 

reasonable to assume that it’s on purpose.” 

“How annoying.” 
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The car halted well outside the construction area, and the 

deputy who got out was most definitely not Anna.  He had a 

flabby, characterless face and a buzz cut.  His uniform fit him 

badly, and his hand was on his gun, ever the last refuge of the 

incompetent. 

“I wonder if the little fool knows how easily I could 

pluck him from here before he could get that plastic thing out of 

his holster,” Jeff said venomously. 

“We don’t kill people,” Mark reminded him.  “That’s the 

opposition.” 

“His ears would look marvelous as postage stamps,” Jeff 

reflected. 

“Resist the urge.  He looks pissed.  Don’t anyone move.” 

The deputy walked straight up to Mark, ignoring the 

others, and kicked his legs out from under him.  He leaned 

down, jerked his arms behind him and handcuffed him.  “Mark 

Hartley, you are under arrest.  You have the right to remain 

silent…” 

Ethan bit his lip.  Jess had a hand over her mouth.  

Avalon’s legs tensed as if she were going to charge the deputy, 

and Jeff raised a hand.  “Don’t move,” he repeated softly.  

Menace vibrated in his voice, though, and his gaze never left the 

struggling officer. 

The deputy, flushed, hauled Mark to his feet.  He looked 

around defiantly at the others, waiting, expecting them to do 

something.  His hand went back to the butt of his gun.  When 

none of them stirred, he tried to hurt Mark by forcing his arms 

up between his shoulders.  Mark, looking almost bored, flexed 

his muscles, and the deputy found himself stonewalled.  He 

dragged Mark towards his car, backwards at first, then turning 

and hurrying him along. 

“Avalon, follow them,” Jeff snapped, watching the 

deputy throw Mark into the back of the car.  “Jess, call Krit and 

have him get dressed and ready to go to the county jail.  Also 
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have him take half a million out of the safe for bail money.  

Ethan, you drive.”  He grabbed his own phone as they piled into 

the Jeep and made a call. 

Five miles north on the highway, the sweating deputy 

looked in his rearview mirror and saw another car join the 

Mustang that was following him.  This one was another police 

cruiser.  Both maintained their distance from him, but it was a 

very short distance.  He stepped on the gas.  The Mustang 

copied his move; the other cruiser followed it but made no 

attempt to pull it over.  Mark, in the rear seat, appeared 

indifferent to the game. 

It took an hour for the procession to reach the county seat 

in Parker.  The deputy hustled Mark out of the car and across the 

jail parking lot, naked and barefoot, in full view of a dozen 

pedestrians and bystanders.  The other two cars screeched to a 

stop behind him.  A furious Anna Rivera jumped out of one of 

them and came running towards the pair. 

“Palacio, what the hell do you think you’re doing?” she 

shouted. 

“Fuck off!” he spat at her over his shoulder, deliberately 

tripping Mark at the same time and making him fall to his knees.  

“Whoops!”  He giggled. 

“Don’t punch him, Anna,” Mark said calmly.  “And if 

you do, don’t do it with your thumb inside your fist, or you’ll 

hurt yourself.”  He looked at her, and she relaxed. 

“Shut up, faggot,” Palacio snarled at Mark, and jerked 

him in the direction of the door. 

“Stop,” Avalon said, grabbing Anna’s arm.  “Mark isn’t 

letting himself get upset.  We need to stay calm, too.” 

“He has no right to treat him like that!” Anna hissed, 

almost crying. 

“Do either of you have the right to do that to anyone?” 

Avalon asked, reasonably but kindly.  “We’ll take care of him.” 

“How?” 
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“Jeff has contingency plans for a bunch of situations like 

this.  He and Krit have even rehearsed them, like the Air Force 

used to rehearse strikes on the Soviet Union.  They already know 

exactly what’s going to happen, and this guy made a ton of 

mistakes.” 

“Yeah but where are they?” 

The two of them had to wait nearly ten minutes for the 

rest of the team.  Every one of them looked impeccable, in spite 

of having changed into clothing en route.  Krit in particular 

appeared to have stepped off a New York Fashion Week 

runway, while Anna was only too eager to draw parallels 

between Jeff’s hefty satchel and the nuclear football. 

Mark, it turned out, had already been booked.  The 

charge was, as expected, indecent exposure.  Here, the magic 

name of Lord Corran generated little interest and more 

contempt.  The officer on duty responded slowly and arrogantly 

to Krit’s demands for bail, and two more looked on, smirking.  

That changed when the desk sergeant came into the room and 

wanted to know why he had a very angry state representative on 

the line.  Castellano-Perez had beaten Calatrava to it, but only by 

a small margin.  No sooner did the sergeant hang up on him 

than the line was ringing with Calatrava’s indignation.  She was 

succeeded by the sheriff, who was not pleased that members of 

the legislature had been calling him personally about an arrest.  

Finally, the sergeant cringed as the British ambassador spoke in 

dulcet tones from Washington, deploring the brutal assault of a 

British nobleman on his own property.  Bail was granted 

immediately thereafter.  Palacio stood by, glowering, with his 

colleagues avoiding him, as Mark was led out, still naked. 

“He can’t just fucking leave like that!” he protested. 

Jeff silently handed Mark a G-string, and Mark twisted it 

on and walked out the door, not so much as dignifying Palacio 

with a glance. 
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“What do we know about him?” he demanded two hours 

later, reclining poolside, freshly showered and with witch hazel 

stinging on his scrapes. 

Jeff had set up a portable TV by the pool.  He tapped at 

his Toughbook.  “Eduardo Palacio.  Born and raised in Parker.  

Army reservist.  Unlucky; he’s been deployed twice, first 

Afghanistan, then Iraq.  Mediocre performance reports and 

marksmanship, counseled for a drunken fight with one of the 

other guys in his unit, with a hint that reports of similar 

incidents had been kept quiet to preserve the honor of the 

regiment.” 

“How do you have access to military personnel records?” 

Krit asked. 

“I paid off someone at the Pentagon.  Mid-level NCOs 

with families are usually cash-strapped.” 

“No, details, please,” the lawyer protested.  “I don’t need 

to be privy to the suborning of a federal employee.” 

“Palacio married his senior year of high school, after 

getting his girlfriend with child, and managed to do it again 

before his Afghanistan deployment.  He went into the police 

straight from high school.  His wife has a small gemstone and 

crafts business on Etsy, which supplemented his military pay.  

He only returned from his Iraq deployment a couple of weeks 

ago, as a matter of fact.” 

“I wonder,” Mark said.  Ethan was taking pictures of the 

bruises that had begun to form on his legs.  “Where does he 

live?” 

“They used to own a trailer outside Parker.” 

“Used to?” 

“The Foundation owns it now, and they’re renting it 

from us.  At a fraction of their previous mortgage payment.” 

“Did they sign the contract?” 

“They certainly did,” Krit said, producing a folder.  “La 

Senora Palacio did initially, and she sent a copy to her husband, 
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who signed it and returned it.  Whether a deployed soldier 

seeking to maximize his moments of leisure bothered to read it, I 

don’t know.” 

“Then we have him dead to rights for violating the terms 

of his lease,” Micah said.  “And the leases permit immediate 

eviction for such violations.” 

“As does the law.  Arizona Revised Statutes Title 33, 

Section 1368.  The landlord has the right to terminate any lease 

when the tenant commits an assault on the property, or when 

the tenant jeopardizes the health and safety of the landlord, his 

agent, or another tenant.” 

“I would say this put Mark’s health and safety in 

danger,” Micah snapped. 

“Throw him out,” Mark said.  “But not his family.  He 

broke the lease; they didn’t.” 

“If you show up at the door with a termination notice, he 

will probably shoot you,” Jeff noted.  “Or Krit.” 

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” 

“If you mean that he’s a bigot with a history of violence, 

who’s been brooding over the perverted invasion of his home 

since he got back from the sandbox, yes.” 

“And he decided to make an example of me,” Mark 

reflected.  “He probably thought he could scare me off with a 

little bullying.  How readily they underrate the queers.” 

“He embodies that headline from The Onion: ‘Insecure, 

frustrated bully with something to prove considering career in 

law enforcement.’” 

“Avalon?” Mark called.  She hoisted herself onto the 

edge of the hot tub and turned toward him, spreading her legs to 

give Jess better access.  “What are your boyfriends doing 

tonight?” 

“Not much.  Robin said they would be done around three 

today.  Barbecuing, maybe?” 
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“Do you think they’d fly up here and do an eviction for 

us?” 

“Sure.  They can probably be here by five in the Lancair.  

You want them for their muscle?” 

“Well, they are the biggest guys on our payroll, and it’s 

important that Palacio gets the message without another 

incident.” 

Avalon picked up her phone and dialed.  A minute later 

she looked back at Mark.  “Bobby wants to know if they can 

wear their strings instead of regular clothes.” 

“Absolutely.  That will drive Palacio insane.” 

“In that case, they’d love to.” 

“Back up,” Ethan said.  “Arizona law allows immediate 

eviction when the tenant commits an assault on the property 

he’s occupying.  The assault on Mark—which is indisputable 

given the excessive use of force—took place on a Foundation 

property, yes, but not the Foundation property that Palacio is 

leasing.” 

“If it comes to that, we’ll argue that it would be 

unreasonable for a landlord who owns multiple properties to 

continue the lease of a tenant who has committed an assault on 

any of his properties.  Pattern of behavior.  In any case, he still 

endangered his landlord’s safety.”  Krit typed something into his 

laptop.  “I assume you want me to list every possible reason for 

immediate eviction on the form?” 

“Yes.  Put it all on record.” 

“Then there’s the matter of police brutality,” Ethan went 

on, “which will require a separate suit.” 

“Not against the department,” Mark corrected.  “Against 

Palacio personally.” 

“The sheriff’s office cooperated with him,” Micah said, 

his voice low and intense.  “The other deputies stood there with 

smiles on their faces and let Palacio try to humiliate you.  They 

have to be punished, too.” 
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“As much as I agree with you—in spirit,” Jeff said, “Mark 

is right.  If we make war on the department, things will get out 

of hand.  The incident will turn into a media circus and be 

manipulated by the press into a convenient anecdote proving 

either our lack of respect for law enforcement or the general 

brutality of law enforcement.  More importantly, we’ll lose any 

chance of winning more allies there.  If we spare them, and only 

go after Palacio, it looks like Mark is simply claiming just 

compensation for an obvious wrong.” 

“If we fight them, we waste our energy,” Mark said.  “In 

five years we’ll have control of this county.  We have new lessees 

signing up from all over the country.  Our job for the next five 

years is to play Fabius Cunctator and avoid battle.” 

“There are no heroics in waiting,” Micah said somberly. 

“Very emotionally unsatisfying, isn’t it?”  Jeff made little 

clucking sounds of disapproval. 

“Well, it could be more so…” Mark said with a Cheshire-

cat grin. 

“How so?” 

“I’m not going to charge Palacio with assault, but I am 

going to sue him for ten thousand dollars or something fairly 

low as far as personal injury suits go.  Now, correct me if I’m 

wrong, Krit, but don’t all civil suits go directly to arbitration 

these days?” 

“Pretty much.  Courts are trying to clear their backlog.  

It’s not working, but they frown on you if you don’t attempt it.” 

“Then we offer Palacio a deal at arbitration.  Either the 

suit goes ahead and we win—or he and I fight our dispute out in 

public, man to man, with an ironclad agreement that neither of 

us get to file any other charges or suits afterwards.” 

“A fair fight and no favor?”  Jeff actually spat.  “There 

isn’t a policeman on this planet who would accept that offer.  In 

most jurisdictions it takes anywhere from three to five cops to 

write one traffic ticket.  Granted, some of them are only there to 
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fix the spelling mistakes of the others, but it’s chiefly to provide 

moral support and rally one another’s flagging courage.” 

“But it’s about appearances,” Mark explained.  “It makes 

me look straightforward and confident.  Willing to settle my 

differences with another man in the traditional Western way.  By 

turning down my offer, Palacio will look weak.  He’ll know it, 

everyone else will know it, and we will gain by his discomfiture.  

Or, if he gets cocky and does take the offer, then I get to prove 

that I’m right by the argument most convincing to Americans—

force—and I also get to take the reputation of the US Army 

down a peg.  They hate it when they get outfought by the naked 

Indians.” 

“There will be those who will try to point out the 

contradiction between the Foundation’s stated mission to 

advocate nonviolence and your settlement offer.” 

“At which point we’ll remind them that the moral 

problem with violence is its lack of consensuality.  Everyone on 

this patio right now—we all do things to each other every day 

that would be considered very violent if they weren’t 

consensual.  If two men agree to have a fight, how is that any 

different from agreeing to have sex?  Because they might harm 

one another?  But are they harming one another?  Remember 

your Marcus Aurelius: ‘Choose not to be harmed—and you 

won’t feel harmed.  Don’t feel harmed—and you haven’t been.’  

If Palacio and I agree to punch each other, we are mutually 

agreeing not to feel harmed by one another’s actions.  The point 

of the offered fight, we will explain, is to demonstrate that in a 

man-to-man contest, without a whole organization on his side, 

Palacio never could have established his point of view with me 

by force.” 

“Put the blame on the system, in essence.  Contrast his 

institutional and nonconsensual violence that creates a social 

problem with the use of individual, consensual violence to 

resolve a social problem.” 
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“We’ll never be able to get rid of all violence among 

humans, but we certainly can get rid of institutional violence.  

And settling disputes yourself rather than calling upon the state 

for help is an excellent way to demonstrate that idea.” 

 “The trial itself will be laughably simple,” Krit observed.  

“It’s not necessary to try to set an abstract human rights 

precedent at the moment.  All we need is a finding that Palacio 

acted improperly by coming onto Foundation land to make an 

arrest in the absence of a complaint.” 

“Which will give the sheriffs a legal justification for 

sitting on the sidelines and ignoring what goes on within 

Cibola,” Ethan concluded. 

“All of which serves our long-term ends,” Mark said.  

“How quickly can we get all this done?” 

“The notice of immediate termination will be served 

tonight,” Krit said.  “I will file the suit itself tomorrow.  I’d be 

very surprised if Palacio hasn’t been suspended by close of 

business tomorrow.  For the suit, I’ll need to take statements 

from you now, in the interest of accuracy, and we have 

surveillance footage from the cameras at the aquatic center to 

support your accounts.  Also, I’ve called Nick to come over and 

examine Mark.” 

“He’s working fine,” Micah protested, lightly fingering 

Mark’s erection. 

“We need a doctor’s report to strengthen our case,” Krit 

insisted.  “Mark, I’ll take your statement first.” 

“There’s no need to include the fellatio,” Jeff observed as 

Micah slid seductively down Mark’s body.  “Although it may be 

the first time a deposition has been given during oral sex.  I 

merely mention it as a matter of historical interest.” 

“The history has been duly noted and ignored,” Krit said, 

typing. 

Jeff gave his statement after Mark finished, then moved 

over to the lounge, where Micah’s dick was unattended, even 
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though Micah was now servicing both Mark and Ethan, who 

were kissing tenderly.  Krit maintained his composure in spite of 

his throbbing, glistening, untouched hardon.  He relocated his 

base of operations to the hot tub, where Avalon blew him while 

he deposed Jess.  Once he was finished with her, the girls 

switched places.  Avalon completed her statement right before 

he shot a load into Jess’s mouth.  Unlike most guys, Krit loved 

being overstimulated after orgasm.  It gave him a chance to test 

his self-control and to learn to enjoy the extra pleasure.  He was 

shuddering in that state when Nick arrived. 

“My patient looks fine,” Nick observed.  Mark was 

greedily worshiping Jeff’s prick while Ethan and Micah made 

out across his own shaft. 

“It’s minor damage, but it needs to be documented,” Krit 

sighed.  He turned and sucked the soft pink tip of Nick’s cock 

into his mouth.  “Be thorough.  The courts like that.  You know 

the routine.” 

“I won’t take too long,” Nick chuckled.  “You were 

starting to be pretty thorough, too.” 

At two minutes to five that afternoon, they heard the 

high-pitched whine of the Lancair touching down.  Krit 

extracted himself from between Jeff and Avalon and went off to 

meet the pilots. 

They were gone for nearly four hours.  It was dark when 

the four tall figures came silently around the side of the house, 

their bare skin rippling enticingly in the glow of the pool lights.  

Avalon went running to meet them, and Matt, showing no 

restraint, immediately plunged inside her.  Robin joined Braden 

and Jess in the hot tub.  Bobby and Krit crossed the patio and lay 

down next to Mark and Jeff, who were talking in low voices. 

“Hi,” Mark said, petting Bobby.  “How did that go?” 

“Promising,” Krit said.  “I called Anna and had her come 

with us.  In case of any trouble.” 

“Where is she?” 
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“There.”  Anna was walking over to the shower, in no 

hurry, doing her usual visual flirtation.  She had gotten into the 

habit, when visiting them at the end of a workday, of stripping 

out of her uniform a little at a time and dropping the pieces 

along her route to the shower.  It was very defiant and extremely 

sensual. 

“She’s charming,” Jeff said.  “Opening like a flower in the 

noonday sun.” 

“I hope you meant that both literally and figuratively,” 

Bobby said, twining his fingers into Jeff’s. 

“Both, naturally.” 

“If you two could dispense with the verbal foreplay for a 

few minutes,” Mark said humorously, “I’d like to know how the 

eviction went.” 

“Palacio went, in the end.  Screaming himself hoarse.  He 

took some suitcases and not much else.  Threatened to arrest us 

all on the spot, but Robin was filming everything and Anna was 

standing in the background, an impartial witness.  He started by 

denying the legality of the termination, and when I quoted the 

law to him, he descended to personal abuse.  He’s undoubtedly 

psychotic.  His wife is scared of him, too.” 

“Tell us about her.” 

“Plain but not uncomely.  She was terrified when I 

handed him the termination notice, and when she found out it 

didn’t apply to her or her children—I have never seen anyone 

look so relieved.  I’m fairly sure she had the remains of a black 

eye, and Palacio looked like he wanted to hit her at a couple of 

points during our interview.  Under the circumstances, she’s 

probably glad to have him out of there.  I found out from her 

that he volunteered for both deployments.  Basically wanted to 

run off and hopefully kill people while leaving her to care for his 

kids.  Asshole.” 

“A composite picture that will not hold up well in court.” 
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“And we can subpoena all his military records to speak 

to his character.” 

“How did she react to you guys?” 

Bobby chuckled.  “Think of the visual contrast.  Her 

husband, all buttoned up in jeans and boots and hoodie, versus 

four muscle studs, all towering over him, all of us ninety-eight 

percent nude.  How does the average woman react to those 

odds, particularly when the four are threatening her husband?  

Not the way Mrs. Palacio did.  She was tremendously impressed 

by the way we treated her with the utmost courtesy.  I don’t 

think anyone has ever called her ‘ma’am’ before.” 

“By the time we left, she was crying on Matt’s shoulder 

in relief,” Krit added. 

“Was it safe to leave here there alone?” Mark asked. 

“Her husband took his guns with him, so I loaned her the 

shotgun you had in the Jeep.  And got a receipt for it, yes, thank 

you, Krit.” 

“As long as you make friends for the Foundation, I don’t 

care if you give my guns away,” Mark said. 

 

 “‘Get place and wealth, if possible, with grace; 

 If not, by any means get wealth and place,’” 

 

Bobby quoted. 

“Come to think of it, the Foundation could make a lot of 

friends through gun raffles,” Jeff said, his mind leaping off on a 

tangent. 

“Everyone here already has guns.” 

“But they like having more.  Besides, we’d offer unique 

guns, something that a lot of people would want but can’t afford 

to buy.  Classic Winchesters and Colts.  Not the cheap AR-15 

knockoffs that every politician is offering these days.  Hunting 

weapons, not murder weapons.  And in the spirit of the Mojave, 

maybe a few handcrafted bows as well.” 
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“Free raffles would certainly get a lot of traffic through 

our information offices,” Mark agreed. 

“I like the idea,” Bobby said.  He held out a hand to Jeff.  

“Want to go run it by Anna?” 

“Good thinking,” Jeff grinned.  Bobby stood him up on 

the chaise, so that they were nearly the same height for once, and 

kissed him deeply before they headed for Anna, who was 

toweling off and watching them. 

“So Mrs. Palacio seemed to take kindly to you,” Mark 

said, turning the subject back in the direction from which it had 

come.  “And the presence of the Foundation.” 

Krit studied him with dry amusement.  “You’re thinking 

several steps ahead, aren’t you?” 

“Most likely.” 

“I very much doubt you’ll be able to seduce her.” 

“I don’t think I’ll try.  She knows my reputation, and her 

husband’s rantings have probably given her all sorts of salacious 

ideas, which will be not altogether unpleasant.  We’ve been 

incredibly generous to her after Palacio’s attack on me.  It’s 

possible she’ll come down here to apologize.  And then, if she 

shows interest, it’s up to her.” 

“You’d complete Palacio’s discomfiture by cuckolding 

his wife?” 

“It would round out his encirclement fittingly.”  Mark 

snuggled closer to Krit and pecked him on the lips.  “Thanks for 

bailing me out quickly.” 

“I love how your cock feels against mine far too much to 

deprive myself of it.  I should have taken the plane, though.  

Then I could potentially have kept you from being charged in 

the first place.” 

“It’s better to fight this case out and start laying our legal 

groundwork early.  Part of portraying ourselves as respectful but 

committed.” 

“You can be quite the gallant knight sometimes.” 
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“Even though I’m not gaily bedight?” 

“Especially because you’re not bedight at all.”  Krit 

pushed Mark onto his back and swallowed his shaft.  He came 

straight back up for air after a full thirty seconds.  “I have never 

seen anything more erotic than you standing bare to the world 

among all those cops.  You looked like a prince, and they were a 

bunch of slobs.  To anyone with half a brain, it was easy to see 

where all the true power in the room was concentrated.  You are 

the most exciting man I’ve ever known, and your sister is the 

most exciting woman, and I fucking love you both.” 

“Holy shit,” Mark hissed, his toes curling in response to 

the manipulations of Krit’s throat.  It was always a thrill for him 

to be reminded of how much Krit was turned on by his 

promiscuity.  They were very well matched in that regard—

although Carla and Krit were better matched still.  Mark felt his 

orgasm begin to build, thinking of the occasions on which he 

and Krit had taken his insatiable little sister at the same time.  

His eyes drifted to the three figures by the shower, who were 

still toying with one another. 

Anna was a strong but small girl.  Next to her, Jeff looked 

like a jock, and Bobby simply towered.  However, their height 

difference did put her in exactly the right position to kiss his 

nipples seductively, which she was doing.  Behind her, Jeff’s 

cock slid up and down in the cleft of her arse. 

“You’re so yummy out of your clothes,” Bobby said 

softly, petting her.  She was no longer shy and was expertly 

fingering his cock and balls. 

“I saw you looking at me,” Anna whispered.  “I stripped 

for you.  I want to be as free as you were.” 

“Did you like watching us dominate him?” 

“Go look at my pants.”  Her breathing was quick, 

intensified.  Jeff’s hands covered her mound and teased her.  

“They’re soaking wet from looking at you guys.  Oh, God…” 
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She shuddered.  Bobby clamped a hand over her mouth.  

“Make her cum,” he said to Jeff. 

“We’re going to make sure you can wear less in the 

future,” Jeff said into Anna’s ear.  “We’re going to lobby the 

county for new police uniforms.  Get them to adopt shorts as an 

option, given the warm weather and risk of heatstroke and 

dehydration.  It will also let you show off those pretty legs of 

yours.  Then, when you’re bored in your car, all you have to do 

is slip off your boots, slide your shorts down, and touch yourself 

like this.” 

She was climaxing under his manipulations, one, two, 

three times in a row.  The fantasy was clearly a powerful one for 

her. 

“She wasn’t exaggerating,” Jeff smiled.  As she relaxed, 

supported by both of them, he slid one hand from her pussy and 

held it up.  Her juices were all over it. 

“Nice,” Bobby sighed, bending down for a lick.  He 

released Anna, and Jeff fed her own girlcum to her a little at a 

time.  She gobbled it hungrily.  A few months before, she had 

never tasted herself.  Now she loved her flavor. 

“Are you really going to do that?” she whispered to Jeff. 

“Of course.  It’ll be fun, don’t you think?” 

She swayed unsteadily.  Bobby scooped her up and 

deposited her on a lounge, then dove straight for her pussy.  Jeff 

knelt beside her, stroking and tonguing her body.  Bobby’s 

tongue was as big as a cock inside her.  It moved with a speed 

and delicacy no prick could ever achieve.  He homed in on her 

G-spot, and Anna writhed.  When Jeff leaned down to kiss her 

clit, she grabbed his legs and gagged herself with his cock.  Her 

tongue-polishing of his helmet sent exquisite shivers through his 

body. 

His lips and tongue met Bobby’s.  They made out across 

her, worshiping her folds while loving each other.  Anna arched 
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her back, squirting all over their faces, and the boys licked one 

another clean, lost in the intimacy of the gesture. 

“I think she’s trying to say something,” Bobby 

whispered, staring into Jeff’s eyes. 

“I think she’s saying ‘fuck me,’” Jeff smirked.  Anna spit 

out his dick.  She howled twice, gasping.  “Fuck me!” she 

groaned, and went right back to blowing Jeff. 

“Now how can you turn a lady down when she asks so 

nicely?” Jeff queried. 

“I have no intention of doing so,” said Bobby gravely.  

He rose to his knees and let his cockhead nudge her folds apart. 

“Not too quick,” Jeff panted.  “Tease her.”  He watched 

in awe as Bobby’s frenulum rubbed carefully over Anna’s clit.  

The pilot was gritting his teeth against the sensation. 

“Careful, or you’re going to drive her so wild that she 

bites me.” 

“Fuck,” Bobby hissed.  “I could cum just from touching 

her like this.  She’s so fucking hard.” 

Jeff leaned forward, licking them both.  He took Bobby’s 

precum on his tongue and transferred it to Anna, working it into 

her folds.  She came again, at which point he simply pushed 

Bobby aside and ate her, burying his face between her legs. 

“Share,” Bobby demanded.  The power of his thigh 

muscles allowed him to shove Jeff aside in his turn.  He sank 

halfway into Anna in one thrust.  The only effect it had on Jeff 

was to force him to transfer his attentions to the base of Bobby’s 

cock.  Smooth and soft, it was as nice to taste and touch as a 

girl’s mound.  Beneath the soft skin, though, the pilot’s muscles 

throbbed, hard and hot with the blood surging through them.  

Jeff could actually feel his pulse beating within his erection. 

“Come here,” Bobby whispered.  He kissed Anna’s juices 

off Jeff’s face.  Every swipe of his tongue was both an assertion 

of leadership and a gesture of affection.  “Keep denying me like 

that and I’m going to have to find compensation in your rear.” 
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“You wouldn’t dare.” 

“I’m going to, one day.” 

“Braden might have something to say about that.” 

“Braden will be watching, with my boyfriends holding 

him down.  I’m going to string you up to a couple of posts in the 

desert, spend hours opening you, and then you’re going to be 

mine.  Because I love you so much.”  The two of them were 

kissing wildly between his words. 

“I’m going to make you work for it.” 

“I know.”  Bobby paused, although his hips kept moving.  

“I want you to promise me something.” 

“I promise.” 

“Afterwards, when Robin and Matt handcuff me and 

have me down on all fours for you…make sure you put your 

foot on my head to hold me down while you fuck me.” 

“Fuck,” Jeff said, and released his load into Anna’s 

waiting mouth. 

He collapsed to one side, and Bobby gathered the girl up 

in his arms and sucked Jeff’s cum out of her mouth.  She fought 

him for it, her tongue against his.  He found her tightness 

unbelievable.  To prolong the pleasure, he pulled out far enough 

to rub her G-spot with his glans, and when he felt another 

climax hit her, he buried himself deep within her.  Never had his 

cock felt hotter than with both their juices pouring over it. 

“My boyfriend is a stud,” a dispassionate voice next to 

them said. 

Blearily, Bobby raised his head and saw Avalon sitting 

on top of Jeff, casually making out with him. 

“You think you need to tell me that?” 

“It’s good for your ego to hear it sometimes.  Besides, 

your performance deserves recognition.  So does yours.”  She 

petted Anna’s cheek, and the younger girl blushed.  She was still 

shy about other girls—but when they touched her she went 
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wild.  It was only a matter of time and growing up, Jess had 

assured the others. 

“Thanks,” Anna whispered, and kissed Avalon’s hand. 

“How was my boyfriend?” 

“I can’t believe I took him that easily,” Anna said in 

astonishment, suddenly realizing Bobby was still fully inside 

her.  She tried to move, experimentally.  “Oh, shit…” 

“You were so turned on that it happened.”  Avalon 

nodded sympathetically.  “I know the feeling.  Really, I do.”  She 

covered herself half-consciously with one hand, as if 

remembering. 

“He threatened to put it in Jeff.”  Anna’s eyes flickered 

back and forth between the base of Bobby’s still-swollen prick 

and Jeff’s bubble butt.  She was clearly comparing their 

respective sizes. 

“Traditional masculinity demands that I fuck him,” 

Bobby said plaintively.  “He kissed my girlfriend.  Didn’t anyone 

ever tell you about Clodia?” 

“No.  Who’s Clodia?”  Beside them, Jeff chuckled. 

“Clodia, my dear girl,” Bobby continued, “was the 

sluttiest woman of her generation in ancient Rome.  Caesar was 

the sluttiest man, but that’s background detail.  Anyway, Clodia 

could be a tease sometimes, and one day, one of her frustrated 

lovers made up a little poem about her, in which he called her ‘a 

silky isle in the dining room—a rocky fortress in bed.’  Two of 

her other lovers rushed to her defense, beat the first one up, and 

then fucked his brains out as punishment.” 

“They insulted Clodia.  I kissed your girlfriend.  How is 

that an insult?” Jeff demanded. 

“Fine.  I’m going to fuck you just because I want to fuck 

you.  How’s that?” 

Jeff snorted.  “As I said, I’m going to make you work for 

it.” 
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“Later,” Anna interrupted.  “Can I borrow Bobby 

tonight?” 

“Sure,” Avalon smiled.  “Jeff, you’re stuck with me.  

Robin’s taking care of Braden for the night.” 

“Mmmm,” Jeff purred.  “We’re all fit, but those two are 

extra fit.  They should have been dancers.” 

“Lean perfection,” Avalon agreed, stretching her body 

along his so that their smooth legs caressed one another.  She 

was also taller than him.  In the dappled light she gave the 

impression of a stretching leopard crouching above her mate—or 

her prey.  Or both. 

“Hot tub,” Jeff suggested.  “It’s getting cold.” 

He and Avalon walked off.  Bobby followed them, 

carrying Anna carefully, so as not to withdraw from her until 

she relaxed in the heat.  Gradually the others joined them there, 

drifting in a few at a time.  Micah never left Mark’s side. 

Mark was awakened early in the morning by the sound 

of the Lancair taking off for Tucson, a noise that rather 

resembled the buzz of a large and irritated hummingbird.  Micah 

and Krit flanked him on each side, both of them slumbering 

deeply.  He was touched by their concern, but also realized that 

they were being a trifle overprotective.  They were exhausted; he 

was still on edge from the adrenalin rush of the previous day.  

Letting them sleep, he climbed out of bed and made his way to 

the kitchen. 

He was letting the morning sun soak into his bare body, a 

cup of coffee with a dash of Bailey’s on the table beside him, 

when his phone buzzed with a gate alert.  He glanced at the 

video feed, then tapped a button. 

A couple minutes later, a uniformed figure appeared 

around the side of the house, following the signs Braden had 

erected to direct all foot traffic to the patio. 

“Lord Corran?  I’m Sheriff Douglass.”  Mark had called 

up his mental portrait of the typical county sheriff, and this one 
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was true to type: balding, slightly overweight, undistinguished 

features, an air of perpetual caution blended with faint hostility. 

“Good morning.  Coffee?” 

“Thanks.”  The sheriff sat down and watched warily as 

Mark poured and mixed it. 

“We have no doughnuts, only muffins and scones,” Mark 

said, handing him a cup.  “Now.  Why are you here?” 

“First, I want to apologize for Deputy Palacio’s 

inappropriate behavior yesterday.  While he may have been 

acting within the letter of the law to arrest you—that’s for the 

court to decide—the methods which he used were 

unacceptable—” 

“And not typical of the usual standard of professionalism 

expected of deputy sheriffs in La Paz County?” 

“I also wanted to let you know,” the sheriff went on, 

ignoring Mark’s neat removal of a section of his speech, “that I’ll 

be suspending Palacio this morning, without pay, until we finish 

our investigation of the incident.”  He looked at Mark with a 

certain regard.  “You have a lot of friends.” 

“I’m fortunate in that.  Many people are not.” 

“I also have some bad news.  Palacio absolutely refuses 

to withdraw the charge, and the DA is dying to prosecute you.  

He’s been looking for an opportunity like this.” 

“He has his eye on a state office, doesn’t he?” 

“Well, that’s the rumor.  He’s also very influential in 

reservation politics.” 

“Oh, one of those self-loathing Indians.” 

“He sees you as a nuisance and wants to get rid of you.” 

“He would be better advised to avoid scuttling his 

political career by soliciting a high-profile loss at my hands.” 

“That’s his business.  And yours.  Palacio is mine.  Do 

you want to prosecute him?  Sandyman will try to block it if you 

do.” 

“Prosecute him, no.  I do plan on filing a civil suit.” 
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“Informally, my office will not interfere if you do so.” 

“Why?”  Mark’s stare was icy.  “Your deputies certainly 

won’t agree with that decision.  I had the chance to meet a 

number of them yesterday.  Every one of them seemed quite 

delighted with my apparent humiliation.” 

“They don’t speak for the department.  I do.” 

“Speak loudly enough and they’ll go running to the DA 

in a body to get you removed.  Since when did you forget that 

failing to protect one’s own is the ultimate crime in the eyes of 

cops?” 

“Be as cynical as you like, but we are not going to help 

Palacio defend himself.” 

“Except that half your officers will go into the witness 

box to testify to his good character out of mere solidarity.” 

“I can discourage that before it becomes an issue.  I spoke 

with Mrs. Palacio last night, and she’ll be my next stop.  If your 

lawyer is handy, the one who bailed you out so quick—

Gunderson—he’s welcome to come too.  A statement from her, 

combined with any other evidence of his erratic behavior, will 

probably make them see reason.” 

“Check his military records.  You’ll find what you need 

there.” 

“How do you know that?” 

“The Foundation is very well informed.  You might also 

see if you can get in touch with any of the soldiers he served 

with overseas.  I hear this was not his first assault.” 

“Well, shit.  Will your lawyer be looking into all of this?” 

“We’ll have a dossier by the time the day is out.” 

“Have you filed suit yet?” 

“In a few hours.” 

“Hold off on it for a couple of days until you can get me a 

copy of that file.  If the department finds out about it from me 

first, they won’t blame his fall on you.” 

“You’re offering to help.  Why?” 
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“I don’t like one of my men flying off the handle like that.  

And it’s not exactly help.  It’s doing my job.  I’m supposed to 

preserve law and order in this county, or so the job description 

says, and stopping misunderstandings before they start saves 

time, effort, and money later.” 

“With Palacio gone, you’ll be a deputy short,” Mark said, 

changing the subject.  “Will there be any rush to fill the 

position?” 

“Not with the way the county dislikes spending money, 

no.” 

“I can offer you a replacement.  Eight years in the Army, 

separating as staff sergeant, military police, willing to relocate, 

but may not be available for a few months.” 

“Friend of yours?”  The sheriff couldn’t keep his gaze 

from drifting over Mark’s body. 

“If you mean a friend of the Foundation, yes.” 

“Hey, if it’s someone who’s on board with your project, 

that’s one less person I have to convince to leave you guys 

alone.” 

“And the less risk you have of getting reported to the DA 

by your own troops for failing to enforce the law.” 

“You can see why I don’t mind.  Send his resume over 

with the file on Palacio.” 

“Don’t keep them together in case Sandyman gets 

curious.” 

“Right.”  The sheriff stood up and tentatively offered a 

hand.  Mark hesitated, then took it, and his visitor left. 

He leaned back and sipped his coffee, waiting for the 

others to join him.  It was truce—for now. 
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Chapter 18 
 

 

“Boating in the middle of the desert,” Krit reflected, 

surveying the marina they had built on an inlet off the main flow 

of the Colorado.  “That alone is a tourist attraction.” 

“It would be a better one if the Colorado flowed 

normally and the states weren’t constantly trying to manage it 

for power.  I had visions of riparian gardens and boats moored 

along the side of the river.  This is fairly ordinary.” 

“It’s made up of a bunch of islands connected by bridges.  

Practically inviting people to come ashore and fuck.  There’s no 

marina like it in the world.” 

“But—it’s still a marina.  I wanted more of a working 

harbor in a pastoral environment.  One that could send a fishing 

fleet out into the gulf once we eventually get rid of the dams.” 

“Don’t be a perfectionist.” 

“I can’t help it.”  Mark put an arm around the older boy.  

“Have I told you lately how beautiful you are when you’re 

naked?” 

“You haven’t, but thank you.” 

“I love kissing you where other people can see us.” 

“Why I am even here?” Carla demanded.  She was sitting 

on the dock, splashing her feet in the water.  One good kick 

sprayed both boys with a cascade of icy drops.  “You seem to be 

getting on great without me.” 

“You’re bait,” Mark shot back. 
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“You brought me all the way across the country to act as 

bait?” 

“No, you came here to visit your boyfriend.  But I’ve 

never once, in my entire life, known you to pass up an 

opportunity for hot new dick.” 

“Oh, that,” Carla shrugged.  “I’m still waiting.  Braden 

needs to hurry up.” 

“Braden loves boats.  He always hurries ever since we 

got this marina started.  And that was probably his plane that 

went over a few minutes ago.” 

“And that’s probably his car,” Krit said, shading his eyes.  

The Porsche skidded up to them, with Braden laughing and 

shrieking in the passenger seat.  The boy at the wheel was also 

grinning.  He had brown hair cut in a sharp military high-and-

tight and tattoos running up his forearms.  When he climbed out 

of the convertible, he revealed another tattoo that wrapped 

around one of his calves.  His build was stocky but muscular.  

His cock, though on the small side, was half-erect, and so pretty 

that Mark actually felt his mouth watering.  Carla whistled 

softly. 

“You let him drive?” Mark called to Braden.  “You 

almost never let anyone drive the Porsche!” 

“He begged,” Braden excused himself.  “How could I 

resist those big brown eyes?”  And indeed, the boy did have 

beautiful brown eyes. 

“Mark, right?” he said, and reached out and took Mark 

by his dick.  He shook it.  “I’m Brodie.” 

“Brodie, it’s a very great pleasure to meet you in person.  

As I’m sure you can feel.”  Both their shafts were iron-hard by 

the time the ritual of greeting had been completed.  “You looked 

great on top of Braden on that beach.” 

Brodie’s smile got even bigger.  “I love it when someone 

sees me for the first time and I’m naked.  Preferably having sex.” 

“I told you he was one of us,” Braden smirked. 
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“You were right.  Brodie, this is my lawyer, Krit—well, 

one of them, anyway—and my sister Carla, who’s also Krit’s 

girlfriend.” 

“God,” Brodie said, with one hand on Krit’s cock and the 

other carefully cupping Carla’s arse.  “One of you?  More like 

three of you.  This is—” 

“Like a fucking dream come true,” Krit finished, with an 

assumed air of world-weariness.  “We get that all the time.” 

“Seriously, though.”  Brodie’s eyes were wild.  

“Whatever you want me for, I accept.” 

Mark chuckled.  “Let’s get out on the boat for a bit.”  He 

led the way towards a gleaming SLX 250, blue with a white 

stripe, that was the only occupant of the marina so far, apart 

from a couple of aluminum work boats.  The two slight figures 

busily sixty-nining on the rear of the boat sat up as Mark 

stepped on board. 

“You start them young,” Brodie said, staring with 

undisguised approval. 

“They’re self-starters.  The blonde is Stefan, he’s Krit’s 

younger brother.  The brunette is Philippe, who’s the nephew of 

our doctor, Nick.”  Philippe was darker-skinned than Nick and 

so toned, in spite of being only a year older than Stefan, that he 

gave the impression of having been carved from some rich 

tropical wood.  He said something to Stefan in French.  Stefan 

replied and both boys burst out laughing. 

“Knock it off,” Krit said, swatting at them. 

“They do that a lot?” 

“Talk to each other in a language we can’t understand?  

Too often.  God only knows what prurient fantasies they’re 

sharing.” 

“I meant sucking each other off in front of everybody.” 

“Constantly.”  Brodie seemed fascinated by the boys, and 

for their part, they were watching his every movement. 

“May we come along?” Stefan asked his brother. 
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“Sure.  But we might end up recruiting you to drive.  You 

have been warned.” 

Braden started up the boat and steered it out into the 

Colorado.  He couldn’t go very fast, not with Carla sitting on his 

lap and kissing him.  It was the sort of distraction he welcomed.  

The boys went forward and started masturbating each other in 

the bow.  Krit and Mark relaxed on the rear seats with Brodie 

between them. 

“How the fuck do you get away with this?” he gasped, 

kissing both of them greedily, their hands roaming his body. 

“There’s no one here so far except people like us,” Mark 

said.  “But there’s no guarantee things will stay that way.  Which 

is why we want you.” 

“I’m yours.  You want me to be a sheriff’s deputy?” 

“You have the background, and we need as many 

lawmen on our side as possible.” 

“Ones who’ll look the other way at public sex.” 

“Exactly.” 

“How many have you got so far?” 

“One.  Anna.  You’ll probably get to work with her, she’s 

pretty junior.” 

“Awesome,” Brodie said mischievously.  “I love sex with 

my coworkers.” 

“Any questions?” 

“Will I get the job if I’m known to be associated with 

you?” 

“Yes.  The sheriff owes us one, since the deputy you’re 

replacing got fired for assaulting me.  Your interview is pretty 

much a formality.” 

“And I can live in Cibola?” 

“Would you want to live elsewhere?” 

“Fuck no!”  Brodie dived for Krit’s cock. 

“How many loads did you work out of Braden during 

the flight from San Diego?” Krit asked. 
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Brodie popped Krit’s pricktip out of his mouth like a 

lollipop and licked it.  “Just one.  I made him cum pretty quick 

so I could spend the rest of the flight edging him.” 

“With him handicapped by the need to fly the plane.  

Funny.  And cruel.” 

“It was so worth it to see the look on his face when I 

squirted lube all over his softening dick and worked him back to 

hardness.”  Brodie’s own erection was fully inserted in Mark’s 

mouth by this time.  He wrapped his legs around Mark’s torso 

and simultaneously went back down on Krit. 

“My boyfriend is getting a blowjob from your trick,” 

Carla whispered in Braden’s ear.  Her tongue tickled it. 

“I bet he looks hot being serviced.” 

“He always does.”  She ran a finger thoughtfully over his 

hard little nipples, and he hissed.  “Where did you find Brodie?” 

“Instagram.  He’s stationed in Honolulu and was 

spending the holidays on Maui.  Speedoboys on that island tend 

to notice each other.” 

“And do each other.  In the butt, because they’re so 

horny they lose all control.” 

“I did do him in the butt,” Braden said, kissing her back.  

“I pounded him for two hours until both of us passed out.” 

“Fuck me, Braden,” Carla demanded.  He moved beneath 

her.  “Not like that.  Fuck me in the arse like you fucked Brodie.  

Like you fuck your boyfriend.  Like I’m a hot little twink and 

you’re gay again.” 

“Philippe!” Braden called out, his voice trembling.  

“Come take the wheel!”  As the teen grabbed it, Braden rolled off 

the seat and onto the floor of the boat, taking Carla with him.  

His shaft pressed against her hole.  He realized that she was 

already lubed, and his tip penetrated her easily.  Her eyes went 

wide. 

“My sweet, sweet girl,” he cooed, bending over her and 

kissing her breasts.  “I could never be gay again.  You’re far too 
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exciting.”  He sank deeper within her.  All he wanted at the 

moment was to be merged with her. 

“Braden…”  She clung to him.  Philippe spun the wheel 

and the boat came around in a wide semicircle.  The force 

pressed her down Braden’s shaft until his smooth balls tickled 

the cleft of her arse.  The sensation was so familiar to him; he’d 

been feeling it since he was thirteen.  So was the location.  Sex-

loving Florida boys learn about boats pretty quickly.  But this 

was better than it ever had been for him as a kid.  He had never 

been more expert, for one thing, and Carla took him like a pro. 

“You’re so good at this,” he said to her, marveling at how 

wonderful it was. 

She smiled lazily, and he felt one of her feet brushing his 

pumping butt.  “That’s because we fit each other so well.”  He 

stiffened at her words, sighing.  Then his lips dropped to hers. 

A toe found its way into their mouths as they kissed, 

followed by the rest of Krit’s foot.  He watched his girlfriend and 

her lover devour it.  Combined with the head Brodie was giving 

him, he felt as if he were receiving two blowjobs at once. 

Beneath them, the vibrations of the engine stilled.  

Philippe left the wheel and came aft, his prick wet and shiny 

from Stefan’s tongue.  He said something to the other boy in 

French, the essence of which seemed to be that Braden and Carla 

had the right idea.  Stefan appeared to agree and disagree 

simultaneously.  He knelt and began licking Mark’s hardon.  

Philippe grabbed Brodie’s foot since his cock was already taken, 

swiping his tongue ardently up the sole. 

“Fuck,” Brodie groaned.  He released Krit for a moment.  

“Geez, kid, where’d you learn to do that?” 

“He seems to like it,” Philippe said, nodding at Krit.  His 

accent was incredibly sexy.  And his lips found every single 

tender spot on Brodie’s foot.  Slender and flexible, his tongue 

probed the gap between Brodie’s big and long toes, which was 

wide from a lifetime of wearing flip-flops.  The Army boy 
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couldn’t stop squirming with the arousal flooding his body.  He 

thrust his other foot down to rub Mark’s hardon, and Stefan 

began servicing them both without hesitation. 

Eventually Mark pulled off Brodie.  “Hey, Krit?” 

“Yeah?”  The lawyer’s head was thrown back and his 

breathing erratic. 

“You know how the flyboys can all fuck Avalon at the 

same time?” 

“Sure.” 

“Well, since Braden’s already got your girlfriend a third 

of the way there, why don’t you and I finish it off?” 

Krit considered this.  “Good idea.  I haven’t been inside 

your sister since this morning, and I miss her.” 

“Hey!” Brodie protested, as they moved away.  The 

teenagers jumped on him, competing to kiss his cock before 

Stefan swallowed it to the base and Philippe took both of his 

balls in his mouth.  Brodie moaned almost continuously.  They 

lost track of the number of times he said “fuck.” 

Braden rolled onto his back and thrust Carla up with his 

hips.  Krit knelt across him, penetrating her cunt, and Mark 

offered his cock to both of them.  For whatever reason, Micah 

hadn’t relieved him earlier in the day, and the double blowjob 

made him explode.  His cum splattered both their chests, leaked 

onto Krit’s pistoning shaft, got fucked into Carla, and dripped 

onto Braden, who was so excited by it that he climaxed, too. 

By now the boys were back to kissing across Brodie’s 

prick again.  It was perfectly sized for their junior lips.  The 

soldier could do nothing.  He had his hands clasped behind his 

head and was staring in awe at their technique.  When he came, 

his seed fountained across his torso from a shaft that had never 

once in his life felt harder. 

The boat’s radio crackled to life.  Mark was the only one 

standing, so he took the call.  “Yes?” 
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“Who came all over one of the planes and didn’t clean it 

up?” Kaitlin’s voice demanded. 

“That would be Braden.” 

“Tell him I’m going to spank that cute little butt of his 

next time I see him.” 

“It wasn’t his fault.  His passenger made him do it.” 

“One of them should still have had the grace to lick it 

up,” Kaitlin fumed.  She put the radio back and wiped the seat 

off with leather cleaner. 

“Maybe they did.  Braden cums a lot.”  Avalon had come 

up quietly behind her while she was talking. 

“Shit!  Where’d you come from?” 

“I’m done for the day and thought we might go flying for 

an hour.  If you’re not too busy.” 

“I’m never too busy for you,” Kaitlin winked.  She sat 

back on the Lancair’s wing, bare legs dangling, and took in the 

sight of Avalon’s slender beauty. 

“Now that’s a do-me position if I ever saw one,” Avalon 

said.  Kaitlin’s pussy was at the perfect height for convenient 

attention.  She spread the younger girl’s folds gently with two 

fingers.  “You don’t look like you’ve been fucked yet today.  I 

thought that was your goal for this year?” 

“The day’s not over yet.  And Carla was so horny this 

morning that it would have been cruel to deny her.” 

“I have a favor I want to ask you.” 

“Anything you like.”  Kaitlin put her heels up on 

Avalon’s shoulders to give her better access. 

“Expanding our project to Sedona is going to mean a lot 

more work and travel for me.  My boyfriends still have a couple 

of months to go in the Air Force, and they’re getting lonely.  

Your schedule is going to be free in the near future.  How would 

you like to go down there for a couple of weeks to keep them 

company?” 
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“You’re asking me to move in with your boyfriends?” 

Kaitlin said, beginning to smile. 

Avalon blew gently across her swelling folds.  “I talked 

to them and they’re all very excited at the thought of you as 

substitute girlfriend.  And each of them has promised to go on at 

least one separate date with you.  Matt will probably take you 

hiking.  Bobby’s liable to do dinner and a show.  Robin will 

probably take you to the Pima Air Museum.”  She giggled. 

“I love that place, so I’m totally on board with that plan.  

And this is doing you a favor?” 

“A good girl makes sure her boyfriends are sexually 

satisfied.  It’s tough, being young, virile, and in the Air Force.  

You’re surrounded by thousands of other hot, fit, hormonal kids, 

but hooking up with any of them is tricky because of all the rules 

about fraternization.  They need someone to come home to who 

is always ready to go.” 

“Have you fucked at Pima yet?” 

“Oh, yeah.  It’s easy on a slow day, with that many big 

planes.  I’m surprised I never showed you the pics.”  She started 

to lick Kaitlin.  “We even did it completely naked half a dozen 

times.  Robin can get out of cargo shorts and a T-shirt faster than 

anyone I know.” 

“There’s always something about the feel of corrugated 

metal on my skin that makes me horny,” Kaitlin whispered.  She 

closed her eyes and lay back.  Avalon was nibbling on her folds.  

Kaitlin had always had a preference for fast, hard sex, and the 

slow edging would have driven her out of her mind with 

impatience if the sunlight hadn’t relaxed her so much.  Even so, 

she cried out as more and more of Avalon’s tongue found its 

way inside her.  She was as noisy during sex as the taller girl was 

quiet and calm.  Avalon smiled to herself, thinking of the noise 

this girl was going to make with three pilots tag-teaming her. 

Her lips embraced Kaitlin’s clit, hard and hot and moist.  

Immediately, Kaitlin started shivering.  She would cum until 
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exhaustion from a clitoral blowjob.  She would also scream until 

she ran out of air, which she also did.  Her fists and heels 

pummeled the wing until Avalon began to fear for the safety of 

the fiberglass and relented. 

“I take it back,” Kaitlin rasped, when she could speak 

again.  “I need you to do me a favor if you want me to go to 

Tucson.” 

“What did you have in mind?” Avalon said, stroking her 

lover’s thighs. 

“I want to borrow you for a week sometime.  Burning 

Man or Folsom.” 

“You want a date with me, too,” Avalon smirked. 

“Yeah.  To walk around naked and holding hands.  And 

make out with each other in front of fucking everyone.  Fuck, I’m 

so glad I’m a girl.” 

“Why right now?” 

“I can walk around naked in public and no matter how 

aroused I get, it’s not going to be visible, at least not to the extent 

that I can get in trouble for it.  Guys don’t have that luxury.” 

“True.”  Avalon kissed her way up Kaitlin’s body, 

circling her nipples with an eager tongue.  She tasted like salt 

and honeysuckle.  “I suppose we could pretend to be lesbian 

lovers for a week.  Actually, that’s hot.” 

“I got the idea from you.  You said your guys go to gay 

events all the time, sometimes as couples or even a throuple.” 

“Yeah,” Avalon sighed.  She pulled herself up onto the 

wing.  “One year at White Party in Miami they were pretty much 

the center of an all-night orgy.  I will never forgive that fuckwad 

twink who was filming for losing part of the video.”  Lifting a 

leg over one of Kaitlin’s, she pressed her pussy to the younger 

girl’s. 

“Oh, yeah, fuck me,” Kaitlin hissed.  Her hands sought 

out Avalon’s butt to draw her closer.  The curve of the wing gave 

Avalon excellent leverage for tribbing her playmate, and her 
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juices dripped down into Kaitlin when she came.  It was a 

wonderfully sensuous fuck, with all the pleasure of the position 

combined with a sort of stimulation that required no 

penetration.  At some point Kaitlin started screaming again 

every time Avalon brushed her clit.  Eventually Avalon lost 

patience with her and ground both of their hard little buttons 

together until Kaitlin actually passed out.  She rolled over onto 

the wing, exhausted. 

“I may not be able to wait till Folsom,” Kaitlin said, 

coming back to life at last. 

“Fortunately we don’t have to.”  Avalon, too, was 

succumbing to the warmth of the sun.  “Weren’t we supposed to 

go flying or something?” 

“I think I did.  You, however…”  Avalon heard the snap 

of velcro being unfastened and opened her eyes.  The other girl 

had produced an emergency tool kit from beneath the seat of the 

plane and extracted a wrench. 

“Oh, no.” 

“Oh, yes,” Kaitlin said devilishly, and began to ease the 

handle of the wrench inside her friend.  Avalon’s whole body 

went rigid at the initial touch of the metal.  It was a lance of ice 

being plunged into her.  Not a lance of fire, the benison of saints, 

but a lance of ice—the blessing of the machine world?  She found 

herself struggling for breath by the time Kaitlin had buried the 

handle all the way inside her.  The coolness ebbed away and it 

grew warm, then hot as it soaked up the heat of her cunt.  The 

wrench’s shape, together with the deeply etched lettering and 

the hole in the end of the handle, gave her a fuck like nothing 

she’d ever experienced. 

“Like it?” Kaitlin whispered, kissing her.  “I discovered 

how good this felt in junior high, when I was looking 

everywhere for dick substitutes.”  She touched Avalon with her 

free hand, and the taller girl squirted all over the wing twice in a 

row. 
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“Get in the plane,” Avalon said, pulling herself upright. 

“What if I want left seat?” 

“Then we switch.” 

“That could get interesting,” Kaitlin reflected.  “Like an 

ultra-sexy game of airborne Twister.”  She opened the hatch and 

crawled into the cockpit, wiggling her little plug and its crystal 

base at Avalon. 

“Victoria’s style is catching on, I see,” Avalon said, 

stroking the girl’s arse. 

“Does a butt plug count as clothing?” 

“Good question.  On the whole, I’d say it’s jewelry, like a 

cockring.  Especially when it’s sparkly, like that one.” 

“That makes me feel better.  I haven’t worn anything for 

over a week.  I wouldn’t want the plug to break my stride.” 

“The engine vibrations are going to make you feel it a lot 

more.” 

“But not as much as if I was double-stuffed,” Kaitlin said, 

licking her lips.  Avalon swung the hatch closed.  Immediately, 

Kaitlin bent over her lap and started eating her out. 

“You want me to take off with you doing that?” 

“Yes, please.”  Kaitlin’s voice was muffled.  Avalon 

spread her legs widely, giving the other girl the room she 

needed.  Her fingers flicked across the switches, and the plane 

came to life, three hundred and fifty horsepower throbbing in its 

nose.  They roared down the runway.  The acceleration of takeoff 

pushed Kaitlin’s tongue deep into her pussy.  It gave an extra 

touch of excitement to the little thrill she always felt when she 

left the ground. 

She banked the Lancair and swept into a series of 

aerobatic turns.  When she felt her orgasm approaching, she 

twisted the joystick.  The plane turned over.  She came into 

Kaitlin’s mouth while they were upside down. 

“Wow!” Kaitlin said, her face moist.  “I’ve never done 

that before!” 
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“Do it again,” Avalon said unsteadily.  Inverted climaxes 

always hit her hardest, from the combination of the pressure 

changes and perversity involved.  Kaitlin obliged, this time 

adding a couple of fingers while she ate Avalon’s clit.  Cum flew 

everywhere, onto the seat and all over her legs.  Part of Avalon’s 

brain noted that she could see Quartzsite in the distance. 

“My turn.”  Kaitlin sat up and took the controls.  Her 

shrieks filled the cockpit.  Avalon was not teasing her anymore, 

but sucking her with the sole objective of making her cum.  She 

wanted to squirm, to express her tremendous arousal in some 

physical way—it was why she always preferred to be on top 

during sex—and the constraints of the cockpit wouldn’t let her.  

Avalon smiled into her pussy and kept licking. 

Then she heard Kaitlin click the transmit button down. 

“Cibola traffic, I’m getting finger-banged by the hottest 

flygirl ever up here and it’s fucking amazing!  Who-hoo!  Oh, 

fuck!  Oh, oh, oh…”  She came again, yelling gibberish into the 

microphone until her spasms died down.  Alarmed, Avalon 

looked up at the screens, relaxing when she saw that Kaitlin had 

switched to a frequency that likely had no listeners. 

“You a radio exhibitionist now?” 

“Now and fucking always.  When I was doing my night 

cross-countries at school, I’d go on unused channels and 

describe to the whole world how I was stripping my clothes off, 

fingering myself, what toys I was using, who I’d fucked that day 

and whose cum was leaking out of my slit into the plane…” 

“Stop,” Avalon said, laughing.  “I can guarantee you’re 

going to get fucked in the air by every one of my boyfriends.” 

“That’s my kind of kinky.” 

“What about this?” Avalon had not forgotten the wrench 

and sank it steadily into the other girl’s pussy while wrapping 

her lips around her clit again at the same time.  Kaitlin went 

absolutely off the handle and threw the plane into a series of 

eccentric evolutions that sent it streaking over a large horse 
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trailer slowly navigating its way down one of the roads beneath 

them, prompting a furious blast on the horn from the driver of 

the truck towing the trailer. 

Twenty minutes later, the truck pulled over in Cibola.  

Amanda climbed out of the cab.  “I got buzzed by a plane on the 

way down here.  Was it one of ours?” 

“Probably Kaitlin,” Jeff said.  “She flies wild when she’s 

having sex.” 

“How do you know she was having sex?” 

“Avalon was fucking her brains out on top of that plane 

earlier,” Micah said.  “Connect the dots.” 

“Or the genitals?” 

“That goes without saying.”  Amanda pulled both boys 

in for a triple kiss.  “Where’s my brother?” 

“Off interviewing someone we’re going to try to plant in 

the sheriff’s office, so that we don’t get arrested for making out 

with you like this.” 

“I can’t help it that your hot little pricks get hard when 

you kiss me.” 

“You are the only one who has ever called me little,” 

Micah said, laughing.  He gummed the lobe of her ear.  “We’ve 

missed you.” 

“I used to have you inside me every day,” she pouted.  

“Fortunately, your mom has been doing a good job of filling that 

gap.” 

“This gap?”  He ran a finger over her slit. 

“Yes, that one.  And others.” 

“You’re going to be echoing the complaint of the 

Empress Theodora soon, if we don’t satiate you,” Jeff said. 

“Micah’s told me what she used to complain about, but 

I’ve forgotten.  Remind me.” 

“That God had only given her three orifices for 

pleasure.” 
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“She must have been pretty uncreative for a professional 

whore,” Amanda commented disparagingly.  “Any normal girl 

has four.” 

“Yes, I think there was even a Tumblr blog devoted to 

that idea at one point.  Called, appropriately, ‘The Fourth Hole.’” 

“The story may be apocryphal,” Micah put in. 

“Procopius recorded it in the True History.” 

“Procopius also recorded that Justinian’s head used to 

leave his shoulders and wander around the palace on its own.” 

“It is inherently more probable that a woman with a high 

libido would have complained about a lack of sex than that 

Justinian would do something physically impossible for most 

people.” 

“For most?” Amanda asked, raising an eyebrow.  Jeff 

shrugged. 

“Humans are not bodies.  We merely have bodies.  Given 

a strong enough will, we can manipulate our bodies as we 

choose.” 

“Speculative.”  Amanda stretched herself.  “I’m happy in 

this highly capable and libidinous body, thanks very much.” 

“We do thank you,” Jeff agreed, kissing his way down 

the side of her torso to her hip for some reason. 

“I can feel it.  Now stop before I make you fuck me right 

here.” 

“What’s wrong with that?”  Micah was busy licking her 

shoulder.  “You used to love it when one of us would randomly 

throw you down and make love to you.  And you did it to us 

every bit as often.” 

“Well, yeah, but—” 

“One time,” Micah mused, blending his reminiscences 

with his foreplay, “you staked me out in the middle of the arena 

and actually whipped my cock with a riding crop.” 

“And you never even softened!” Amanda pointed out. 
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“I was sixteen and my beautiful cousin was playing with 

my dick!  What did you expect would happen?” 

“That you’d be incredibly turned on and frustrated at the 

same time, and therefore in great need later on.  Which you 

were.  The way I want both of you boys now.” 

“Tease,” Jeff said. 

“You wouldn’t have me any other way, would you?” 

“Not in a million years.  When exactly do we get to have 

you?” 

“After we get the horses unloaded,” Amanda said, 

extricating herself from between them.  “Come on, you’re 

making me impatient.” 

The horses in question consisted of two chestnut 

geldings, Billy and Fritz, a flea-bitten gray called Smokey—

which Amanda insisted was the name he had come with—and 

Pescadero, the great bay vaulting horse, thick-barreled and 

broad-backed. 

“Why did you bring him down?” Micah asked.  “He’s 

not much use for trail rides.  Are you going to give vaulting 

demonstrations to our guests?”  The stables, pens, and arena 

adjoined a cluster of cabins being erected around a common 

area, the beginnings of the first Cibolan resort. 

“I was thinking demonstrations of sex on horseback,” 

Amanda grinned. 

“Of course,” Jeff said, snapping his fingers.  “That’s why 

you wanted us to wait!” 

“I didn’t think there would be any harm in a trial run,” 

Amanda said coyly.  “You boys both have experience on 

horseback.  Well, Micah does, I know.  Jeff?” 

“Since I was fifteen.” 

“Your brother?” 

“My jumping instructor’s daughter, actually.”  He 

sighed.  “I had the hots for that girl like you wouldn’t believe.  

She was always walking around in a string bikini top and daisy 
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dukes during the summer.  The first time we went on a trail ride 

by ourselves, she dared me to go naked and bareback.  On the 

horse, not on her.  That came the second time.  And then the 

third time we started doing it while riding.” 

“Was she good?” 

“Amazing, at least from the standpoint of a horny 

teenage boy.  But she couldn’t do the vaulting moves like you.” 

“Now I’m curious to see you in action.”  Amanda led 

Pescadero into the main arena, the boys following her.  She 

clipped a lunge line to his halter and picked up a whip.  The 

horse moved effortlessly into a trot, accustomed to the exercise 

and enjoying the chance to stretch his limbs after being cooped 

up in a trailer for hours.  In spite of his bulk, the slight girl on the 

end of the line had perfect control over him.  She turned him this 

way and that, switching between a trot and a canter to get him 

loosened up.  Finally she drew him back into the center of the 

circle. 

“All right, guys, you’re on!” she called.  Micah raced 

across the arena and leapt onto Pescadero’s back, doing a 

handstand without the aid of a vaulting rig and holding it for a 

few moments before swinging himself down and straddling the 

horse normally. 

“That I can’t do,” Jeff said, letting the younger boy give 

him a hand up.  He faced backwards on Pescadero, cock to cock 

with Micah. 

“Wow.  This is hot,” Micah said, and gave him a kiss.  

“We should have done this before.” 

“You should have,” Amanda agreed.  “Ready?” 

“Fire away.” 

She moved the horse into a circle again at a sedate walk.  

Jeff and Micah were already locked together, lip to lip, each 

taking it in turn to masturbate both of their erections at once.  

Micah cued Pescadero with his heels, and the horse transitioned 

directly into a canter, smooth and graceful.  Every heave of his 
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hindquarters thrust the boys’ shafts upward, making them fuck 

their hands without any effort at all.  Precum gushed from them 

as the constant movement of the horse’s spine placed relentless 

pressure on their perineums. 

Micah broke the kiss and pushed himself back on the 

horse, stretching his legs forward and outward and supporting 

himself with his hands.  His hardon bounced up and down 

against his abs.  Gripping with his knees, Jeff leaned towards it.  

He managed to snare the tip in his mouth.  Pescadero’s motion 

did the rest.  Involuntarily, Micah was fucking his mouth and 

fucking it hard.  Jeff’s own prick was caught between his body 

and the horse, being jerked off by the two surfaces. 

“Too…beautiful…” Amanada heard Micah gasp as they 

went by.  Jeff was sucking him so hard that his balls were pulled 

up tight on either side of his shaft. 

“Take a break!” she called.  Jeff responded immediately, 

spit and precum dripping down his chin.  Micah grabbed him by 

the scruff of the neck and licked him clean while the horse 

slowed. 

“You’re making me jealous,” Amanda said.  “My turn!” 

“I have to go last?” her cousin protested. 

“You and I have practiced more, and shows are 

supposed to build to a climax.” 

“We need an audience for a climax,” Micah said. 

“We have one.”  Jeff nodded at the fence.  The guys and 

girls who had been working on the nearby cabins had 

abandoned hammers and saws to watch the impromptu 

performance.  Most of them were openly touching each other. 

“Oh, well in that case…” Micah jumped down and 

Amanda took his place. 

“You taste like mint,” Jeff said, playing with her tongue 

as Pescadero began to move. 

“It’s from those Altoids you’re always eating.”  She blew 

a stream of cold air across one of his nipples. 
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“How thoughtful of you.”  His fingers parted her folds.  

“I have never appreciated your tomboyishness so much as when 

you are on horseback.” 

“I never feel so sexual anywhere else,” she murmured in 

his ear.  “Riding naked has always been one of my greatest 

fantasies—and one of my favorite realities.  The movement turns 

me on.  The heat of the horse between my legs turns me on.  His 

power turns me on—and the contrast between my fragility and 

his strength.” 

“I know how you feel.  Now imagine being a teenage boy 

with your big dick trapped in a tight pair of Wranglers, and 

every stride the horse takes squeezes your package.” 

For an answer, she kicked Pescadero into a canter and 

clasped her hands behind her head.  Jeff’s hands explored her 

body freely.  Her nipples seemed to become especially sensitive, 

and he worshiped them until they stood out hard and 

prominent.  Then he thumbed them.  She whimpered.  His prick 

was sliding in the groove of her abs, lubed by his precum, and 

growing harder every second. 

“Don’t you dare waste it,” she panted.  She pulled back 

and grabbed him.  Jeff yelped for a second when she thrust him 

inside her.  The angle was odd, but it quickly corrected itself. 

He didn’t fuck her.  He didn’t need to.  Each step the 

horse took shoved her forward onto him.  It was really a very 

effortless way to have sex, he reflected, as long as you had 

someone to hold the horse.  He was reminded of the encounter 

of Yasmin Howcomely with Alfonso of Spain and the clockwork 

couch.  The thought made him smile as he kissed Amanda.  

Loving another equestrian was one of his favorite experiences. 

“I adore your strength and skill,” he whispered, and 

came inside her, shaking from the totality of his arousal. 

Micah slowed the horse and stopped him.  “You guys do 

that well.  How about a threesome?” 
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“Maybe with more practice,” Jeff said, slipping off the 

bay.  “I haven’t done this in a few years.  Braden’s more a boat 

boy than a horse boy.” 

“That’s why you have us,” Micah said, and vaulted onto 

Pescadero, behind Amanda.  “To help fulfill all your needs, not 

just some.” 

“You’re both very fulfilling,” Jeff said.  He ran his hands 

over Micah’s calf and foot, massaging the younger man’s 

muscular sole with his thumb and wiping the last drops of his 

cum onto it. 

“That’s a good position for you,” Amanda said critically.  

“Did you do this with your teenage riding partner?” 

“Oh, yeah.  Her kink was more having sex in nothing but 

tall boots, though.” 

“Wow.  That’s sexy.  Micah looks wonderful in tall 

boots.” 

Jeff looked up at him impishly.  “I know.  I’ve seen those 

modeling pictures.” 

“We should make a video like that,” Amanda suggested, 

breathing quickly.  “And I would finish it by jerking both of you 

off over each other’s boots.” 

“Fuck.  You’re making me hard again,” Jeff said. 

Micah chuckled.  “Let’s not tempt you too much.”  Jeff 

swung Pescadero out into the circle once more. 

Immediately, Micah kicked him into a canter.  He 

grabbed Amanda’s hips and lifted her until she was standing, 

her arms thrust straight out, an expression of pure joy on her 

face.  Her bare feet gripped the horse’s back.  Micah licked Jeff’s 

cum out of her and swallowed it, then ate her until she came. 

He spun her around, and she did a handstand on the 

horse’s back, legs out in a full split.  Again his tongue probed her 

and his lips intertwined with hers.  Amanda cried out.  With a 

lifetime of anticipating her needs behind him, Micah made her 

squirt until her juices were tricking down to her chin, shining 
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between her breasts.  Only when she was exhausted did he spin 

her again and seat her on his cock. 

There were no more fancy moves.  She clung to him, and 

Jeff snapped the whip, and Pescadero picked up the pace.  Micah 

was bigger than Jeff; at times, the flare of his pricktip seemed 

almost too wide within her.  The pressure of her clit against his 

body brought on another climax for her, and suddenly he sucked 

the breath out of her lungs, his load bursting into her and 

accumulating there, held in place by his excitement.  When he 

softened, it gushed out, smearing her thighs and Pescadero’s 

back. 

Jeff slowed the horse to a walk, letting both him and his 

riders relax.  Amanda was trying to get her breath back.  She and 

Micah both looked unusually flushed. 

“That was magnificent,” Jeff said.  A small round of 

applause came from the audience, some of whom were now 

fucking each other—but all positioned so they could watch the 

show.  Micah grinned and waved an aristocratic hand at them as 

the horse circled. 

“Think we could sell tickets to that?” 

“I think you could sell out our opening weekend with 

that,” came a voice from the fence.  Jess was standing there, 

watching them in awe.  One of the builders, a handsome, 

middle-aged man, had his fingers buried in her from behind. 

“Not a bad idea,” Micah said.  “Amanda?” 

She looked up at him accusingly.  “You haven’t practiced 

in months and you did that better than ever.” 

“Does that mean you want to?” 

“Have sex with you, on horseback, in front of an 

audience?”  She seized his hands.  “When have you ever 

hesitated to take me at any time, in any position, in any of my 

four holes that you want?”  She kissed him.  “But I like that 

suggestion best of all.” 
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“So brazen, my cousin.”  Micah shuddered as he 

withdrew his prick from her. 

“Let’s get Pascadero put away and you two cleaned up,” 

Jeff said. He was ignoring his horizontal erection, but two 

muscular girls wearing tool belts were not.  They tried to waylay 

him in the shower, and Micah only pulled him away on the plea 

that Mark had something special planned for that evening. 

“What is he planning, anyway?” Jeff wanted to know as 

they walked back to the house. 

“Haven’t the faintest idea.  He hinted that we should 

keep the fucking down this morning.” 

“A hint you didn’t take,” Amanda noted.  She was 

between the boys, holding both of their half-inflated boners. 

“You’re irresistible when you’re naked on horseback.  

Mark knows it.  And yet he told us to come out and meet you.  

So he must have known what was going to happen.  Besides, Jeff 

and I only came once apiece.” 

“Yes, I imagine I could probably get three or four more 

loads out of each of you by the end of the day.” 

“If you worked at it.” 

“If I worked at it, yes.” 

The pool area was crowded when they got there.  

Kristian and Therese had arrived, as well as Nick and Katya.  

Mark waved them over to him.  “Guys, this is Brodie.  He’s 

going to be our new man in the sheriff’s office, starting in a 

couple of months.  Brodie, this is Micah, my boyfriend; Jeff, my 

strategist; and Amanda, my sister.” 

The naked soldier was staring at the three of them in 

undisguised arousal.  “Fuck.  Everyone he introduces me to is 

hotter than the last one.” 

“I take it that means I’m the hottest,” Amanda preened. 

“Don’t get above yourself,” Micah chided.  He inspected 

Brodie.  “You’re cute.” 

“You’re a stud, and I want to suck your dick.” 
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“Later,” Mark said, pulling Brodie back. 

“It smells strange,” Amanda said, wrinkling her nose.  

“Or rather, it doesn’t smell the way it usually does.  You haven’t 

been smoking at all?” 

“I locked everything up earlier today.” 

“Spill,” Micah prodded his boyfriend. 

“In a few.  Help me move the lounges together.” 

“What, all of them?” 

“All of them.” 

“I thought you didn’t want anyone trampolining into the 

pool.” 

“This is not trampolining,” Mark said with exemplary 

patience.  “It in no way involves trampolining.  Now move that 

cute butt of yours.” 

The lounges were lightweight in spite of their sturdiness, 

and shifting them was a matter of a couple of minutes.  Placed 

together, they formed an immense bed. 

“Orgy,” Jeff commented knowingly.  Mark flicked him 

with a towel, and at the same time Jess came running around the 

side of the house, panting. 

“Am I late?” 

“Just in time.  Go get cleaned up.” 

“I’ll help her!” Carla volunteered, and darted away to the 

shower before her brother could stop her. 

“All right,” Mark said once they came back.  “Everyone 

onto the lounges.  Form a circle.” 

There were fifteen of them in all, sitting or kneeling on 

the soft cushions.  Mark vanished into the offices for a moment 

and returned carrying a small cedar box.  He took his place in 

the circle and looked around him. 

“You are my friends, my family, and my lovers.  Each of 

you has given your body to me, and I have given mine to each of 

you.  We exist for the pleasure of one another.  To experience joy 

and to share it.  Today, I would like to give you all an 
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exceptional joy, one which some of you have never felt before.  I 

hope it will make our relationship deeper and more intimate 

still.” 

He opened the box and displayed its contents. 

“Psilocybe,” Jeff said at once. 

“Magic mushrooms?” Brodie chuckled.  “Bring it on!” 

“Unfortunately, it was my intention to ask Brodie to be 

our safety boy for this evening.  That’s why he’s drinking Jeff’s 

cordial.” 

“Awww, come on,” Brodie protested.  “Those won’t 

show up on a drug test.” 

“Not usually, no, but it’s unwise to take the risk when 

you’ve only got a few months to wait.” 

“Fine.”  He waggled his prick at the others and raised his 

glass.  “This stuff is great, anyway.  I’ve never been harder in my 

life.” 

“You should market it,” Nick said to Jeff.  The latter 

shook his head. 

“If I tried to sell it, I’d simply draw attention to the 

contents and they’d all be banned in no time.  When Salvia 

divinorum started becoming popular, the southern states went on 

a spree of adding it to their drug laws.  The state must control all 

avenues through which pleasure may be derived.” 

“Who here has done mushrooms before?” Mark asked.  

He and Micah put up their hands, as did Carla and Amanda.  So 

did Jeff, Avalon, Jess, Kristian, and Therese.  “Good, not too 

many newbies, then.  Are the rest of you up for it?” 

“Sure,” Nick said.  “I’ve wanted to for years but never 

got around to doing it properly.” 

“Can’t they backfire?” Braden said.  He looked a little 

worried, and Jeff cuddled him protectively. 

“You don’t have to try them if you don’t want to, 

sweetheart.  All of us find you wonderfully attractive, 

mushrooms or not.” 
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“They can backfire,” Nick said, nodding.  “So can 

anything, though.  Some people get paranoid from cannabis and 

some never feel anything like that.  For others, it depends on the 

strain.  This is actually the ideal environment for experimenting 

with psychedelics.  It’s comfortable, relaxed, and familiar.  We’re 

surrounded by people we trust, some of whom are experienced 

and will be looking out for the rest.  We’re going to be making 

love, which will prevent us from becoming morbid or fearful 

and reduce the risk of a bad trip.  Mushrooms, too, are gentler 

and less intense than LSD or peyote.” 

“Which is why I decided on mushrooms rather than 

peyote, which is more regionally appropriate,” Mark said.  “As 

for jimsonweed…well, we don’t have a spare week to spend 

having nonstop sex, so that will have to wait for a different 

occasion.  Small doses also have fewer ambiguous effects than 

large ones.” 

“What exactly do these mushrooms do?” Katya inquired 

with interest. 

“Lots of things, but chiefly they increase physical 

sensation, empathy, and awareness.” 

“Some scientists believe that consumption of psychedelic 

mushrooms was responsible for triggering evolutionary changes 

in the human brain leading to increased intelligence during the 

Upper Paleolithic,” Micah added.  “Psilocybin creates new 

neural connections in the brain.” 

“Any other questions?” 

“They’re best experienced,” Jess said dreamily.  “There 

was this one time in a club when a girl gave me some and I spent 

the rest of the night making out with her.” 

“I remember that,” Ethan said.  “You two were so into 

each other that I went gay for the evening.” 

“Let me rephrase: is there anyone who doesn’t want 

some?” Mark asked.  No one answered. 
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He went around the circle, placing two or three of the 

caps, depending on their size, on each participant’s tongue.  

Their taste was musty and bitter, and he handed out mints to 

cover up the flavor. 

“They will take about half an hour to start working, and 

should last about four hours, but that’s variable.  The mints 

should also help if the mushrooms make your stomach feel a bit 

queasy.” 

“There’s no reason we can’t get started,” Jess said, 

wrapping her hand around Brodie’s shaft.  “Thank you for being 

our safety boy.” 

“You’re not going to need me for that,” Brodie grinned.  

He lay down and pulled her on top of him.  “I’m going to need 

you for my peace of mind.” 

Nick smiled at Jeff and Braden.  “I haven’t had both of 

you at once yet for some reason.” Braden was on him in an 

instant.  Jeff followed more sedately. 

With fifteen naked bodies all in close proximity, the 

initial divisions between them dissolved in no time.  Mouths 

moved from lips to limbs to torsos to cocks to pussies without 

discrimination.  Mark ate the remains of his boyfriend’s load out 

of his sister while Avalon ravished his erection.  Kristian stroked 

steadily into Carla, who was making out with Kaitlin, who was 

getting eaten by Micah, who was getting fondled by Krit, who 

was making out with his dad, which always made them both 

feel unbearably sexy.  Jeff and Nick were scissoring like girls, 

worshiping each other’s feet, in the one case small and petite, in 

the other big and powerful.  Braden had been diverted by Katya, 

and was kissing her clit passionately.  She, for her part, was 

ignoring his prick, instead rimming him with an expert touch.  It 

was a weakness of his that she had discovered, and his hole was 

tight and tempting.  The way her probing of his beautiful bubble 

arse made him whimper into her pussy brought her to one slow, 
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steady climax after another.  She felt as if she was eating out 

herself by proxy, so well did their movements coordinate. 

Braden raised his head.  He stared at his boyfriend.  Jeff’s 

hair had grown long and fell to his shoulders in golden ringlets.  

Golden light fell out of it.  His skin had turned to alabaster and 

Nick’s to darkest ebony.  Somehow, they were both fucking each 

other simultaneously.  It was physically impossible.  It would 

have been impossible for him to see it happening if it had been 

physically possible for them to do it.  And yet he saw it happen. 

“Jeff!” he cried. 

His boyfriend kissed him, and no kiss had ever felt so 

good, soft and lingering. 

“I worship your body with my own,” Jeff whispered.  

“And with my love, I free you to be loved by others, that you 

may experience the fullness of delight that you deserve.” 

“I can’t…you can’t…you can’t be doing that…”  The 

grounded, practical boy was struggling to understand what was 

unfolding in front of him.  Jeff recognized the signs. 

“It’s hitting you, too, then.”  He didn’t know precisely 

what Braden was seeing, but he knew how to counter it.  “Touch 

us.” 

Braden’s fingers explored both their shafts, lying swollen 

on their abs.  At the same time, he was sure they were still 

fucking each other. 

“See?” Jeff said.  He slipped under Braden and began to 

lick Katya in his boyfriend’s place.  The chaise beneath her was 

soaking, and her tiny slit was moist enough to make tonguing 

effortless.  Braden, abandoned, took up Jeff’s former position on 

Nick’s toes. 

The slightly salty, masculine taste of them filled his 

mouth.  All at once he was sure he saw Nick’s water polo team 

congregating by the pool, water dripping off their bodies, and 

their soaking metal-gray speedos clinging to their dicks.  He did 

see them.  He wanted every one of them.  Memories flooded 
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back of those years on his high school diving team, when, as the 

junior boy, he had knelt and offered himself to the older boys.  

Some had fucked him hard; others had made sweet love to him 

until his prick was too used up to soften afterwards.  He felt 

them fuck him—and felt Katya’s delicate tongue moving against 

his hole at the same time.  Two parallel experiences, 

simultaneously lived.  Incompatible and undeniable. 

“I don’t understand…” he whispered. 

“I don’t, either,” Nick said raggedly.  His eyes were 

glazed, and his cock was softening, but he moved to kiss Jeff 

with unchecked hunger.  “But that’s the point.  Surrender.  It’s 

beautiful.  Enjoy it.  Accept the power of how turned on we are.” 

Braden dropped his head and let it wash over him.  He 

felt no pain or horror.  Both his realities were thrilling ones.  It 

was a matter of perspective and adjustment, no more.  His 

tongue could feel every line on Nick’s sole, including a barely 

perceptible scar he had never noticed before, not in all their 

couplings.  This time, he could tell where it was with his eyes 

closed.  Warmth flowed over his body. 

“Give me that,” Brodie said huskily, pulling Braden 

towards him.  He kissed the twink’s cleft almost reverently.  

Katya found herself making out with Braden at the opposite end, 

and then realized Jeff was entering her.  His broad cockhead 

instantly widened her.  Behind him, Nick pulled his head 

around for an over-the-shoulder kiss. 

Both boys were surprised at Katya’s sudden passion.  

They had enjoyed her before, of course, singly, as a couple, and 

with others, but she had always been detached and controlled to 

some degree, much like Mark was when he wasn’t being sexual.  

That was gone.  She was demanding them now, with her legs 

clasped around both Jeff and Nick.  She petted and caressed 

Braden, and when their lips parted for a moment, their eyes 

joined instead. 
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“I love you,” she whispered to him.  He looked at her, 

and knew she spoke the truth, and was unafraid to give her an 

honest answer. 

“I love you.” 

 

“And then I saw a man upon a horse: 

A man of bronze, and in his hand a spear 

Of silver, from whose tip the lightnings poured 

Like silken floss tossed on a springtime breeze, 

Their terror in their evanescent grace— 

I looked again, and saw their form reshaped 

From energy to life itself, but life 

In form both soft and hard, of flesh shot through 

With burning bolts, and shaped in loving curves, 

The net the man o’war casts in the course 

Of every living thing, to all alike 

Indifferent as man himself can be.” 

 

Jeff’s words came out slowly, with varying force, but the beat 

sang in them, and Braden, looking up at his boyfriend, saw the 

rider pass behind him across an infinite desert of pure color: 

Monument Valley reimagined as Chuck Jones could only have 

dreamed of it. 

 

“In this man’s other hand he held himself, 

Himself, the world, and all the human race— 

Within his palm the logos clasped, and light, 

And generation, potent genesis, 

The root of all man was and might still be; 

And passion, too, as burning as the touch 

Of flesh to flesh might be and still endure. 

He rode with joy and moved with wanton grace, 

So that his limbs embraced the universe: 

His pleasure shining wet upon his thigh, 
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His shame a thing that none might ever know, 

For none may know a thing that never was.” 

 

Ethan spoke as he moved within Therese.  He was crouching 

over her, and between each line he thrust into her fully, 

pumping his hips once or twice before withdrawing all the way 

again.  Both of them were dripping from the anticipation and the 

sudden changes.  The effort he was making to entangle his 

tongue with hers while he was inside her prevented him from 

speaking while coupling, as Jeff had managed to do. 

 

“His face was doubled, different each side, 

With each discernable within the whole. 

The lines of one were sharp and fixed and clear, 

Austere, forbidding, dark within the bronze; 

The other was amorphous and unformed, 

A living, flowing shape without a shape 

That sang and laughed and always slipped away, 

To leave a shadow of delight behind. 

And from his spear fell drops of molten flame, 

And from his shaft fell drops of molten pearl, 

Impregnating the earth on either hand. 

Where flame touched earth arose a silver tree 

Unfolding in confused geometries 

Of line and angle stripped of any curve, 

A thing of wonder and of rare design, 

But barren as the subtle flame itself. 

Where pearl touched earth arose a purple bloom 

With emerald beneath its amethyst, 

And heart-of-gold clasped tight around its heart. 

Its perfume spread upon the wind, and bred 

Creation from its touch upon the land. 

And all the gods, they rode within this man.” 
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Mark stopped speaking and looked at his lovers, all 

fused into a single unit and a single desire.  Behind him, Kristian 

held him in his powerful arms.  Before him, Krit was sucking 

him off with an air of total, unhurried enjoyment.  Their bodies 

were breathtaking in the evening light. 

“Where’s your girlfriend?” Mark smiled down at Krit. 

“Underneath me.”  Sure enough, Carla was lying beneath 

him, blowing him while Amanda fingered her, using both 

hands. 

“Can you feel what her sister is doing to her?” 

Krit bobbed on Mark’s shaft in response before uttering a 

couplet of his own: 

 

 “Her slightly parted lips and eager thighs 

 Invite the rampant thrust her glance belies.” 

 

Mark laughed in delight.  “That’s good!  That’s very good!” 

Krit grinned up at him.  “Not so metaphorical, but to the 

point, right?”  He went back to work. 

It was going to be a long time, Mark realized, before the 

lawyer made him cum at this rate.  He was looking forward to 

the wait. 



525 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 19 
 

 

Mark stirred, waking slowly.  Somehow, the sheet had 

become piled over him in the middle of the night.  He sensed a 

body next to him, but he wasn’t sure whose it was.  Exploring, 

his fingers caressed a bulging calf, a toned thigh, a powerful 

bubble butt.  Male, at least.  That was a start. 

He lifted the sheet.  It was Ethan, after all, lying prone 

with his head at the foot of the bed.  Mark smiled.  He passed his 

hand underneath the older boy and pulled his morning hardon 

back between his legs. 

“I’ll get to it,” Ethan mumbled, still half asleep. 

“That’s why you have lovers,” Mark whispered in return.  

He worked the swimmer’s thick cock slowly.  Like him, Ethan 

always dripped more in the morning. 

Someone whisked the sheet off and he blinked against 

the sudden light. 

“So that’s where I left him last night,” Jess said 

reminiscently.  “At least he’s in good hands.” 

“Very good hands,” Ethan sighed. 

Jess ran her tongue over Mark’s morning wood and 

scooped up some of his precum.  “A guy waking up in the 

morning is one of the hottest things a girl can possibly see.  

Unless it’s two guys.” 

“I could use some attention, too,” Ethan pointed out. 

“Then come and get it.”  She kissed him and was gone. 
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“She wants to make us get up?” Ethan said indignantly.  

“Oh, all right.”  He hoisted himself into a sitting position and 

turned around.  “Hi.” 

“Hi.”  They kissed for a while. 

“Ethan?” 

“Hmmm?” 

“I love you.” 

“I love you, too.”  Ethan petted his chest.  “It’s nice, 

waking up with you sometimes.” 

“You taste different than Micah.” 

“My parents always said you needed a well-balanced 

diet.” 

“Speaking of which, I want a muffin.” 

“Eat up,” Ethan said, rolling over and arching his butt 

into the air.  Mark chuckled and erotically ran a finger over his 

friend’s hole. 

“Not exactly what I had in mind at the moment, but 

tempting.  Your butt begs to have all sorts of things inserted in 

it.” 

“That sounds particularly appealing today,” Ethan said 

demurely.  “And we do have that new sling under the 

gazebo…” 

“I’ll send out a text and see who wants to stop by and 

play with you.  BYOT.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Bring your own toy.” 

“Fucking hot.” 

“I know.  Now let’s get some more pineapple juice in you 

to sweeten up your cum for later.” 

At the breakfast bar, Jess was spooning fruit into the 

blender while Krit took her casually from behind, flicking 

through his Instagram as he did so to catch up on the night’s 

posts.  Micah lay on the sofa, with Braden cuddling sleepily on 
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top of him.  Jeff was at the kitchen table, typing at least a 

hundred words a minute by the sound of his keys. 

“The modern metrosexual’s porn,” Mark commented.  

He was peeking over Krit’s shoulder. 

The taller boy shrugged.  “Let’s be honest.  The main 

reason you follow someone on social media, if they’re not a 

personal friend or a professional acquaintance, is because you 

want to have sex with them.” 

“I can’t argue with that.  I’d sleep with most of the people 

I follow in a heartbeat.” 

“Electronic flirtation is an even safer form of sex than 

lending a handsome young man your bicycle.  And no risk of 

procreation.” 

“Until they’re inside you,” Jess said, and started the 

blender emphatically. 

“Well, yes, there is that.” 

At the table, Jeff snickered.  “Mark, you’re going to get a 

kick out of this.” 

“Thrill me.” 

“Trevor Hudson is accusing you of sexually assaulting 

him.” 

“Ha!  Hardly.  He hasn’t got the balls for that.  I know, 

I’ve seen them.” 

“We both did,” Micah added, raising his hand. 

“Put your arm down,” Mark chided.  “It makes you look 

like a stripper out of Charlie Wilson’s War.” 

“It is terribly, sadly ironic,” Braden said without opening 

his eyes, “that most strippers, whether male or female, are not 

actually very attractive.” 

Krit held up his phone as if to refute the proposition.  

“Steven Dehler.” 

“Oh, Steven Dehler is a dreamboat.  But an exception to 

the rule in most of the US.” 

Mark looked back at Jeff.  “Wait, are you serious?” 



528 

 

“He gave a press conference not ten minutes ago.” 

For a moment, a stunned silence filled the room.  Then 

Mark burst out laughing.  So did Micah.  Jeff had a vicious smirk 

on his face, and Krit was so energized by the news that he 

started fucking Jess even more deeply.  As for Ethan, he just 

shook his head and accepted a smoothie. 

“Is he a raving lunatic?” 

“Apparently,” Jeff said.  He was enjoying the moment.  

“He spoke of your deeply conflicted sexuality finding release 

only in violence.  He contrasted your attempted seduction of 

him—” 

“Excuse me?” 

“—and the assault that followed with your marriage to a 

woman and with your pretense of maintaining a boyfriend.  Any 

decent psychologist could write a paper on all the meanings 

with which he manages to load the word ‘exhibitionism’ during 

the course of his speech.” 

“It’s so very tempting to sue the pants off him for 

defamation,” Krit observed.  “But they’re terribly ugly pants.  

What on earth would we do with them?”  His phone buzzed 

with an email.  “It’s a good thing you made friends with the 

sheriff.” 

“Please don’t tell me they have a warrant already.” 

“Hudson was not entirely stupid,” Jeff said, flipping 

through browser tabs.  “His attorney appears to have filed the 

formal complaint right before the press conference.  So the 

paperwork exists.  It’s not all bluster.” 

“And that message was a courtesy notice from the 

sheriff,” Krit said.  “He’s on his way down here with the district 

attorney.” 

“Who he thinks is an asshole.” 

“And who wants to interview Mark.” 

“He-said, she-said,” Mark said dismissively.  “The 

complaint can’t go ahead for lack of evidence.” 
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“Prosecutorial discretion.  In this case it’s sure to go 

ahead.” 

“So we have to nip it in the bud.” 

“It will take me a matter of two minutes to create a 

throwaway Xvideos account,” Jeff offered. 

“Not just yet,” Mark said.  “That will come later.  We’ll 

let the DA come down here and strut around like a turkey.  Then 

Krit will go talk to Hudson’s lawyer and request that he 

withdraw the complaint by close of business today.” 

“That’s perilously close to blackmail,” Ethan said. 

“‘For there had been times in his exciting career when 

Mr. Fanks had written letters, so much like blackmailing letters, 

that only one expert in the world could detect the difference,’” 

Jeff quoted.  “‘And that expert was Mr. Fanks.’” 

“It’s not blackmail if I offer him no choice between 

alternatives,” Krit said.  “By the time I get to his attorney, the DA 

will already have informed the guy that we have surveillance 

tapes that put his client in the wrong.  I won’t even say anything 

about them.  I’m not there to negotiate; I’m there to deliver a 

written request from Lord Corran, and that’s it.” 

“What about the legality of the recording in Arizona?” 

Ethan asked. 

“Hang on.”  Krit grabbed his phone and scrolled through 

his bookmarks.  “Here we are.  Title 13, Section 3019, paragraph 

C(1).  Security video is legal as long as signs are posted and it’s 

private property.  And Arizona law only requires the consent of 

one party to a conversation to legally record that conversation.  

So the separate audio recording Micah made is legal as well.” 

“And we have signs,” Braden said, finally bothering to 

open his eyes.  “Though not right next to the nudity warning 

signs.  That would be intimidating.” 

“We should have this wrapped up by tomorrow,” Mark 

said.  “What about Hudson’s replacement?  Will there be a 

special election?” 
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“No,” Jeff said, frowning at his screen.  “Arizona is rather 

bizarre in this regard.  No special elections, no gubernatorial 

appointments.  Instead, vacancies in the legislature are filled by 

the board of county supervisors.  The exact process is 

unnecessarily convoluted, but the law does require that the 

replacement be a member of the same political party as the 

outgoing legislator.  Some committee or other comes up with 

three candidates and the board of supervisors selects among 

those.” 

“Call Elizabeth and see if she has any idea who the three 

likely candidates might be.  And how much lobbying we can do 

for a pro-sex, pro-Foundation candidate.  Background checks 

will have to wait until we have some names at least.” 

“I’ll get the video and audio files sorted out,” Braden 

volunteered.  “I’m sure you’ll be needing them shortly.”  He 

smirked at Mark. 

“And Ethan and I have already made plans for the day,” 

Mark said suggestively.  Ethan raised his glass in cheerful 

acknowledgement. 

When District Attorney Sandyman came around the side 

of the house an hour later, the first thing he saw was Ethan in a 

sling.  His erection was perfectly upright, held in position by a 

piece of twine wrapped beneath the glans and tied off to his big 

toes, and maintained by the stimulation of the vibrator Jess was 

using on him.  Braden, too, was kissing the swimmer jock’s 

nipples with sweet abandon. 

“Mr. District Attorney?” Mark said, emerging from a 

conference with Jeff and Krit.  None of them had bothered to put 

on so much as a pouch. 

“This is disgusting,” Sandyman said, ignoring the 

greeting.  “Sheriff, arrest all these people.”  The sheriff, who 

looked very uncomfortable, didn’t budge. 



531 

 

“Doesn’t your office already have enough problems with 

wrongful arrests without creating more?” Krit inquired 

pleasantly. 

“It’s public indecency.” 

“It’s private property,” Mark said with his most devilish 

smile.  “As for indecency, that’s how I would describe coming 

onto a man’s land uninvited, insulting him, threatening him, and 

then hiding from reprisals behind one’s office.” 

“Sheriff!” Sandyman shouted.  Again, the sheriff didn’t 

move. 

“Shall we move on?” Mark said, after a minute had 

passed in sullen silence.  “Why are you here?” 

“Representative Trevor Hudson has filed a sexual assault 

complaint against you.  I’m here to investigate it.” 

“I apologize for wasting your time, but Mr. Hudson is a 

liar.” 

“Do you deny that you had sex with him?” 

“Unlike him, I’m not a liar, so I readily admit that I did.  

In a relatively limited number of positions, if that helps you at 

all.” 

Sandyman sneered.  “Did he consent to these positions?” 

“I would assume that he did, given that he initiated each 

of them.” 

“Did he ever express any verbal consent?” 

“Does grabbing my dick and putting it in his mouth 

constitute verbal consent?” 

“Answer the question.” 

“I did.  Pay attention.” 

“Mr. Hudson stated that you tripped him onto one of 

these beds, started kissing him”—Sandyman visible cringed at 

having to say those words—“and then proceeded to perform 

oral sex on him before sodomizing him.  He reports that you 

held him down and told him that he should get used to it if he 

ever opposed you in politics.” 
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“What a remarkably uncreative fantasy,” Jeff 

commented. 

“I can only say that Mr. Hudson’s imagination is on a par 

with that of the Marquis de Sade, both for its lack of beauty and 

its lack of new material.” 

“Do you deny the charge?” 

“Emphatically.” 

“Can you bring any witnesses to support your version of 

events?” 

“My security cameras.” 

“Your…”  Sandyman’s face flushed a dull cherry. 

“I have cameras covering every angle of this property, 

and maintain a full backup of all the recordings.”  Mark smiled 

sweetly.  “Will there be anything further?” 

“I’ll need to see a copy of this alleged recording.” 

“An alleged copy, no doubt,” Jeff murmured. 

“My attorney will deliver one to your office tomorrow.” 

“Why not today?” 

“First, because I do not keep archived security recordings 

in my home, obviously.  Second, I would like to give Mr. 

Hudson the chance to withdraw his ridiculous accusation before 

he wastes more of either of our time.  Also, I don’t think he’d 

appreciate your being placed in the possession of evidence 

personally humiliating to him if it wasn’t absolutely necessary.” 

Sandyman spluttered his way through several more 

repetitions of his demand for an immediate look at the 

recording.  Mark’s courtesy grew more and more elaborate each 

time he refused.  The district attorney departed in a huff, trailing 

an apologetic sheriff, and Mark sighed in relief. 

“That clears the air.  Now.  What about that letter to 

Hudson’s lawyer?” 

“Got it here,” Krit said, opening the case file.  “Sign, 

please.” 
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Mark slashed a bold “Corran” across the foot of the 

paper, signing as a peer rather than a private individual.  It was 

a perfectly legal and unmistakable reminder to Hudson that 

Mark’s ancestors had ruled their own lands before the Arizona 

Legislature had existed. 

“Who’s his lawyer?” 

“His regular firm recommended a local attorney in 

Parker.  I already made an appointment.  The guy pretended to 

be standoffish, but I know he’s dying to see me.” 

“He probably figures we’ll want to settle at once to avoid 

unfavorable publicity.” 

“That was my impression.” 

“Take the plane and get up there and back as quick as 

possible.  I hope Hudson ignores our request, but even so, it will 

help the appearance of things if we give him as much of a chance 

as possible.” 

“It should only take about an hour,” Krit noted.  

“Anything else?” 

“Nope.  You’re just the messenger, remember.” 

“Got it.  What about a goodbye kiss?” 

The kiss lasted five minutes, and it was a fully erect Krit 

who walked off with his briefcase.  Mark looked after his arse 

longingly. 

“You never stop,” Jeff chuckled. 

“Nor do you.”  The blonde was stretched out on the 

chaise, hands behind his head, with his prick throbbing against 

his abs without a single touch.  Mark stroked it with his big toe. 

“That’s nice,” Jeff murmured, arching his back. 

“You were deliberately baiting Sandyman.” 

“You know I can never resist twitting these legal types.” 

“And yet you give Krit and Ethan a free pass.  Usually.” 

“Krit more so than Ethan.  Ethan can be so very British at 

times and that’s quite frankly begging for it.” 
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“And is Krit perhaps a tiny bit better during coitus than 

Ethan?” 

Jeff gazed up at him through lazy eyelashes.  “Are you 

suggesting that how tolerant I am of lawyers depends on what 

they can do with their lips?” 

“Together with other assorted parts of their anatomy, 

yes.” 

“You would be correct.  Did I ever tell you about the law 

student who bent me over an exercise ball and probed me 

deeply?” 

“Now you have.”  Mark lowered himself over the other 

boy and frotted their cocks together gently.  “Did you see the 

modifications Micah has made to Braden?” 

“Modifications?” Jeff frowned.  “Who said he could 

modify my boyfriend without my permission?” 

“No one said anything about it.  I think he simply 

decided to do it.  Come take a closer look.” 

They walked across to the sling.  Jess had moved on from 

the vibrator to a very fascinating dildo of blown glass with a 

hollow core.  She filled it with a slurry of crushed ice and water, 

then plunged the dildo into the cooler for a minute.  When she 

judged the temperature was right, she dried it off, lubed it, and 

slid the icy glass into her boyfriend.  Ethan couldn’t stop 

moaning. 

“Good idea,” Jeff said.  He kissed his boyfriend across 

Ethan’s toes.  “Hey.” 

“Hey.” 

“You’re so cute when you’re sucking on another boy.  

And I like your new jewelry.” 

Braden’s package was encased in a polished sleeve of 

stainless steel, contoured to fit his cock and balls—but only in a 

flaccid state.  There was no room for him to get the least bit hard.  

He was always a juicy boy, and the chastity device intensified 

that quality in him.  Droplets of precum hung like beads along a 
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sticky strand that curved all the way from the cage to the 

ground.  Jeff stroked the smooth bare skin above the device, and 

Braden whimpered.  His eyes looked terribly pleading. 

“It’s driving me crazy.” 

“How did he get you in this very seductive position?” 

“He handcuffed me while I was distracted,” Braden 

blushed.  “And then he put an ice pack on my dick!” 

“You’ve warmed up now.  You’re so fucking turned on.  I 

love it.”  Jeff grabbed the boy and pulled his body to him, 

rubbing his erection against the steel with delight as their 

tongues danced together. 

“That was a very good idea,” Mark said to Micah.  His 

own fingers were reverently exploring his lover’s cock, which 

was similarly caged in steel.  It sparkled still more brightly 

against Micah’s dark skin than against Braden’s golden tan.  “Do 

you have a couple more of these handy?” 

“Half a dozen,” Micah said with a roguish wink.  “Why?  

Do you want to try wearing two at once?  Like two speedos, for 

the extra tightness?” 

“Very funny.  No, I want Jeff to wear one, too.”  Mark 

grasped Jeff’s wrists and drew him away from his boy. 

“What’s the idea?” Jeff protested. 

“Just making sure you don’t panic,” Mark soothed him. 

“Why would I panic?  FUCK!”  Micah had wrapped a 

bag filled with ice around his shaft. 

“That’s why,” Mark explained unnecessarily.  “You can 

hold me while my turn comes.” 

“He’d better put it on quick, or I’m going to get hard 

again with anticipation.” 

“You like the thought of me being unable to fuck?” Mark 

purred, licking Jeff’s neck. 

“You wouldn’t be unable to fuck if you were totally 

without genitals.  That’s who you are.  Besides, trapping one’s 

cock only intensifies one’s arousal.  It doesn’t diminish it.” 
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“Your big balls are hard to fit, but fortunately I 

anticipated that,” Micah said happily.  He pulled them through 

the cage’s retaining ring and locked the steel in place.  Braden 

stared at his boyfriend in awe. 

“My turn,” Mark said.  “Make me work for it.”  The 

blondes were on him in an instant, worrying his lips with their 

own.  He squirmed as Micah iced his cock, even though he 

wanted it badly.  Two minutes later his erection had vanished as 

completely as theirs had. 

“A day of sexual torment for the boys,” Jess said eagerly.  

She stood up, leaving the dildo wedged inside Ethan. 

“Think of it as an attempt to approach the feminine 

libido,” Micah suggested, petting her.  “Orgasm often interferes 

with a male’s ability to have nonstop sex for hours.  Remove the 

limitation of orgasm, and we are freed to be as endlessly sexual 

as you are naturally.” 

“You’re giving me competition?” Jess exclaimed in mock 

horror. 

“Don’t we always?” Braden said.  He pressed up against 

her from behind, and her hole tingled at the touch of his steel-

tipped prick. 

“That’s another argument in favor of these devices,” Jess 

retorted.  “I’m told you have a naughty habit of fucking girls in 

the arse when they’re distracted by your pretty lips.” 

“How nice of you to say so.”  He kissed her, making her 

fidgit. 

“Just because we’re restrained doesn’t mean we’re 

harmless,” Micah added.  He moved in for the kill, sandwiching 

her between himself and the blonde.  His cage pressed into her 

slit.  “If anything, we’re more potent when our energy is 

channeled.” 

“Oh, fuck,” she cried.  The pressure on her aroused clit 

was better than that from being properly fucked.  She melted 

into their arms. 
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“Since we have some time to enjoy ourselves,” Mark said, 

approaching the bound and suspicious Ethan, “I’m going to do 

just that.”  He pulled a small brush from Jess’s sexual toolkit, 

oiled its bristles, and began to work Ethan’s exposed pricktip. 

He was still using various implements on the lawyer 

when the other lawyer returned. 

“You’re half an hour overdue,” Mark said as Krit came 

up beside him.  “Any problems?” 

Krit shrugged.  “Merely impediments.”  He blinked.  

“You all look amazing in those cages.” 

“Micah has one for you, too.”  Without a second’s pause, 

Krit reached for a bag of ice.  “You’ve probably done this before.  

A lot.” 

“While I was in college, I had a mentor who kept me in 

chastity for weeklong stretches at times,”  Krit sighed in pleasant 

reminiscence.  “Once he prevented me from having penile 

orgasms for an entire month even though he fucked me every 

day and I had sex with dozens of other people during that 

month.  What a stud.  He displayed me in every possible way.  

When I was eighteen, I got to go to Folsom properly for the first 

time.  Know what I was wearing?” 

“Not much.” 

“Steel handcuffs and a cage just like this.  And nothing 

else.” 

“Impressive.”  Mark stared off into the distance.  “It’s 

really incredible how much of a gap there is between you and 

Trevor Hudson.” 

“‘Between me and thee there is a great gulf fixed.’” 

“No bridging?” 

“None.  I handed over the letter and turned to leave.  His 

lawyer protested.  I told him that I had no authority or 

instructions to negotiate with him.  He kept making propositions 

and I kept repeating myself.  Very tiresome.  Then he begged me 

to wait while he called his client.  I agreed, and he got Hudson’s 
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permission to open the letter and read it to him.  Hudson went 

absolutely ballistic.  I could hear him yelling things about 

intimidation and blackmail and disgusting perverts and 

defamation.  That pretty much wrapped up our interview.  His 

attorney had the grace to look embarrassed when I left.”  Krit 

closed the lock on his cage.  “As you predicted, it put his back 

up.  He’s not going to withdraw the accusation now.  Either he 

thinks we’re bluffing, or hopes we’re bluffing.  At worst, he 

anticipates nothing more than that Sandyman will like him less 

after he sees him getting fucked on surveillance footage.  Since 

they’re both anti-sex, though, he can rely on the DA to suppress 

it.  Why is Ethan gagged?” 

“He was exhausting himself with all the groaning he was 

doing.  It’s for his own good.” 

“Ank oo ark,” Ethan croaked through the gag. 

“You’re welcome.  And now we can start the next phase 

of our response.  Hey, Jeff!” Mark shouted across the patio.  “Go 

ahead and send Sandyman those files now.  Tell him we were 

able to retrieve them from storage sooner than expected.” 

“Done,” Jeff said a minute later, walking over with to 

them with a tablet in his hand.  “Now we wait.  A few more 

hours and the end of the storm will be in sight.” 

“Is there a storm?” 

“Oh, you’re getting pummeled on social media.  There’s 

already a group started to get you and the Foundation kicked off 

Facebook for hypocrisy and promoting sexual violence.” 

“Which would no doubt find success if we let this go on 

for a while.” 

“What can you expect of a system created by an 

unimaginative, inhibited little bourgeois with the goal of 

catering to the lowest common denominator?” 

“Zuckerberg is a traitor to the very concept of the 

internet.”  Mark’s expression turned vicious.  “Free exchange of 

information, indeed—within the boundaries permitted by 
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WASP-ish standards of good taste and public decency, and 

provided that such exchange automatically includes the national 

security state.” 

“One wonders how much time he spends thinking about 

the NSA moles in his company, or whether he prefers to remain 

in ignorance.” 

“Of them or their identities?” 

“Either.  Both.” 

“The more important question is whether he’s merely 

turning a blind eye to them or actively colluding with them.  

Remember, he openly wants Facebook to be taken over by the 

government as a solution to his legal and regulatory problems.” 

“And because he’s an insecure middle-class yobbo who 

feels oh-so-tingly at being close to the centers of power.  So who 

knows how many different agencies he’s welcomed to his 

world?” 

“Don’t speculate on it,” Krit said.  “It’s very depressing.”  

He began kissing Ethan’s torso. 

“Why haven’t we met this mentor of yours yet?” Mark 

wanted to know. 

“He’s in Australia right now.  He’ll be back in a few 

months.” 

“And then?” 

Krit chuckled.  “And then I may have to take a vacation.  

Carla is dying to have him inside her after the time we were 

video chatting with him and he made me tie her to a chair and 

watch while he explained to her in graphic detail everything he 

was going to do to us.” 

“It’s quite fun sometimes to be tied down and have to 

watch while someone else reduces your lover to putty,” Jeff said.  

“I expect that’s on the agenda?” 

“Oh, yeah.  He’s got a whole refresher course planned for 

me in extended denial.”  Krit touched himself, or rather failed to 

touch himself because the metal belt was in the way.  “This 
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brings back a lot of very beautiful memories.  One of which I 

don’t think I want to wait to act on.” 

Mark leaned back, appreciating the view.  “What did you 

have in mind?” 

Krit loosened the string linking Ethan’s erection to his 

toes and got rid of it.  “You’ve done a nice job getting him 

primed and ready.”  He went inside and came back a minute 

later with something in his hand.  It turned out to be a latex cock 

sheath.  Ethan’s eyes widened at the sight. 

“Shall I lube him up for you?” Jeff offered. 

“Please.” 

The blonde had a very devilish method of applying oil to 

a needy erection.  He licked a sound and inserted it partially into 

Ethan’s prick, using it to hold the shaft upright while he stroked 

its length with an oiled brush.  After hours of edging, Ethan 

trembled like a frightened horse from that treatment.  Krit held 

his balls firmly, using them to keep his dick upright, and rolled 

the sheath down over both parts of his anatomy. 

“A perfect fit,” Jeff said in admiration.  The latex was so 

thin and tight that the veins on Ethan’s cock bulged under its 

surface.  And yet, in spite of the constant pressure it provided, it 

cut off nearly all external sensation, making orgasm from 

stimulation a much more distant thing. 

“You can cum, sweet boy,” Krit assured him.  “But I’m 

going to make you work for it.  And if you don’t cum…I’m 

going to put you in a cage, too, and leave you like that for a 

while.” 

He ran an oiled hand over the outside of the latex, then 

straddled Ethan and pushed his bubble butt back onto the tip of 

the shining black erection.  “Good thing I ordered a sling strong 

enough to hold multiple playmates.”  He breathed deeply and 

took the older boy inside him in one steady stroke. 

“Now fuck me, Ethan,” Krit ordered.  “You want to cum?  

It’s all on you.  Fuck me.” 
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Ethan had enough leverage to do exactly that.  He 

pounded Krit with an economy of motion that was inspiring to 

watch.  Only his hips moved, and that was enough.  With the 

sheath blocking most of the feelings Krit’s arse would normally 

have been giving him, he had to work much, much harder than 

he normally would have done.  He stayed on what seemed like 

the brink of orgasm indefinitely.  It was there, requiring a few 

more strokes, that was it—and yet it never came.  He was 

sweating all over and filled with intense pleasure; he was furious 

because his longed-for cumshot eluded him. 

“Shall we assume the usual position for locked boys in 

this situation?” Jeff asked, raising an eyebrow at Mark. 

“Why not?” Mark said.  He lay down on the patio and 

began licking one of Krit’s feet, while Jeff silenced Krit’s gasps 

with his own mouth. 

It took almost thirty minutes for Ethan to cum.  Some of 

his load leaked out of his sheath, but the rest was trapped inside, 

tenderizing his overstimulated prick.  He kept spasming long 

after Krit pulled off him, as if the tightness of the latex was 

enough to give him a sort of prolonged, lingering orgasm. 

Krit knelt by his head and removed the gag.  “You are a 

wonderful lover,” he told Ethan, kissing him. 

“Thanks.”  Ethan smiled blearily at him.  “God, you’re 

brilliant with that butt.” 

“You’re making me feel very slutty.  Let’s get you 

cleaned up.”  The three of them unhooked Ethan and helped him 

across to the shower. 

“Where’s my girlfriend?” 

“Toying with my boyfriend’s affections.  Hmmm.”  Mark 

looked across the patio.  “We’ve got company now, too.” 

Micah and Jess were tanning on a float in the pool, 

occasionally petting each other.  Braden, however, had been 

much busier.  He was kneeling on one of the beds, his body 

partly concealed by an elaborate harness that hid his cage 
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completely.  A strapon projected from the front of the harness.  

He was delicately kissing Katya as he teased the entrance to her 

pussy with the hard rubber toy.  Behind him, Avalon, wearing a 

similar harness, was penetrating him and playing with his 

nipples. 

“That is one of the hottest things I have ever seen,” Jeff 

breathed.  He couldn’t look away from the tableau.  Mark saw 

his eyes fill with tears.  “I am so proud of that boy.” 

“He really is the perfect twink,” Mark agreed.  “To see 

him between two girls is a stunning contrast.” 

They dried off and gathered around the threesome.  

None of them made an effort to join in, not even the uncaged 

Ethan.  Watching the show was stimulating enough.  Jeff filled a 

water pipe and passed it around, sharing his new batch of 

Golden Pineapple.  Eventually Ethan got hungry and started 

making sandwiches.  Jeff kept scanning social media for 

comments on Hudson’s accusations, retailing the juicier quotes 

with a dry humor that made them sound funnier than they 

really were.  And Braden and the girls kept playing.  He gave 

himself to them in every position he could think of.  His body 

was covered in their cum and none of his own.  They gave up on 

him only when they were too sore to continue, their desire not 

diminished in the slightest. 

“Five o’clock,” Mark said eventually.  “And no word 

from Hudson.  Well, well, surprise, surprise.  Krit?” 

“Nope,” Krit said, looking at his phone. 

“‘I’m shocked, shocked,’” Jeff quoted with mock gravity.  

He opened up the Toughbook.  “Bye-bye, Hudson.” 

“Are you sure this isn’t a criminal offense?” Ethan said. 

“First, the leak isn’t going to be traceable to us,” Jeff said, 

tapping a few final instructions into his laptop.  “There will be 

no trace of these recordings existing anywhere until hours after I 

sent them to the DA.  That gives us plausible deniability.  It 

could as easily have been a leak from his office as from our 
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servers.  The suspicion of an official leak will be strengthened 

when the first outlets reporting on it will all be conservative 

Republican sources denouncing the sexual behavior of queer 

Democrats.  And if anyone does try to do due diligence on the 

source of the leak, it will all trace back to a bunch of email chains 

with addresses in Russia, Belarus, and the Ukraine.” 

“It will look like an act of political meddling by foreign 

agents,” Braden elaborated.  “The Democrats will be blaming 

Russia for interfering in American politics—again—and the GOP 

will be accusing the Democrats of trying to cover up information 

that the voters have a right to know to protect one of their own 

who’s guilty as sin.  And in the ruckus, no one will think that 

Lord Corran was responsible, as he had already provided the 

video and audio to law enforcement and proved he was in the 

clear.  Not even a revenge motive.” 

“And second,” Krit said, “even in the extremely unlikely 

event the video was traced back to us, Title 13, Section 1425, 

paragraph A(3) requires that it be released ‘with the intent to 

harm, harass, intimidate, threaten or coerce the depicted person’ 

in order for it to count as a felony.  I could walk into court 

without any preparation at all and make a perfectly good 

argument that, given the tremendous damage Hudson has done 

to Lord Corran through a provably false accusation, Lord Corran 

had no choice but to release the recordings in order to publicly 

demonstrate his innocence.  Self-defense is quite distinct from 

harm, harassment, and so on.  Plus, you can always make a self-

defense argument to an Arizona jury.” 

“Then why did Lord Corran release the video in such a 

roundabout way, and one calculated to stir up political conflict, 

if he is merely an honest man engaged in defending himself?” 

Ethan shot back. 

Krit snorted.  “Because the mainstream Democratic 

establishment is neoconservative and totally opposed to Lord 

Corran’s goals.  They could be relied upon to attempt to 
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suppress it through legal action if it was offered to major media 

outlets.  Giving it to the Republican press was the only way to 

ensure quick dissemination and provide Lord Corran with the 

timely defense he required.  Besides, as he is a political 

independent, he’s entitled to stir up trouble between the two 

major parties if he likes in furtherance of his own political 

objectives.” 

“I like to think that someone will splice the separate 

audio recording into the video before posting it, and that the 

politically-conscious soundtrack will elevate it above the level of 

mere porn,” Braden reflected. 

“The audio is what’s really going to kill Hudson’s career 

in the long term,” Mark said with a slow smile.  “Voters might 

forgive his fabrication of a dubious assault charge.  Especially 

Democratic voters.  He could spin a tale of coercion, of trying to 

woo me and then reversing his position after finding out what a 

terrible person I was, of a psychotic break and a momentary 

lapse in judgment.  He could try all these—if all we had was a 

picture of him sitting on my dick.  But we have an entire 

conversation in which he denigrates individual rights and 

personal freedom.  The words, not the sex, make him come off as 

a bitchy elitist.  And the contrast between the two makes him 

seem a hypocrite, which is worse still.” 

“An ethical point,” Avalon said.  “If we release the video 

without the intent to harm Hudson, we’re legally in the clear.  

But what about the moral aspect?  If we release the video, and 

Hudson is harmed, are we responsible?” 

Jeff considered this.  “Only insofar as we can anticipate 

any harm to him.  Is this video likely to provoke someone to 

shoot Hudson in the street?  No.  Nor can we construct any other 

plausible scenario in which this will lead to him being harmed.” 

“What about emotional harm?” 

“That is not our responsibility.  A man creates his own 

emotions in his own mind, and he alone is accountable for them.  
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What is an emotion but a very strongly felt opinion to which you 

respond chemically as well as intellectually?  ‘Take away the 

opinion, and you take away the complaint.  Take away the 

complaint, and the hurt is gone.’” 

“Telling Hudson that he chooses to be hurt won’t heal his 

hurt feelings, and that’s what he wants.” 

“What he wants is to hurt us, and he’s not getting that.  

Giving the DA the video does nothing but prevent legal action.  

It doesn’t publicly exonerate me.  Unless the video is out there, 

for everyone to see, I’m still the bad guy.” 

“Not anymore,” Jeff said, watching his screen.  “It’s 

beginning to propagate.” 

“How long is it going to take?” 

“A few hours, to give the impression that people are 

watching it and then sharing it.  Then a few more for editors to 

pick up on it, process it, transcribe it, edit it, call Hudson for 

comment—that’s when we’ll know.  Our phones will start going 

off the hook with either him or his lawyer on the other end.” 

“Are we going to answer?” Krit asked. 

“Nope.  In fact, let’s turn them off altogether.  For all he 

knows, we went hiking in the mountains.  It is a Friday evening, 

after all.” 

“I kind of feel bad for the guy,” Braden said.  “He’s an 

asshole, but it’s because he’s dumb.” 

“Asshole or not, dumb or not, he lied about me, and the 

way to beat a lie is with the truth.  Telling the truth can never be 

wrong.  And if people are hurt by that, it’s evidence that their 

hurt derives from their allegiance to a falsehood, and what does 

that say about their characters?” 

“Nothing Hudson will want to hear,” Jeff said. 

The first email arrived at twelve minutes past nine, when 

Mark was relaxing in the hot tub with Anna on his lap.  She was 

fascinated—and excited—by his lack of erection. 
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“A threatening email from the lawyer,” Krit said, coming 

over with a laptop.  “Shall I ignore it?” 

“Does he expect a response on the weekend?  His client 

could easily have averted this by responding before close of 

business.  Now the timing works to our advantage.” 

It was almost eleven when the first link to the video 

appeared on Twitter.  By midnight, transcripts and screencaps, 

heavily edited, were appearing on right-wing blogs. 

“Eight emails from the lawyer and five from Hudson 

himself,” Krit reported the following morning.  “The most recent 

ones are almost tearful and conciliatory.” 

“Masochist,” Mark said dismissively.  “How’s social 

media looking today?” 

“Complete vindication for you,” Jeff said.  “Hudson is 

the subject of universal criticism.  No hint so far that you might 

have leaked the video—in fact, Arizona Democrats are already 

attacking the DA’s office for purposefully releasing it in order to 

embarrass one of their rising stars.  You are taking flak for 

unsafe sex, though.” 

“Unsafe sex, hell.  Because I wasn’t wearing a condom?  

Condoms, like circumcision, are promoted primarily because 

teachers and officials know that they diminish sexual pleasure 

and make sex more difficult than their alternatives.” 

“We were always taught they prevented STDs and 

pregnancy,” Braden said. 

“Sure they do, but so do other things,” Jeff said.  “What 

they’re capable of is not why institutions promote their use.  

When sex education consists of ‘Don’t have sex!’ followed by ‘If 

you do have sex, use a condom,’ the effect is to deliberately warp 

children’s minds about the purpose of sex.  It focuses their 

thoughts on the risks of sex rather than on the pleasures to be 

derived from it.” 

“Another example,” Mark added.  “We promote a sane, 

healthy—dare I say typically Mojave?—attitude towards sex.  
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The attitude of American officialdom, on the other hand, 

resembles that of the Apache.  Not only is sexual behavior 

strictly controlled, but it’s made into a game, a challenge, a 

battle.  The environment is one in which you must compete for 

everything you want, usually through some form of violence or 

deception.  If you create a cultural perception that violence is the 

pathway to sex, you reduce the likelihood that sex will influence 

individuals towards nonviolence, as it otherwise would.” 

“It’s really not at all remarkable that Americans love the 

Apache so much,” Krit reflected.  “To the extent of naming so 

many of their war machines after them.” 

“Oh, the Apache are by far the Americans’ favorite tribe.  

The perfect John Wayne Indians: the savage fighter whom you 

admire personally and who is only your enemy because you and 

he happen to be in competition for the same resources.  The 

Apache pop up everywhere in popular culture, for good or evil.  

Edgar Rice Burroughs was obsessed with them.  And when he 

wasn’t writing about the real Apache, he was writing about the 

green warriors of Mars, whose behavior and personal 

characteristics he based on those of the Apache.  That goes for all 

his Martians, to some extent, but especially the Green Martians.” 

“Which was not all bad,” Micah said.  “We jerked each 

other off while looking at some of the illustrations in Burroughs’ 

books when we were kids.” 

Jess nodded.  “Illustrations, because they have a story 

behind them, are often more erotic than mere pornography.” 

“And his word paintings of their nudity, which we’re 

living out,” Mark agreed.  He stroked his boyfriend’s prick, 

enjoying how engorged it was after its release from its all-night 

confinement. 

“Let’s not forget the contributions of the Apache to 

romance novel covers, either,” Jeff added.  “Many an author 

would be poorer but for the convenient handsome savage.” 
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“Did I ever mention that we’ve had at least a dozen 

requests for you to appear on the cover of a book by now?” 

Braden asked. 

“No.  I didn’t know you were keeping count.” 

“Jeff wants everything counted, to simplify matters for 

future historians.”  Braden stuck his tongue out at his boyfriend.  

Jeff, most of his attention on his computer, merely tapped a 

button on his phone, and Braden gasped in shock as a faint 

buzzing emanated from his arse. 

“Thank you, Braden,” Jeff said sweetly. 

“How many magazine covers?” Mark wanted to know. 

“Mmm.  Over three dozen.  Those I haven’t turned down.  

I’m merely keeping them in abeyance for now.  It will be 

interesting to see how many renew their requests after this 

weekend.” 

“Well, this might be a good time to start talking, after 

all,” Krit said.  “Nico Tortorella opened the door to gay and 

mainstream publications becoming willing to at least talk about 

bisexuality and polyamorous relationships.  You can take things 

a step farther, and tie your efforts into the larger radical 

movement by emphasizing the theoretical and practical 

connections between sex and nonviolence.” 

“And promote Cibola and Sedona at the same time,” Jess 

said. 

“Too soon,” Mark disagreed.  “Next month.  After the 

trial.” 

“Could help shift public opinion in your favor.” 

“If we shift it too much, Sandyman will try to get the trial 

moved.  If it leaves La Paz County, that jeopardizes an easy 

verdict.  ‘Gently, darling, gently.’” 

“Here it comes!” Jeff suddenly shouted.  He jumped 

across the room to the TV and switched it on, then flipped to a 

local channel.  Outside the capitol, Hudson’s lawyer—his 

Phoenix one—was reading a very brief prepared statement to 
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the effect that Representative Hudson would be resigning his 

seat immediately.  No justifications, no hyperbole, no 

accusations.  It was as close to an admission of wrongdoing as a 

politician who believed in nothing was capable of achieving. 

“Spare me the obligatory chess reference,” Jeff said, 

holding up a hand as Krit opened his mouth.  The lawyer closed 

it again. 

Mark was looking at his phone.  “Micah.  Want to go to 

Phoenix with me?” 

Micah pulled off his cock for a minute.  “Sure.  If we can 

take turns flying each other’s joysticks.” 

“Do not try sixty-nining in the Lancair again,” Jeff said.  

“You boys are too big for that plane.  And why do you want to 

go to Phoenix, anyway?  If you’re seen, you’ll heighten the 

sensation.” 

“We won’t be seen.  And Elizabeth asked me to come this 

afternoon.” 

“She’s taking a hand in the game?” Jess asked.  “Why?”  

Mark merely shook his head and grinned. 

“I’ll let you find that out come noon.” 

“Bugger you,” Jeff said calmly. 

“Bugger Krit.  He’s broken in and ready to go.” 

“And it was good,” Krit said, licking his lips. 

Ethan, cuddling from behind, kissed him.  “I wish Carla 

had been here to see you being such a good bottom boy for me.”  

Krit turned and took Ethan’s face in his hands. 

“Let’s ravage each other in front of our girlfriends 

sometime.  Promise?” 

“With all my heart.”  Mark and Micah made their escape 

from the room as the makeout session intensified. 

At noon, Elizabeth Calatrava came out of the House of 

Representatives building next to the Arizona State Capitol and 

crossed the plaza to the spot where a group of reporters were 

gathered, waiting for her. 
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“Good afternoon,” Calatrava said, after making sure they 

were giving her their full attention.  “Yesterday, my former 

colleague, Trevor Hudson, made an unfounded accusation of 

assault against Lord Corran.  Fortunately, that accusation has 

since been disproven, and Mr. Hudson will no longer be 

involved in politics in Arizona.  Permanently, I hope. 

“Although Lord Corran’s innocence has been 

demonstrated in a video released by the district attorney’s office, 

there is a saying to the effect that the whisper of truth will never 

be able to overtake the whisper of slander.  One false accusation 

will encourage others, especially when the object of those 

accusations is as open-minded and open-hearted as Lord Corran. 

“It has been my privilege to know Mark, his boyfriend, 

and his wife in the most intimate way possible.  I treasure them 

as my friends, and as inspirational examples to all those who 

wish to fight for their beliefs.  Mr. Hudson’s accusations are 

entirely alien to Mark’s personality and should be taken 

seriously by no one.  If Mr. Hudson, in his malice towards a 

movement with which he disagreed, was unable to appreciate 

Mark’s good qualities, the blame should rest on him, and not on 

a man who, had he opened his mind to him, would have 

welcomed him, too, as a friend.” 

“Are you admitting—” one of the reporters began. 

“I have nothing further for you at this time,” Calatrava 

said, beginning to move away. 

“I have.”  Raul Castellano-Perez had come up behind the 

knot of journalists, and they parted to let him through.  He 

turned to face them, the perfect blend of cowboy and caballero. 

“I’ll be more explicit, since your breed likes things laid 

out in black and white.  I’ve been Mark Corran’s lover.  I’m 

proud of it.  I admit it, knowing that he has no more reason to 

hide it than I do.”  Raul flashed a grin at the camera that 

everyone knew was intended for Mark.  “He’s a beautiful man of 

tremendous character.  If Representative Calatrava can give him 
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a good testimonial, so can I, from the other side of the aisle.  

Hudson’s accusation is bullshit.  A blatant attempt to punish 

Mark for disagreeing with him.  And frankly, if Trevor Hudson 

thinks Mark would stoop to sexually assaulting him, then he’s 

got a ridiculously inflated opinion of himself.  I saw the 

surveillance video.  It’s pretty damn clear who was fawning over 

who like a love-sick schoolboy. 

“The American public needs to stop being endlessly 

fascinated by who we’re all sleeping with.  We’re healthy, virile 

human beings.  We have sexual desires.  We act on them and 

we’re honest about it, and it’s when you’re dishonest and hide 

things that they come back to bite you in the ass.  That’s it.  

Period.” 

He nodded politely, stepped back, and escorted 

Calatrava across to the House building.  The reporters trailed 

behind them for a moment, then were turned away at the door 

and gradually drifted off, sediment floating in a sea of 

information. 

The two legislators left the chamber by another door and 

circled around to Washington Street.  No one seemed to be lying 

in wait for them, which was good.  They’d already supplied the 

press with enough sensation for a week’s worth of stories. 

“That was very gallant of you,” Calatrava said 

eventually. 

“I considered asking if you wanted to make a joint 

statement, but I thought it would be more effective as a 

surprise.” 

“Thanks for stepping up.” 

“Thank you for going first.  That’s the hard part.” 

“I was hoping Mark might be loitering in the 

background.” 

“Since he wasn’t, we should run over and see him this 

weekend.”  They went into the building that housed Calatrava’s 

office. 
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“Yes, I think he’d welcome having us again after today.”  

She looked Raul up and down as the elevator rose.  “I’d start 

getting us warmed up for it, but there’s a camera in here.” 

Raul chuckled.  “Cameras are our friends, remember?”  

They stepped out, and Elizabeth unlocked the door to her office. 

“That’s Mark’s philosophy,” she retorted.  “It worked for 

him this time, but—”  She stopped dead.  Mark was sitting 

behind the reception desk in the front office, and Micah was 

sitting on the edge of the desk, his beautiful calves and thighs on 

full view. 

“Great job,” Mark said approvingly.  “And thank you for 

those very kind words.” 

“How did you get in here?” Elizabeth demanded. 

“Let’s face it, no government agency not connected with 

the military springs for very good security on its office 

buildings,” Micah said. 

Raul closed the door.  “We were in the process of inviting 

ourselves back to your place for the weekend.  If you brought a 

plane…” 

“We did, and we have two free seats.  Or we did until 

just now.” 

“I’ll grab a travel bag,” Elizabeth said, going into her 

private office and putting her purse down on the desk.  The 

others followed her.  Mark locked the door. 

“What are you doing?” 

“My very dear young lady,” Raul said, running his hand 

up her spine in a fascinating way, “this is an opportunity not to 

be missed.” 

“You’re not serious.” 

“Why not?” Micah asked, coming up to her from the 

other side and nuzzling her.  “How often do you get the chance 

to do it in a government office?” 

“Never…so far.”  She turned her head in a half-hearted 

attempt at evasion and found Raul kissing her. 
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“No one even knows we’re here,” Mark added from 

behind, as he loosened her jacket. 

“Oh, fuck.  Why not?”  She grabbed Micah’s polo and 

pulled it off.  He leaned back on her desk, offering his body to 

her.  Mark pulled down Raul’s jeans to reveal a silver-ringed 

cock already bursting to life. 

“You’re wearing moccasins,” he murmured as he 

stripped the older man.  He paused.  “Mine?” 

“The ones you gave me on your first visit.” 

“Leave them on,” Mark said, getting rid of the jeans.  “I 

want to know you’re wearing something of mine as we make 

love.” 

“Leave yours on, too.  Because you look hot in them.”  

Raul threw his shirt away, and Mark removed Elizabeth’s blouse 

as Micah pushed her pants down with his toes.  She dove 

forward and took his glans in her mouth.  Mark and Raul 

crouched beneath her, licking at her pussy together. 

“Next goal: do it in the chamber itself,” Micah grinned 

down at his lovers. 

Elizabeth winked at him.  “Get me excited enough, and 

who knows what could happen?” 

“‘Wonderful things.’” 
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Chapter 20 
 

 

“Jeff is not happy,” Krit said, closing the file he’d been 

reading.  “He wants to remove Sandyman’s balls and frame 

them in a shadow box above his bed.” 

“In retaliation for waking him up this early?”  Jeff 

notoriously detested rising before ten, and the district attorney 

had arranged for Mark’s trial to be scheduled for nine A.M. 

sharp.  “Or simply on general principles?”  The two of them 

were in the back seat of Mark’s Jeep, going over final 

preparations.  Jess was in front, driving, while Ethan and Jeff 

followed in Jeff’s car. 

“More the former.  Also he wants to add them to his 

collection.  Do you know that he has a couple of knives and a 

Saturday night special that people have used to attack him 

before?” 

“I didn’t, but I’m not surprised.” 

“After today, you could probably start a similar 

collection,” Jess said.  “The evangelicals are going to be sending 

hit squads.” 

“Calling someone the Antichrist only diminishes the 

accuser’s credibility, not the target’s.” 

“Actually, Jeff had the numbers run and so far, you’re 

more often compared to the whore of Babylon than the 

Antichrist.” 
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“That must be a struggle for Southern Baptists in 

particular, who draw such an uncrossable line between the 

masculine and the feminine.” 

“As long as they’re talking about you, we don’t care what 

they call you.  Because their teenage sons and daughters are 

busy thinking to themselves how hot you and your friends are.” 

“We’re ‘the beginning of the end.  The thin end of the 

wedge.  A Bennite solution.’” 

“And will be even more so in a few hours.  But 

Sandyman’s going to drag it out as much as he can.  I’ll just have 

to turn that to our advantage.”  Krit put the folder back in his 

briefcase and leaned over comfortably into Mark’s lap.  He 

kissed the boy’s dick. 

“I thought we were going to leave our pricks unsatisfied 

so we made nice, audience-wowing bulges in our clothes today.” 

“Unsatisfied, yes,” Krit said.  “Since when do my 

blowjobs ever satisfy you?” 

“Sometimes they do, although it’s never an easy 

process.” 

“Climax is not the goal,” Krit said.  He smacked Mark’s 

balls lightly, getting a shocked gasp out of him. 

“Mark, I have a question,” Jess said, watching the action 

in the back seat. 

“Fire away.”  Krit had slipped a silicone shaft band over 

the base of his lover’s erection before swallowing it and was no 

longer part of the conversation. 

“The divide between masculine and feminine.  Didn’t the 

Coloradans traditionally have no such thing, as far as the gods 

were concerned, anyway?” 

“Not quite,” Mark replied.  “Puebloan and Mojave gods 

were usually considered to be bisexual, not merely in the sense 

of having sex with both men and women, but in the sense of 

possessing both sexes within their single persons at the same 

time.  Either because they could switch sex in different 
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manifestations, or because they were hermaphrodites: physically 

bigender.  Think of it as somewhat analogous to the Trinitarian 

concept of three persons in one.” 

“I think I heard you say something about that once.” 

“I’m not bisexual, I’m pansexual,” Krit protested, 

popping off Mark’s shaft. 

“Go back to work,” Mark said indulgently, and pushed 

Krit’s head back down into his manhood. 

“We’re all pansexual,” Jess said.  “But for practical 

purposes, how much difference does the term make?  Bi versus 

pan—does it really matter in a society that doesn’t broadly 

recognize more than two genders anyway?  Either one gets the 

same point across, especially in a hookup situation.” 

“Mojave society, on the other hand, recognized four 

social genders, as well as the individual’s ability to move 

between gender identities throughout life.  And they had 

separate terms for each gender.  I’m not sure if they had four sets 

of personal pronouns rather than two though.” 

“So in Mojave society, we’d have the option to be 

considered trisexual or quadrasexual?” 

“I had a history professor once who used to joke that 

Catullus was quadrasexual,” Krit said.  His tongue probed at 

Mark’s foreskin.  “Women, men, little girls, furniture…” 

“The Romans were a lot of barbarians in human relations 

who got a reputation for being an advanced civilization just 

because they were good with concrete.” 

“Does fucking a Fleshjack on a pedestal mount count as 

fucking the furniture, and does that therefore make one 

trisexual?” 

“Who cares?” Krit said. 

“As pretty as your lips look around his dick, I think it’s 

almost time for you boys to put your clothes on,” Jess sighed.  

She was already wearing a fashionable sundress. 
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“I may break out in a rash,” Mark said.  “Is your plug 

in?” 

“I’d let you check in the parking lot, but someone might 

notice if you lifted my skirt in public.” 

Someone certainly would have noticed.  There were news 

crews from Phoenix and Tucson there, even one from San Diego.  

And since there was no parking lot as such, and the closest spots 

had all been taken by journalists and would-be spectators, the 

five of them had to run the gauntlet.  The general public, or at 

least that segment of it that blogged, was regarding the trial as a 

pivotal moment in Mark’s social experiment.  It was presumed 

that if he lost the case, the sheriff’s department would go 

sweeping through Cibola to round everyone up.  Mark had had 

another fit of laughter the first time that Joe Arpaio had called 

for such punitive measures. 

“Let that sniveling mound of lard try to arrest a Cibolan.  

No overweight, overloaded policeman is going to catch a naked 

runner on rough terrain.  If he or any of his fellow slugs would 

like to make themselves look hysterically inept on the six o’clock 

news, though…” 

He utterly ignored the cameras and moved so fast that 

the reporters had to jog to keep up with him, his moccasined feet 

falling silently on the pavement.  In tan pants and a white shirt 

that clung perfectly to his body, he might as well have been 

naked for all that his clothes did to hide his proportions.  Krit 

was in gray and white, with a bow tie so cute that it made Jeff 

kiss him right there in front of everyone. 

They made their way into the courthouse, a low adobe 

structure with a few bright green palms outside that lent the 

only touch of color to their dusty surroundings.  Anna Rivera 

was standing at the door.  She bowed slightly and opened it for 

Mark, a gesture that was not lost on the small crowd.  Inside, the 

sheriff made a point of coming up and shaking his hand.  The 

cameras captured the brief encounter through the glass door. 
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“And so the battle lines were drawn,” Jeff murmured, as 

they took their seats a few rows back in the courtroom.  

Sandyman bestowed on Mark what E. F. Benson would have 

referred to as “a glance of concentrated malevolence;” Mark 

didn’t even appear to notice him.  Or Eduardo Palacio, no longer 

a deputy, who was sulking in his chair. 

“Mark is absolutely shimmering,” Ethan commented 

quietly.  “‘Timor mortis exultant me.’” 

“It’s the gold dust,” Jeff said.  “I powdered some very 

finely and told him to put it on after he got dressed.  A light 

coating, but it goes well with his skin.” 

“And it gives the jury the impression that he’s a semi-

divine golden boy,” Jess added. 

“Isn’t that expensive?” Ethan asked. 

“You’d be surprised how far a single golden sovereign 

will go.” 

“Alas, the pound is not what it was.” 

“All rise!” the bailiff shouted, and the proceedings began. 

The prospective jurors were called and sworn.  

Sandyman strutted around the court, perspiring in his polyester 

suit in spite of the air conditioning.  He took full advantage of 

his right to make a preliminary statement to potential jurors, 

stressing the need to uphold the law at all costs, to defend the 

actions of the officers of the law, and to prevent innovations not 

sanctioned by tradition and community consensus.  In the end, 

the judge had to remind him he had run out of time.  Krit 

waived any statement. 

“And they’re already on his side,” Jeff whispered to 

Ethan. 

Sandyman plunged into voir dire aggressively, 

questioning each juror to discover if he had the slightest affinity 

for Mark or the Cibola project.  He managed to get one 

dismissed for the juror’s open expression of support, then 

earned a rebuke from the judge for trying to oust a college 
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student home on break after he discovered she had canvassed 

for a Democratic candidate in the last election.  Krit asked two 

questions and removed two jurors with them, both of whom had 

been unwise enough to make disparaging statements about 

Mark on Facebook.  Jeff’s hacker friends were extremely 

thorough in their research. 

The district attorney used up his first peremptory 

challenge on the student.  She gave Mark a thumbs-up as she left 

the box, and Palacio visibly cursed under his breath.  Krit’s eyes 

were fixed on his tablet.  He fired off three challenges of his own, 

using up one of them on a replacement juror.  Eventually they 

settled on a jury, and Jeff discreetly pulled his phone from his 

pocket.  He glanced at the screen and showed it to Ethan and 

Jess.  Krit had sent him a chart of the jury members, cross-linked 

to their most important database.  Every one of the twelve jurors 

was a Foundation tenant. 

Ethan smiled, and his expression was very like Mark’s.  

Serene as the sun rising untouchable above the clouds, 

indifferent as a Caesar on a coin. 

Immediately, Sandyman started in on a motion for the 

court to adjourn until after lunch.  Krit pointed out that his client 

had already waited six weeks for trial on what was a fairly trivial 

misdemeanor, and offered, if the district attorney was genuinely 

so hungry that he couldn’t wait for his lunch, to move for 

dismissal on the ground that his client’s constitutional rights had 

been violated by the delay.  The judge did not appear to 

appreciate Sandyman’s posturing and indicated that he should 

get on with his case. 

The irritated prosecutor launched into his opening 

remarks, editorializing on Mark’s lack of character, his invasion 

of La Paz County, his attempt to manipulate local officials and 

public opinion through his generous gifts to charity.  All, he 

claimed, were no more than cynical attempts by Mark Hartley to 

blind residents to his sexual deviance and his openly-avowed 
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goal of reforming state laws to suit his own desires, regardless of 

the public good.  Now he had grown so proud as to resist the 

attempt of a well-meaning officer to enforce the existing law, and 

the law must be allowed to take its course.  The law, Sandyman 

quoted oracularly, was no respecter of persons, and a 

transplanted British nobleman, who set himself up above the rest 

of his fellow citizens, was the least likely of all candidates for 

exemption from the law.  He was guilty, and it would be their 

privilege to find him guilty. 

Flushed, he sat down and sneered at Krit, who rose and 

faced the jury with a world-weariness that was almost courtly. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said courteously, “I deeply 

apologize for the inconvenience of putting you to the trouble of 

attending this trial.  My client, the Earl of Corran, has broken no 

laws, as I will clearly demonstrate.  Thank you.” 

The effect was electric.  The jury woke up and began 

paying attention.  Sandyman simmered, having seen his 

exhortation undone by simple directness.  “Hortensius must 

have looked like that when he realized that Cicero would make 

no opening speech in the prosecution of Verres,” Mark typed.  

He and Krit were texting constantly, their phones resting on the 

table in front of them, half-hidden by papers.  As both of them 

were following the proceedings intently, and hardly ever looked 

down, it passed unnoticed. 

“Krit, two; Sandyman, zero,” Jeff whispered, so low that 

it was barely audible. 

“It’s not the sort of thing where you can get a decision on 

points,” Ethan breathed. 

Sandyman put Palacio on the stand and assumed the 

manner of a genial, considerate uncle.  He went through the 

former deputy’s background in detail, emphasizing his military 

service and his having volunteered for two deployments.  

Presumably he thought it would make his witness look 

believable.  The effect was somewhat undone by Palacio’s 
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clearly-suppressed indignation as he began to relate how he had 

been patrolling and spotted Lord Corran flaunting his naked 

body where anyone could see it. 

“Was he alone?” 

“No, there were five other people with him.” 

“Were they all naked?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you see any of them in court today?”  Sandyman 

made Palacio point each of the others out and reiterated the 

identifications himself.  Krit smiled as if the whole thing was a 

huge joke. 

“A tiny mind can have no grasp of the absence of shame, 

since its own boundaries are defined by shame,” he texted Mark. 

“Why did you arrest Mr. Hartley and none of the 

others?” 

“I had called for backup and no one came.  I thought 

making an example of their leader would force them to behave 

so I wouldn’t have to arrest them.” 

“Did the sheriff’s office subsequently take any action 

against you for arresting Mr. Hartley?” 

“Yes.” 

“What kind of action?” 

“I was suspended without pay until they finished 

investigating me.  Two weeks later, I was fired.” 

“Do you believe that you were fired as a result of Mr. 

Hartley attempting to influence the outcome of the 

investigation?” 

“Absolutely.”  Sandyman shot a glance at Krit, expecting 

him to object.  Krit didn’t budge. 

“Has Mr. Hartley taken any action against you in 

retaliation for arresting him?” 

“He has.”  Palacio wasn’t even looking at the district 

attorney.  His stare was fixed on Mark, and it was full of hate. 

“What kind of action?” 
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“He’s filed a civil suit against me for wrongful arrest, and 

he threw me out of my home.” 

“How could he throw you out of your home?” 

“His foundation owns the house my wife rented while I 

was deployed.  Apparently the contract she signed gave him the 

right to do that and get away with it.” 

“Has he ever threatened you with physical harm?” 

“Yes.”  There was a slight stir in the court at that. 

“In what form?” 

“His lawyer—” 

“Excuse me, but just to clarify, do you mean the same 

lawyer sitting next to him today?  Mr. Gunderson?” 

“Yes.” 

“Thank you.  Please continue.” 

“His lawyer said that he was willing to drop the suit if I 

agreed to fight him.” 

“To fight him?  What, like a boxing match?” 

“Yes.” 

“So he challenged you to a duel.” 

“Yes.” 

“As a law enforcement officer, were you aware that 

dueling is illegal?” 

“Yes.” 

“Would you describe Mr. Hartley’s interactions with you 

as consistently violating the law, or offering to violate it?” 

Palacio stiffened up.  “Absolutely.” 

“Your witness,” Sandyman said smugly to Krit. 

“I have no questions at this time,” Krit said, barely 

looking up.  “However, I reserve the right to recall this witness.” 

One by one, Sandyman worked his way through each of 

Mark’s companions, including Avalon, who had arrived late.  

Krit had offered to stipulate to the fact of Mark’s public nudity; 

the district attorney would have none of it.  His aim was to 

parade known employees of the Foundation before the public 
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eye and embarrass them.  Fortunately for the length of the trial, 

he confined his questions to the issue of Mark’s nudity on that 

occasion, knowing that if he pushed them, each would plead the 

Fifth and Krit would be all over him. 

“The prosecution rests, Your Honor.” 

“Mr. Gunderson, are you ready to present your 

defense?” 

“Yes, Your Honor.  I am confident I can conclude it 

without any further loss of time.” 

“Proceed.” 

“Defense recalls Eduardo Palacio.” 

Krit rose with fluid grace and approached the scowling 

man in front of him.  He smiled gently, and said nothing for a 

few moments, watching him.  Sandyman experienced a sudden 

pang of doubt about the strength of his case. 

“Mr. Palacio,” Krit said softly, “you were formerly a La 

Paz County sheriff’s deputy, is that correct?” 

“Yes.”  Palacio spat the word at him. 

“As such, were you required to obtain certification from 

the Arizona Peace Officers Standards and Training Board?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did your training cover the laws of Arizona?” 

“It did.” 

“Were you aware that your job required you to be able to 

‘learn, understand, and interpret laws and regulations’?  I quote 

from the county sheriff’s website.” 

“Yes.” 

“You arrested my client, Lord Corran, for indecent 

exposure.  Would you please repeat for the court the statute that 

defines the crime of indecent exposure?” 

Palacio swallowed and looked at Sandyman in alarm.  

The district attorney was frowning, but there was nothing he 

could do. 

“I don’t remember the exact words.” 
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“In that case, would you please list the elements that 

constitute the crime of indecent exposure?  In your own words?” 

Palacio was silent. 

“Your Honor, I request the witness be instructed to 

answer the question,” Krit said smoothly. 

“I don’t know, okay?” Palacio snapped suddenly. 

Krit picked up a volume of the Arizona criminal code 

and handed it to him.  “Would you please read to the court the 

definition of indecent exposure in Arizona?” 

Again, Palacio looked at Sandyman, who shrugged 

imperceptibly.  He began to fumble through the index, looking 

for the only thing that sounded familiar.  Then he worked his 

way forward through the book until he stumbled across the 

statute Krit had asked him to cite. 

“‘A person commits indecent exposure if he or she 

exposes his or her genitals or anus or she exposes the areola or 

nipple of her breast or breasts and another person is present, and 

the defendant is reckless about whether the other person, as a 

reasonable person, would be offended or alarmed by the act.’” 

“Thank you.  You state that Lord Corran exposed his 

genitals in the presence of others?” 

“That is correct.” 

“In what way did he do so recklessly?” 

“Objection!” Sandyman shouted.  “The witness is not a 

lawyer and not qualified to give an opinion on a point of law.” 

“With respect, Your Honor,” Krit rebutted, “the witness 

is a former law enforcement officer who must reasonably be 

expected to have understood the laws he enforced.  I am asking 

him to demonstrate that he did understand them in the context 

of this charge.” 

“Overruled,” the judge said, blinking.  “The witness will 

answer the question.” 

“He…he was naked in public.” 
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“You have already said that.  Lord Corran is willing, nay, 

eager, to admit that.  In what way was he reckless about whether 

others would be offended by his nudity?” 

Palacio shook his head, not understanding.  “He was 

naked in public.  That’s reckless.” 

“His nudity was reckless in and of itself?” 

“Yes.” 

“Regardless of whether it was observed or not?” 

“I observed it, and I was offended.  Others might have 

been as well.  I made a judgment call.” 

“When did you observe it?” 

“When I was driving past one of his projects.” 

“You did not seek him out?” 

“No.” 

“On what road were you driving at the time you 

observed his nudity?” 

“I was driving north on Levee Road.” 

Krit set up a map on a tripod next to the stand, one that 

showed the entire Cibola area along the river.  The central area 

was colored green, indicating the scope of the Cibola project, and 

the outer portions blue, indicating other public or private lands.  

“Please indicate for the jury your approximate location at the 

time you observed Lord Corran’s nudity.” 

Palacio did so.  The spot he marked was surrounded by 

green on three sides, and was nearly on top of the Colorado 

River. 

“The green zones on this map indicate property owned 

by the Mojave Heritage Foundation, which is Lord Corran’s 

private foundation.  Were you aware that you were on his 

land?” 

“I was on a county road.” 

“Were you aware that the county had vacated that 

road?” 

“No.” 
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“Were you aware that the county had vacated a number 

of roads in the Cibola area?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did the sheriff’s department issue a memo to deputies, 

informing them of the vacations and instructing them to avoid 

patrolling the newly private roads at the property owner’s 

request?” 

“Objection.” 

“I have the memo here, Your Honor,” Krit said, holding 

up a copy.  “Mr. Sandyman could have had it from the sheriff’s 

office for the asking.” 

The judge looked it over.  “Overruled.  The witness will 

answer the question.” 

“Yeah, I saw the memo,” Palacio said defiantly.  “So 

what?  I saw him, and I was offended.” 

“While driving north on Levee Road, did you observe 

any signs posted along the road indicating that it was a private 

road?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Your Honor, the defense would like to enter into 

evidence this statement by the county surveyor to the effect that 

the former Levee Road, and the other roads vacated by the 

county, were all inspected and clearly marked as private or 

abandoned roads at a date prior to that of my client’s arrest.”  

Krit passed copies of the statement to the judge and district 

attorney, and laid one in front of Palacio.  “Now, Mr. Palacio, 

did you observe any signs posted along Levee Road indicating 

that you were entering private property where nudity was 

permitted?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did those signs resemble this one?” Krit removed a sign 

from his briefcase, unrolled it, and placed it on top of the map.  

In large, red letters, it declared that the viewer would be entering 

the property of the Mojave Heritage Foundation and that visitors 
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who chose to proceed would encounter nudity beyond that 

point. 

“Yes.”  Palacio jutted his chin out defiantly, as if the mere 

presence of the sign offended him. 

“Were they, in fact, identical to this one?” 

“Yes.” 

“You have stated that Lord Corran was reckless in his 

nudity.  Is that correct?” 

“Yes.” 

“About whether the observer, as a reasonable person, 

would be offended or alarmed by it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Because you were offended and alarmed?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you consider yourself to be a reasonable person?” 

“Absolutely.” 

“Is your definition of a reasonable person one who enters 

private property where he knows a certain legal activity will be 

taking place and assaults the owner of that property for 

engaging in legal behavior?” 

“Objection!”  Sandyman was on his feet and already 

turning purple.  “The defense has produced no evidence to show 

that the witness ever assaulted the defendant!” 

“Your Honor,” Krit said patiently, “it is a matter of 

public record, as disclosed in the report on Mr. Palacio’s firing 

prepared by the county sheriff, that Mr. Palacio used excessive 

force in arresting my client.  The department declined to 

prosecute Mr. Palacio for it only on my client’s representations.” 

“Overruled,” the judge said.  “The witness will answer 

the question.” 

“I’m a reasonable man,” Palacio said, breathing heavily. 

“So in your understanding of Arizona law, when a man 

is naked on his own property, that in itself is reckless?” 

“Yes.” 
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“Even if there is no other person present who could be 

offended?” 

“I was present and I was offended.” 

“So you considered it reasonable to enter private 

property, where you knew you would be the only person who 

could claim to be offended, in order to establish grounds for 

accusing my client of a crime?” 

“I was a cop and he was committing a crime.” 

“Had you been dispatched to respond to a report of a 

crime?” 

“No.” 

“Had you ever been dispatched to respond to an 

indecent exposure complaint in Cibola before?” 

“No.” 

“Do you know of anyone from your office who had been 

dispatched to respond to such a complaint?” 

“No.” 

“So the first and only person to accuse Lord Corran of 

indecent exposure was yourself, the arresting officer?” 

“Yeah, I guess so.  Doesn’t make a difference.  I was 

offended.” 

“You were offended at a time when you were on private 

property without an invitation?” 

A reluctant pause.  “Yes.” 

Krit smiled.  He turned back to his desk and pulled a 

computer printout from a folder, which he handed to Palacio.  

“This is a screenshot of a Facebook post you made less than 

seventy-two hours before you arrested Lord Corran.  Do you 

recognize it?”  He passed out copies to the others as well. 

“Yes,” Palacio said, his eyes going left and right, looking 

for a way of escape.  The district attorney swore under his 

breath. 

“Was that an objection, Mr. Sandyman?” the judge 

inquired. 
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“No, Your Honor.”  It had been Sandyman who had told 

Palacio to delete the post.  But Krit had gotten a copy of it before 

the latter had managed to do so, which potentially placed the 

district attorney himself at risk for attempting to suppress 

evidence.  He picked at his vestigial moustache. 

“Would you read what you wrote on Facebook aloud for 

the court, please?” Krit continued. 

Palacio did so in a low voice, his defiance gone.  Half of it 

was curse words and the rest was decidedly uncomplimentary 

to Lord Corran. 

“What was your motivation for writing this post?” 

“Your client is a sick pervert and should be in jail, and 

people need to know that!” the witness cried shakily. 

“Mr. Palacio, another outburst like that and I’ll hold you 

in contempt,” the judge warned him. 

“Did you have any other personal motivation for 

disliking Lord Corran prior to the time you arrested him?” 

“No.” 

“None whatsoever?” 

“Objection.  Asked and answered.” 

“Sustained.” 

Krit took another set of folders from his briefcase.  “Do 

you recognize this document, Mr. Palacio?” 

The former deputy looked it over and froze. 

“Yes.”  His voice was barely audible. 

“Is this the rental contract that you and your wife signed 

with the Mojave Heritage Foundation?” 

“Yes.” 

“Does it state in this contract that nudity is permitted on 

all Foundation properties?” 

“Yes.” 

“Does it state in this contract that any Foundation tenant 

who makes an indecent exposure complaint about any other 

person will receive an immediate notice to quit?” 
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“Yes.” 

“You were aware of this when you arrested Lord 

Corran?” 

“Yes.” 

“Was this contract why you arrested Lord Corran?  To 

challenge him and dare him to enforce that clause in the lease, in 

hopes the courts wouldn’t uphold it?” 

Palacio said nothing. 

“Your Honor?” Krit asked. 

“The witness will answer the question.” 

“He has no right to come in here and steal people’s 

homes and make them go along with his perversions!” Palacio 

shouted. 

Krit smiled.  “No further questions.” 

Sandyman declined a rebuttal with a gesture, and Palacio 

stepped down.  He made a little dart in the direction of the 

defense table, as if trying to taunt Lord Corran.  Mark stared at 

him in amusement. 

“Your Honor, I have no further witnesses to call,” Krit 

proceeded.  “However, before I conclude my case, I would like 

to enter into evidence this security video from one of the 

cameras covering the Foundation construction project at the site 

of Lord Corran’s arrest.” 

The recording was duly entered and played back for the 

jury.  It was short, no more than four minutes in length.  But that 

was long enough to show Mark and his friends casually 

standing around chatting, Palacio storming up to them with his 

hand on his gun and assaulting Mark, and the outcome of the 

arrest. 

“The defense rests,” Krit said. 

Sandyman’s closing argument was a rambling attempt to 

justify Palacio’s actions as motivated by a concern for the public 

good, combined with a panegyric to the virtues of the law and a 

self-righteous insistence that the spirit of the law must always be 
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regarded in order for justice to prevail.  He laid stress on the fact 

that it might have been a family with children that had driven 

down the road and spotted Mark.  And in his final thrust, he 

called upon the jury to confirm and uphold the judgment of the 

officer on the scene by making an example of Mark.  “Not in our 

town” was his theme. 

When he was finished, Krit rose and walked over to the 

jury. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he began, “we all know Lord 

Corran thinks that Arizona law regarding nudity is unjust.  This 

case is not a political protest, or an attempt to change that law.  

Rather, it is one which hinges on a single question: did my client 

break the law as it now stands, or did he not break it?  I submit 

that he did not. 

“Arizona law states that the crime of indecent exposure is 

only committed when a person exposes his genitals to another in 

a reckless fashion, as recklessness would be determined by a 

reasonable person.  Take an example scenario often used to 

explain this law.  A reasonable person would expect nudity to 

occur in a locker room, and therefore it is not illegal to be naked 

in a locker room.  By the same logic, a reasonable person would 

expect nudity to occur within an area of private property that 

was clearly marked as a nudist reserve, and therefore it is not 

illegal to be naked on such a property.  Lord Corran was naked 

on property owned by his personal Foundation and designated 

by it as an area in which nudity was permitted.  No reasonable 

person would express surprise at finding him naked there. 

“This brings us to the actions of Eduardo Palacio.  Is he a 

reasonable person?  Does a reasonable person walk onto another 

man’s land without permission, attack him, and try to get him 

put in jail simply because he disagrees with him?  I would ask 

you to consider what your own feelings would be if someone 

came into your home and did that to you. 
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“Lord Corran has broken no laws.  He has conducted 

himself reasonably and with concern for the feelings of others at 

all times.  It is your privilege to uphold the law and find him 

innocent.” 

“‘Senor Garcia!  I am astonished that you would enter my 

house without my permission!’” Jeff squeaked in a faint 

undertone, just loud enough for his neighbors to hear. 

“‘I might say the same thing about you and my wife!’” 

Ethan retorted, equally low. 

The judge instructed the jury to retire.  They rose, left the 

room, and almost immediately came back. 

“We find the defendant not guilty.” 

Palacio jumped up and lunged at Mark.  The bailiff had 

to drag him away from the defense table.  The judge remanded 

him into custody and recessed the court. 

Sandyman, having watched his case and his witness both 

break down, had a murderous expression on his face.  He turned 

towards Krit, who held up a hand in protest. 

“If you’re going to say ‘This isn’t over’ or ‘See you in 

appeals court,’ either phrase is trite and can be taken as said 

already.” 

“You…you…” 

“I know the law, which apparently is more than you do.” 

Sandyman had no adequate response to that.  He 

slammed his papers back into his briefcase and walked off down 

the aisle. 

“Traulich und treu ist’s nur in der Tiefe,” Mark sang softly.  

“Falsch und feig ist was dort oben sich freut.” 

“And now let the harsh wind of public criticism waft 

over you as you depart,” Jeff said cynically. 

“If Sandyman were clever,” Ethan mused, “he’d have a 

second charge all prepared in anticipation of an acquittal and 

you’d be arrested again before you got out of the building.” 

“But he’s not clever,” Krit said. 
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“He voiced a lot of people’s feelings in his closing 

argument,” Avalon observed.  “He could be trouble.” 

“Then we start a whispering campaign to heap ridicule 

on a Republican who opposes personal freedom and tries to 

expand the power of government through judicial activism,” Jeff 

proposed. 

“Highly dangerous to his reelection prospects.” 

“We should find a local attorney to run against him in 

the next election.  For safety’s sake.” 

Anna was waiting at the door for them.  Ignoring the 

sheriff, who was hovering in the background, she threw her 

arms around Mark. 

“Congratulations.  I’m so glad.  I was scared for a while.” 

“It’s okay, sweetheart,” Mark said.  He kissed her 

forehead.  “Thank you for trusting us.” 

They made their way back to the cars, brushing off 

reporters as they went.  Mark took the wheel of his own Jeep.  

Jeff climbed in beside him, and Krit joined them in the back.  

Ethan had his eyes fixed on his girlfriend’s bubble butt for the 

moment.  Avalon had rung for an Uber to take her to the airport; 

she disdained anything on four wheels when she could fly 

instead. 

“That was exhausting,” Krit said dramatically, stretching 

himself out. 

“That was a walk in the park,” Mark snorted.  “The man 

is a congenital moron.” 

“Actually he’s been useful so far,” Jeff reflected, 

contemplating the low, boring buildings of Parker.  “He has 

carelessly allowed us to set the precedent that nudity on private 

property is legal in Arizona.” 

“With conditions.” 

“With conditions, yes, but it’s a start.” 

“Sing ye to the Lord,” Mark sang, “for He hath 

triumphed gloriously!” 
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The others joined in on the chorus.  “The Lord shall reign 

for ever and ever!” 

 

 “The horse and his rider hath He thrown into the sea! 

 The Lord shall reign for ever and ever!” 

 

“Remember what you were telling Jess about the 

Coloradans this morning?” Krit asked. 

“Sure, why?” 

“‘The horse and his rider hath He thrown into the sea.’  

The horse and his rider—that’s the Apache.  The Coloradans are 

the people of the sea, or the road to the sea, or at least the closest 

thing we have to the sea here.  Or, to expand the metaphor, the 

horse and his rider are the state and federal governments.  

Militarized societies built on a few riders dominating the beasts 

of burden beneath them.  The sea is the free peoples, chaotic, 

uncontrolled, unpredictable, essentially unknowable and 

ambiguous.  The Apache and the Coloradans writ large.” 

“Oh, very good,” Jeff said appreciatively.  “Exodus, I 

believe.  You could make a whole anti-establishment sermon out 

of that theme.  Which reminds me, Mark—have you had any 

luck in finding a clergyman for Corran?” 

“None.  Sir Patrick is behaving like a mule about it.  I’ll 

have to interview candidates myself this summer.” 

“There are those who will accuse you of turning Corran 

into a sexual theme park,” Krit said. 

“‘And there are those who wear bibs when they eat.  But 

generally speaking, they are not persons of influence.’” 

“Supreme Court justices wear bibs and dribble down 

their chins,” Krit reflected.  “Or at least, they might, given their 

advanced age and considerable mental decay.” 

“You’re thinking ahead already?” 

“I was thinking about the larger context.  How in Barnes 

v. Glen Theatre, the Court justified its decision by claiming that a 



575 

 

substantial government interest in preserving public order was 

sufficient to warrant a prohibition on nude dancing.  As if nudity 

itself was inseparable from disorder.  That’s the same idea that 

we’re up against here.” 

“The justices completely gave away their hand in that 

case.  Sure, they wanted to preserve public order by prohibiting 

nudity and sexual arousal—except that prohibiting nudity and 

sex results in increased violence within society, which results in 

more crime, which results in a demand for more police, which 

results in more police and laws, which result in a more powerful 

government.  Really, what decision made by a bench of former 

prosecutors is going to be anti-government?  They’re trained to 

favor their employer, even in the subtlest of ways.” 

“Were all the justices in that case former prosecutors?” 

Mark asked. 

“Six out of the nine were.  Barnes was decided almost 

thirty years ago, and it’s become much more common since then.  

The current Court is nine out of nine—every member was a 

prosecutor or a government counsel before getting the nod.  The 

last nominee to not be a former government attorney was one of 

Bush II’s lapdogs.” 

“When the deck is stacked against you, change games.” 

“Precisely.  Fortunately, you are in the enviable position 

of being able to buy your own game.” 

“Provided we’re not interfered with just yet.” 

“Hence the importance of removing Sandyman.  Anna 

and Brodie are our wedges to open the sheriff’s department.  

Douglass will look the other way while his more uptight 

deputies quit in disgust at having to tolerate a bunch of perverts, 

and we will replace them with people who either like us or at 

least are indifferent to us.  But if we get a prosecutor of our own, 

we can afford to ignore whatever complaints are made, because 

they won’t be acted on.” 
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“Raul might be able to find us a retired lawyer, a lifelong 

Republican, who could be willing to take his first plunge into the 

dirty waters of politics due to his outrage over the way 

Sandyman has attempted to expand the power of the 

government through use of the courts.” 

“I’m surprised he didn’t object to your introduction of 

the contract.” 

“He knew he’d get overruled, since it went directly to 

motive.  And it made for a nice, subtle reminder to the jury of 

their own contracts.  Sandyman did not see that one coming.” 

“How long before he figures it out?” 

“That’s less of a problem than what he’ll try to do when 

he does.  Probably try to get all Foundation tenants excluded 

from jury duty on grounds of conflict of interest.  But that will 

create an obvious civil liberties problem, or a constitutional one.  

So perhaps he’ll go running to the legislature for a new law that 

will make our contracts unenforceable.  With our allies, that 

won’t have much chance, especially once the judicial committee 

reports back that the law would face a very well-funded 

challenge in the courts.” 

“And then?” 

“And then we get him distracted with his last reelection 

campaign.  Perhaps obligingly create a workload for the sheriff’s 

office so that the sheriff can truthfully claim he has no time for a 

nudist colony at the other end of the county.  Is it possible to find 

professional arrestees these days?” 

“Was it ever?” 

“In ancient Rome you hired your voters by the hundred.  

In China mourners were routinely hired; in ancient Germany, 

witnesses; in countless nations, protesters.  Surely there must 

have been a professional class of arrestees somewhere.” 

“If not, we’ll create it.  Siphon off the unstable fringes of 

the progressive movement and do something actually useful 

with all that energy.” 
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“Using energy to clog the workings of the police state?  

Are you dabbling in paradox again?” 

“Not necessarily.  A stone wall is as much a thing of 

energy as a ray of light is.  Energy in a different form.  Come on, 

Jeff, get this off me.”  Mark was struggling out of his shirt now 

that Parker was well behind them.  Jeff and Krit were already 

naked. 

“But those pants fit your arse so nicely,” Jeff chuckled, 

tossing the shirt back to Krit.  “Are you sure you want to take 

them off?  Oh, well.”  He worked them down over Mark’s ankles 

as the diver rose up on his toes, exposing his leaking cock.  Mark 

sighed in relief. 

Jeff reached into the glove compartment and pulled out a 

long length of leather cord.  “I expect Micah left this here for 

repairs, but we can put it to a different use.”  He looped it 

around the base of Mark’s package and drew it taut. 

“This I have to see,” Krit said, leaning between the seats 

and watching.  His own genitals were restricted by another of 

the wide rubber bands he’d tried out on Mark that morning 

before they left for court. 

Moving carefully, since the highway was rough, Jeff tied 

off Mark’s dick and balls with several turns of the cord before 

reaching down to wrap his balls separately.  Then he snaked the 

cord around Mark’s shaft.  It encircled his cock in tight curves 

until he tied it off right below the glans.  There was only the 

slightest bit of excess left.  Jeff licked it and tucked it into Mark’s 

slit. 

“Fuck.  Nice work.”  Krit stared at Mark’s bound prick 

with unmistakable hunger. 

“We’ll switch in a bit,” Jeff said.  He took Mark into his 

mouth, stretching more widely to accommodate the added 

thickness of the cord.  The younger boy shuddered.  He’d always 

been vulnerable to having his cock tied.  The combination of the 

tightness and friction, and the sheer phallic emphasis of the act, 
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aroused him like few other things.  And Jeff’s finishing touch of 

stuffing his urethra with the thong was sending a wonderful 

tingling through his body.  He’d been denied orgasm that 

morning, and he’d usually had two by this time.  He was riding 

a high of triumph and victory.  Every now and then as Jeff blew 

him he would tap his bare toes on the gas, rocking the Jeep back 

and forth.  He loved feeling the feedback from the engine in his 

erection. 

Krit started kissing his neck.  Mark exploded, his load 

blowing the thong out of his slit.  The friction was delicious.  He 

struggled to stay on the road as Jeff applied his famous suction. 

“Do not make him cum again,” Krit warned from behind 

them.  “I want a taste.” 

“Let’s switch,” Jeff offered, swallowing the last of Mark’s 

juices.  He squirmed through the gap into the back seat and Krit 

moved forward, his long, lean frame making the maneuver 

slightly difficult.  Nevertheless, he got into position and 

swallowed Mark before his erection could shrink at all. 

“I think two celebratory blowjobs are in order!” Jeff 

exclaimed gleefully. 

“Will I survive it?” Mark groaned.  The overstimulation 

was racking him.  Krit pulled off and smiled up at him. 

“We’ve got an hour to go.  And I’m planning to take my 

time with you.”  He tucked the thong back into Mark’s cock, and 

the boy quivered. 
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Chapter 21 
 

 

“Mark,” Moira said, a little hoarsely. 

Mark rolled over.  They were both lying on one of the 

lounges by the pool.  “Yes, sweetheart?” 

“I think it’s time.” 

For a second, only a second, she saw him look like a 

scared little boy, and her heart went out to him in spite of the 

new and driving pain flowing through her.  Then he was up on 

his feet, darting across the patio to where Nick was casually 

sporting with Kaitlin. 

The two of them came hurrying back to the chaise, and 

Nick knelt and examined her.  His hand on her belly, he timed 

the contractions, sensing each one almost as soon as she did. 

“You’re in labor,” he agreed. 

“Bloody hell,” Moira groaned.  “I’m starting to have 

second thoughts about that epidural.” 

“American overkill,” Victoria said dismissively.  “Here.  

Breathe this.”  She reached into Nick’s bag and produced a can 

of nitrous.  Her girlfriend inhaled deeply, and her muscles 

gently relaxed. 

“Should we get her into the water?” Mark asked. 

“Absolutely.  The sooner the better.” 

“Water, beautiful water,” Moira crooned, anticipating the 

relief it would give her.  Mark waved to Bobby and Matt, who 

were sitting up expectantly at the other end of the pool.  The 
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pilots fetched a long pole with a hammock slung from it and 

brought it over to the chaise.  Victoria held it open while Mark 

and Nick lifted Moira, as gently as they could, onto the soft 

canvas. 

“Where’s Kate?” Mark wanted to know. 

“I think they went down to the marina,” Victoria said.  

“Or at least they said they would be there.” 

Mark rushed into the office and found Braden marking 

up Jeff’s whiteboard.  The numbers he was working with had 

climbed into the hundreds.  “Braden!  Run down to the river and 

see if you can find Kate and Michael.  Get on the radio in the 

Jeep if you have to.” 

“Moira’s in labor?” 

“Yes.  We’re taking her over to the clinic.”  He was gone 

in a flash. 

Matt and Bobby carried her down the road towards the 

clinic, the fall of their naked feet cushioning the hammock’s ride.  

It swayed rhythmically between them, its burden a light one for 

two strong men even with the added weight of the child-to-be.   

Mark and Victoria walked beside it, each of them holding one of 

Moira’s hands.  Nick proffered her nitrous from time to time.  

They were in no hurry, and their aim was to reassure her. 

The clinic Katya had designed to Nick’s specifications 

included a pavilion in the grounds surrounded by sunflowers.  

Its walls were not solid; instead, the domed roof was supported 

by two circles of a dozen pillars apiece, between which ran 

intricate lattices of stone.  Light and air and warmth flowed 

through it easily, supplemented by the draft from a nearby wind 

tower, slender as a minaret.  Within the single room formed by 

these lattices was a marble pool sunken in the floor.  A young 

man with dark hair and eyes was leaning over it, checking the 

temperature of the water. 

“All ready, John?” Nick asked as Moira was carried into 

the pavilion. 
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“Yeah, the temperature is perfect.  This pool is amazing.”  

The young nurse had only recently graduated from college and 

his prick was perpetually half-erect from the constant nudity 

around him, to which he wasn’t yet accustomed.  It meant that 

he blushed all the time, too aware of the contrast between his 

unclothed state and the various situations he was encountering 

in which he wouldn’t normally be expected to be naked. 

“That’s the idea.  Now, let’s help her stand up.”  With 

Mark’s aid, they lifted Moira to her feet and gently walked her 

across to an angle of the pavilion, where a simple shower had 

been installed behind gauzy curtains.  They washed her body 

carefully, taking it in turns to support her.  Mark and Victoria 

waited nearby.  When Nick and John had finished with her, Nick 

quickly scrubbed himself clean as well. 

He escorted Moira back to the pool and down the gentle 

steps into the water.  A blissful expression spread over her face 

as her body became weightless. 

“Good idea?” Victoria said, taking her lover’s hand. 

“Wonderful,” Moira sighed.  She relaxed on the seat 

within the pool. 

“John, wheel the nitrous over here,” Nick instructed, 

checking Moira’s pulse.  He was doing it the old-fashioned way, 

with a mechanical pocket watch.  Electronics and birthing pools 

were an inherently poor combination. 

“Not yet,” Moira said, refusing the mask.  She was 

clenching her girlfriend’s hand while Mark slowly worked her 

neck and shoulders with powerful squeezes.  “Victoria…” 

“I love you,” Victoria whispered, kissing her.  “I love you 

so much.  I am so proud of you.”  She began to whisper 

endearments to Moira in Italian, her lips caressing her lover.  

Her hand slid between Moira’s legs and she started to work her 

girlfriend’s clit gently, giving her the best form of pain relief 

possible. 
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Mark looked over and saw that John’s cock had risen to a 

full erection. 

“I’m sorry,” John said.  “I should go put something on.” 

“You stay right where you are,” Nick ordered, not so 

much as looking up from his examination.  “You don’t leave the 

room during a procedure.  That’s why she’s giving birth here, 

not in England, where the doctor is liable to wander off to the 

pub for a pint in the middle of an operation.” 

“It’s embarrassing.” 

“Why?” Mark asked.  He admired John’s thick, freshly-

shaved shaft as he released some of his wife’s tension through 

his fingers.  “You’re in a scientific profession.  Be scientific about 

it.  You’re attracted to two girls.  You see them kiss.  You’re 

twenty-three years old.  Your hormonal response is inevitable.” 

“But it’s not appropriate in this context.” 

“There is no such thing as appropriate in science,” Nick 

said.  “Either something happens or it doesn’t, depending upon 

the inputs.  Social norms have no bearing on the problem.” 

“Rules about what is and isn’t appropriate are made by 

people who are lazy about self-control and out of touch with 

reality,” Mark added. 

“Moira?” Kate’s voice called.  A moment later she 

appeared in the doorway and hurried across to her daughter.  

“How are you, sweetheart?” 

“Better.”  Moira sighed and managed a smile.  “But the 

contractions are coming quicker now.” 

“That’s all to the good,” Nick said.  “Kate, go get cleaned 

up, and then you can help me massage her legs for a bit.  We 

need her as relaxed as possible.” 

Outside, Bobby and Matt were stretched out on the grass 

in the clinic’s courtyard.  Braden was there with Michael, and 

Micah, who had come running from the airport, and Jeff, who 

had emerged from the depths of a new motorboat he had been 

examining at the marina. 
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“Should we go in?” Braden asked. 

Michael shook his head.  “She doesn’t need an audience.  

It’s better if she keeps calm.”  He pulled the blonde into his 

arms. 

“So we sit here and wait and fret?” 

“We don’t fret,” the Irishman explained.  He palmed 

Braden’s erection, and the boy writhed.  In all the excitement, 

Braden had forgotten to take off the shaft ring harness he’d been 

wearing.  His prick was swollen in spite of his mental 

ambivalence.  “We distract ourselves, just like they’re distracting 

her.” 

“But playing at a time like this…” 

“Why not?” Micah said.  “The next Lord Corran will be 

brought up in an environment of sexual positivity.  It is only 

appropriate that he should be born as he will live.” 

“I’m still fucking tense,” Matt disagreed.  Bobby was 

behind him, giving his boyfriend a neck rub.  “Fuck…I don’t 

want Avalon to have to go through that.” 

“It’s perfectly normal,” Jeff said wryly.  “A lot of women 

go through it, and it’s usually safe and simple if the people 

involved are sensible.” 

Bobby kissed his lover on the shoulder.  “She doesn’t 

have to if she doesn’t want to.  There are lots of kids out there we 

can give a wonderful home.” 

“We should start looking into that.”  Matt turned to Jeff.  

“What about you guys?” 

“We still haven’t decided,” Jeff said.  He and Micah were 

rubbing each other’s hardons together.  “I’d like to see Braden’s 

sexual genetics preserved, he’s so remarkable.” 

“Katya might be willing to help out with that.” 

“Maybe,” Jeff grinned.  His boyfriend was oblivious to 

this discussion.  All his attention was on the way Michael was 

fondling his cock. 
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“One wonders if Mark and Moira’s high libidos will be 

multiplied in their son.” 

“Of sunlight and of sea his life was made,” Jeff 

murmured: 

 

 “A thin, translucent, golden-burning braid; 

 A future and a past in synchrony, 

 A child of ideal and gramarye, 

 And yet a man of doubtless potency. 

 The crowns for which so many more contend 

 Shall be but tools with which he shapes an end. 

 His star-specked voice shall cry aloud to praise 

 All freedoms, truths, and divers searching ways; 

 His courage shall call forth their utmost fears 

 As to his goal a brilliant path he clears, 

 And wields a lance that shames their iron spears. 

 He shall be loved, for he shall know to give 

 All that he can, for thus all men must live. 

 His blood shall surge in passion hot, and find 

 Its satiation in a kindred mind 

 Who shall in tandem serve him and be served 

 By him with sen’sual cunning well-deserved. 

 His lovers shall be numbered by the hand, 

 His goodness shall restore this wasted land.” 

 

“I think I just came a little,” Bobby said, when he was 

certain Jeff had finished.  “‘An Ode Upon the Birth of the Right 

Honourable Lord Brandywine’?” 

“Not a bad title, actually,” Jeff agreed.  “Suitable to the 

style.”  There was a little shriek from Braden as Michael 

squeezed his balls and made him shoot his seed all over his tight 

abs. 

They lay there in the declining sun all afternoon.  The 

others drifted in gradually.  Avalon and Robin came, and 
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Kristian and Therese.  Anna came, holding Brodie by his 

handcuffed hands, his face wearing a look of absolute devotion.  

Raul was there, beside Krit, and Stefan and Philippe, and Ragna, 

who hovered around Jeff directing constant questions at him, as 

usual. 

Others came as well.  Reservation youths and urban 

hippies relocated from Seattle or Phoenix.  Small-town farmers 

from the Midwest fleeing the collapse of their lives into an 

industrial machine.  Protesters and artists.  A sample of 

everything and everyone the Foundation had drawn to itself in 

less than one year.  Most were naked; some were not.  No one 

cared.  They waited patiently and uncomplainingly, mostly 

silent. 

“Thus men came to the houses of the chief among them 

in the ancient days,” Jeff said, looking around.  “Driven not by 

fear or intrusive curiosity, but by regard and a sense of fellow-

feeling for those they respected.  And by the expectation of a 

future in which they would share.” 

The sky turned pale and gray.  Overhead, the stars came 

out, and the moon cut a crescent swath among them.  Some of 

the watchers lit braziers, sending the scent of pinyon across the 

courtyard. 

Mark came out of the pavilion, his body dark against the 

white tracery of its walls.  He held up a shape in the moonlight, 

and its limbs moved in the silver beams.  His voice, without 

shouting, carried to every ear. 

“Joshua Michael Ahtahane Hartley, Viscount 

Brandywine, Master of Corran.  May he be known to you all.  

May he be one of you from the beginning.  May you love him, 

and may he love you.” 

“The names of their fathers,” Micah said softly.  “And of 

a boy so powerful that death could not conquer him, and so wise 

that even the Sun could not outsmart him.” 

“May his namesake be as wise,” Jeff said. 
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